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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


THE TEXT ARRIVED at 2:04am. I turned on my light and read.

“Dear Julien Maine, we are pleased to offer you a three-month contract for the role of farm management assistant at Hall Farms St George, starting on 1st March 2020. Your duties will be as per the email. Please respond to this offer within 24 hours to accept the position. Aaron Hall.”

I sent my response immediately, then confirmed my flights and secured my wheels. This was really happening.

My dream had always been to visit the beautiful island country of Australia. Growing up in The Netherlands, I never thought I’d experience it first-hand. But when the opportunity arose, I jumped at the chance, and it was everything I’d imagined and more. The beautiful beaches, the stunning hills and ranges, it’s such a beautiful country. But more importantly for an 18-year-old guy, it’s a country’s full attractive people and so many of them are friendly and sexually uninhibited. I couldn’t believe that my dream became reality.

Growing up in The Netherlands it was almost a rite of passage to take a gap year between secondary school and university. And when I received a small windfall, the decision made itself. I wanted to see Australia and not just the bits you see on television. I wanted to experience the Outback in all its glory. In Europe, everything was so small and heavily populated. I wanted to experience the wide-open spaces. My soul needed it.

Living in a house full of girls, I guess you could say that I was the rooster in the henhouse. Well maybe rooster was a bit strong. My mother was a single parent and my twin sister and older sister always mothered me. So, I guess I grew up with three mothers and no masculine influence in my life. Even my name, Julien, had been shortened to Jules. But I didn’t mind. I had a great upbringing full of fun and joy in the household.

I’d been accepted into a business management degree in Utrecht. But before I started the four-year course, I wanted some time away, exploring the world. That’s why I chose to go on a working holiday to Australia. I wanted to experience as much as I could in the year, so had arranged jobs across the great southern land before I arrived. The job at Hall Farm was the key that made my trip financially viable.

You could call me athletic, but not muscular. I’m not the typical Outback bloke you see in the movies. Rather, I’m very fit and strong, but above all resourceful. That’s probably due to my gymnastics training. During my final year in high school, I represented The Netherlands in the European championships. I placed third in my pet event, the pommel horse. That’s where the money for the plane travel and the wheels came from.

Standing at around 5ft 10in, I’ve been told I’m cute rather than attractive. My hair is shoulder length and sandy blonde brown. I couldn’t wear it long while I competed but wanted to make up for lost time. I did alright in the love stakes. My eyes are a unique brown yellow colour and my face is quite sweet and feminine. I’m very sociable, which comes from all the competitions I’ve attended. I can walk into a room and immediately start to find common ground with just about anyone. If that doesn’t work, I’ve always got my brown belt in karate to fall back on.

So back to my Aussie adventure. It started with a month working on a cane farm just outside of Cairns. That was an awesome experience as it gave me the chance to see the magnificent hinterland. I spent a couple of weekends just cruising around in my Kombi van. It’s impossible to describe the lush green forests. You just have to visit. I also got to spend a weekend out on the Great Barrier Reef. Again, I couldn’t describe it, but I’d recommend the experience to anyone.

After Cairns I drove south to Innisfail, where I worked on a banana farm. My time at circus school helped me easily operate a machete with skill. That both impressed and scared the folk I worked with. On weekends, I lived in my Kombi on the beaches. Australia has so much amazing coastline, you didn’t need to see anyone. I found the most perfect spaces where I could just be me. I also got to spend a weekend on one of the islands.

On the love life front I had a few hook-ups, but nothing serious. I tended to stay a bit aloof given my year-long travel plan. The Aussies’ were pretty hot though. I could definitely see myself ending up on this side of the world further down the track. I added plenty of material to my spank bank, that’s for sure.

I’d spent a week further south west out in St George, where I worked on a melon farm. The drive from Innisfail to St George was quite a trek. It took two full days non-stop to get here. I made the decision to head inland around Mackay, which meant heading over the ranges and through the coal mining areas. I stayed the night in the mining town of Emerald. Boy was that an experience. I almost needed my karate skills that night.

Though I’d only just arrived in St George, my plan was to use this as a base to spend more time in the outback. I’d heard you can see over a million stars if you drove out of the big towns to get away from the city lights. From what I’d seen already, it was just too pretty to believe. But the distance between towns was greater inland than along the coast. You wouldn’t want to break down out there. I had to nurse the poor old girl a few times along the way. And those kangaroos, what a menace they were.

I guess you could call me a jack of all trades. Up until St George, I’d been working with produce. In Cairns I cut bananas, while in Innisfail I loaded sugar cane. I’m pretty fit so the physical nature of the work was a great change to my studies in The Netherlands. I also got a full body work out while I got paid for doing it. Some weekends I got another full body workout too. But that’s another story as they say.

But there I was in St George, helping out the farm owner’s in many ways. As I’m able to translate German, French, Italian, Spanish and Russian into English pretty quickly, I provided communications between management and backpacker workers. I got some additional benefits for doing it, but I wasn’t on UN translation rates of pay, that’s for sure. While I was still on the tools part time, I got ample time to help the owner’s setup and move the teams around and give instructions. I also got to ride on the back of a motorbike around the farm. That was a highlight as I got to wrap my arms around Aaron.


CHAPTER TWO


IN THE WEEK I’d been there, I really liked Hall farm. Sitting around 30 minutes out of town, Hall farm was big, lush and green. The soil was red like you see in all the movies. And when it got wet, it stuck to your feet like the flies stuck to your back during daylight hours. Farming cantaloupe, watermelon and honeydew, all you could see for miles was a sea of green bushes.

The farm was owned by the Hall family. Ted, the patriarch, was a huge man with hands the size of plates. He could pick up a watermelon in one hand but tended to leave the day to day work to his son. You could say Ted was the brains of the operation, but had a ‘if it ain’t broke, then don’t fix it’ approach. As a result, the farm was very manual. Ted didn’t see the value in investing in expensive machinery while manual labour could do the same job.

The matriarch of the family was Wendy. She was an awesome woman who was the only one who can stand up to Ted. She cooked and cleaned for the family and the farm workers, who shared a converted shed around 50 m from the farmhouse. Wendy cooked once and so the family and workers got the same dinner. Her speciality was lamb stew which took her all day to cook in a giant pot.

The Halls had two boys, Robert and Aaron. Robert was the eldest and as such got first opportunity to get away, which he did. He studied agricultural science in Toowoomba, around three hours away from home. While I hadn’t met him, he looked quite well built in the photos I’d seen. Ted expected him to work on the farm after university, but Wendy reckoned he would find a city girl and stay there.

Aaron ran the day to day activities on the farm. He was a big unit, around 6ft 3in or more. He had the physique of a ‘Hemsworth’; you know that Aussie guy who plays Thor. He also had the most piercing blue eyes I’d seen since arriving in Australia. If it wasn’t for his tan, with his blond hair, blue eyes and physical assets, you could’ve mistaken him for a Viking. I must admit he’s one very handsome guy. He’s also the guy I spent most of the day with.

A typical day started with me translating the work plan for the day to the farm workers. Aaron explained what was gonna be the focus of the day and I translated into a number of languages. I also translated any questions back to Aaron and, of course, his responses. There were four teams and Aaron liked to brief each team at the coalface, so we tended to get around the farm. I got to ride on the back of a motorbike which was loads of fun.

So, after the morning briefing, Aaron and I got on the tools. We would pick with the central team until lunch time. We’d do a quick visit to all teams mid-morning, and if anything went wrong or there was an interruption, I got to accompany Aaron on his visit. Sometimes it was hard to focus on the job at hand when he took off his shirt, but I just tried to focus on the rest of my trip.

We all headed back to the farmhouse for Wendy’s hearty lunch around noon. Then we headed out again in the afternoon and the briefing activities repeated again. We’d do another round of visits mid-afternoon, then after an afternoon of picking, we’d retire to the farmhouse and call it a day. Without doubt, the highlight of my day was riding on the bike with Aaron. I just had to be careful not to squeeze him too tight, else he’d feel my boner in his back.

After work was finished for the day, we’d all go our separate ways to clean up and prepare for dinner. If it wasn’t raining, we’d all eat together out the back of the farmhouse. Wendy placed big plates of food on the table and everyone just grabbed whatever they wanted. The food was plentiful, so we never ran out. Whatever was left over went to the working dogs.

Most of the farm hands retired to the accommodation after dinner, where they played cards or watched TV for a few hours. They slept in bunk beds. I was a little different, in that I preferred to sleep in my Kombi. She was set up with power and a computer, so it was just like staying in a hotel room, only a little bit tighter. The Kombi let me make the most of my weekends. I planned my trips out a few weeks in advance. My aim was to see as much of the country as possible.

While Aaron was quite the confident young farmer most of the time, he seemed to get a little tongue tied when around the cute girls. One girl in particular, Rosa from Brazil, turned him to water. It’s funny to see how such a big strong masculine guy struggled when in the presence of a beautiful girl. We called Rosa his kryptonite. She’d play it to her advantage, but travelled with her boyfriend Juan, so was off limits. I didn’t quite understand it. Juan was cute, but he was no Aaron. But then as they say, it takes all types.


CHAPTER THREE


FRIDAY NIGHT COULDN’T come sooner. It had been a big week; I’d done lots and now needed some me time. So, after dinner, I packed up the Kombi and set off for the St George city. First stop along the way was a free camping ground I’d seen about five minutes from town. I pulled in and unpacked my cases and then wandered over to the bathrooms with my favourite little toiletry bag. I wandered into the shower cubicle and started to clean up.

Step one was to shave down. I lathered up my legs and chest and removed the stubble of the past week. It was so good to feel silky smooth again. I washed and conditioned my hair and then blew it out. I started to feel human. Finally, I moisturised my whole body before painting my fingernails in a lusty red sheen. I dressed in a matching red bra and panty set, before I pulled on a romper and stuffed all my male clothes into a plastic bag. It felt so good to be me again.

Once out in the light, I admired how my tan was coming along. The romper was short, barely covering my knickers, but was a dusty pink that highlighted my tan. I marvelled at how long my hair had gotten before pulling up to the mirror. Time to complete the transition from boy mode to girl mode, I thought as I applied my makeup. If there’s one thing that circus camp had taught me, it was how to apply makeup in a professional manner. Thanks Mum. The transformation was complete. Julien was now Jules for the next two days.

I wandered over to the Kombi and noticed a couple of guys checking me out. It was always such a pleasure to get the attention of straight males. I don’t know why, but it made me feel special and wanted in a sensual way. One of the guys was quite cute, so I smiled at him. He smiled back, but his girlfriend wasn’t overly impressed. He got slapped.

Once at the Kombi, I placed my boy clothes in storage and looked through my girl clothes. What mood was I in, I wondered? It had been a long work week, so I was ready to party. I pulled out a red Lycra dress that was even shorter than the romper. Tonight, was no time to be a shrinking violet. I was ready to mingle and wanted to let all potential parties know it. I paired the dress with a pair of 4-inch red strappy sandals which took me well over 6ft. I looked like a model.

I jumped out of the Kombi to move to the driving seat. The faces on the two guys were frozen. I could see the lust grow in their eyes. Seems like I’d achieved the impact I was looking for. This time their girlfriend’s faces were also frozen. I could also see the jealousy build in their eyes. Neither were ugly, but neither could walk the catwalks of Milan either.

After driving carefully out onto the main road I turned for town. I remembered there were only a couple of pubs in town, and that was about all there was for nightlife.

“Eeny, Meeny, Miny, Moe,” I said.

The Riverview shall be graced with my presence. I grabbed my purse and walked into the main bar. My plan was never to need the purse, but it finished off the outfit perfectly.

The pub was busy, hell there were only two places to go in town and this was the most popular. There were several small crowds of punters dotted around the giant cavern of a bar. The main feature of the bar was a long bar. It was stained brown, ran the full width of the pub and had at least a dozen bar stools dotted along it. I saw a spare stool towards the centre and made myself comfortable.

“Hey darling, what can I get you?” asked the bar tender.

“Just a light white wine,” I responded with a smile.

That was all I need to say, and he turned around and poured the drink.

“That’ll be three dollars thanks darl’,” he prompted.

I reached for my purse when all of a sudden, the guy standing next to me waiting for his drink offered to pay.

“Just put it on my tab Lawrie,” the young guy said smiling shyly at me.

“Thanks, I’m Jules,” I responded putting out my hand.

“I’m Colin,” replied the young guy with a broad smile.

I shook his hand and held it just a little long to thank him. I found that country boys don’t get the opportunity for physical contact too often, so a handshake helped pay for the drink.

I took a sip of my drink and swung around in my seat. The pub was actually quite busy. There were several stand up tables inside the bar and a lady in her fifties delivered food ordered at one end of the counter. I scanned the room to see if I recognised anyone from the farm. Just then Colin walked back to his seat carrying a half dozen pots of beer. I could see he was with two other guys, both young and one being Aaron.

Aaron looked awesome. He was dressed to the nines in a royal blue shirt that could barely hide his bulging arms. He looked absolutely buffed. His top button was undone too, which combined with his still wet hair, made him look like a model for a cowboy clothing store. He had tight jeans on with a belt and a clean pair of shiny black cowboy boots. I got caught checking him out. Shit, he’s the last person I want to draw attention from. I looked across the other side of the room and took another sip of my drink.

Thankfully at that time Rosa and Juan walked into the bar and all wandering eyes turned to Rosa. She was dressed in a bright red Spanish dress with red cowgirl boots. Rosa appeared to have gone all out to get attention tonight, something I was grateful for. All I wanted was a few free drinks and the odd positive comment.

Rosa and Juan walked over and started chatting to Aaron. She flirted wildly with him and Juan just ignored her antics as usual. It certainly took a certain type like Juan to date Rosa. A less confident boy would have fallen victim to the jealousy curse. Happy that I had averted a disaster with Aaron, I turned back around and took another sip of my drink.

Juan stood next to me ordering drinks for he and Rosa. I could feel him staring at my legs and could tell he tried to make it just obvious enough to get my attention. I looked across and smiled. He responded but held back from introducing himself, probably so as not to antagonise Rosa. He walked back to the table where Rosa was still flirting with Aaron.


CHAPTER FOUR


JUST WHEN I felt it was gonna be a quiet night, the DJ started playing music and a few couples hit the dance floor. I felt a tap on my left shoulder and turned.

“Would you like to dance?” asked Colin.

I could see that Rosa and Juan were on the dance floor.

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

With that Colin took my hand and proceeded to lead me to the dance floor.

While Rosa was busy grinding with Juan and looking at Aaron, Colin and I kept a civil distance between us. Colin was around 6ft tall with dark brown hair and the cutest dimples. With my sandals on though, I was a couple of inches taller than him. I could feel he felt a little intimidated. That didn’t seem to stop him moving closer when a slow song came along and I felt him let his hands slip onto my arse. I looked him in the eyes and he quickly adjusted his hands.

After a half dozen songs, Colin invited me to join him and his crew at their table. This was getting just a wee bit close. While I never get picked when out in public dressed en-femme, this was surely gonna test the boundaries of my skills. Not only was Aaron at the table but Rosa and Juan were too. But I agreed to join them.

Colin grabbed my hand like we were boyfriend and girlfriend and proceeded to walk me to the table. Once there he did the introductions.

“Jules, this is Aaron,” he started. “Aaron has been my best friend since we met in grade school.”

“Hi Aaron, I’m Jules,” I responded and shook his hand.

“Jules, this is Justin,” he went on. “We work together.”

I hadn’t even noticed the third person at the table until now. He seemed nice enough, but he was no Aaron.

“Hi Justin, the pleasure is mine,” I replied.

Finally, it was left to Aaron to introduce me to the two backpackers.

“Jules, this is Rosa,” he offered. She offered her hand but scowled at me. I could see she didn’t expect to find competition in a quiet Outback town.

“Hi Rosa, what a beautiful dress,” I said trying flattery to make her less aggressive.

“Thanks,” she responded.

“And I am Juan, so pleased to meet you Jules,” offered Juan.

This didn’t impress Rosa at all.

“Hi Juan, lovely to meet you,” I replied.

I kept it short and sweet as to not further antagonise Rosa.

The conversation continued for around half an hour. Colin focussed on me and asked me about my background and reasons for being in St George. I had to think quick on my feet and not tell the true story of my adventures to date. I didn’t want to get made. Not here. Not now.

“Let’s dance, Colin?” I suggested to get away from the conversation traps.

“Sure honey,” replied Colin. He wrapped his hand around my hips and led me to the dance floor. Unfortunately, my offer had led Colin to believe that he may be getting lucky with me later in the night. This got a bit too close for my liking, so I had ruled out sex with Aaron’s best mate that night. I now had to protect myself and get through the night.

Luckily Rosa and Juan joined us for a dance. In her wisdom, Rosa saw a need to grab the attention of Colin. So, Juan and Colin swapped partners. It was out of the fat and into the fire though. In his charming Latino manner, it wasn’t long before Juan was grinding into my arse like a trojan. Don’t get me wrong, he was quite cute, but thankfully he didn’t succeed in getting me horny. I remained tucked up tight.

There was a break in the music after three songs, so I used the opportunity to break away from Juan’s grinding. Rosa had been a lot more liberal with her body than I had, so Colin seemed a little lightheaded with the aroma of Rosa flowing through his nostrils. I could see he had a half boner which he tried desperately to hide.

Aaron had bought a round of drinks for us while we were dancing. It looked like I didn’t need to bring out the purse tonight. But as soon as we got back to the table, Aaron moved himself to be standing next to me.

“So, tell me about yourself Jules?” he asked. Luckily the music started playing again.

“Oh, this is my favourite song,” I replied. I grabbed his hand and walked him to the dance floor.

This night was getting out of hand. There’s a real danger I’m going to get caught.

We danced for a good ten minutes. He was a surprisingly good mover and his eyes glistened in the bar light. After a few more songs I could see beads of sweat roll down his heaving chest. He opened up his shirt a little more to show his rock hard six pack. My goodness this guy was chiselled from stone. He could tell that I liked what I saw and moved closer. This caused us to bump into one another and each time we did it sent shivers through my body.

Finally, the last song of the night played. It was a slow song. He immediately pulled me close and held me in his strong arms. His face was over my shoulder and I could smell his scent. I felt his hands slide down to sit just above my arse. Blood ran from my head as he held me closer and tighter. He pulled back gently and kissed me. An electric shock ran through me. I couldn’t resist him as out tongues explored each other’s mouths.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


ONCE THE MUSIC had stopped, the DJ thanked everyone, and the crowd dispersed from the dance floor. All that was left was Aaron and me still kissing. By this stage I was getting daggers from Rosa, Juan and Colin, and sideways looks from most of the punters remaining in the pub.

Aaron grabbed me by the hand and led me back to the table. I needed to think quickly.

“I’m just gonna take a trip to the ladies’ room,” I said to Aaron.

“Okay Jules, see you soon,” he muttered a little too loudly. The daggers continued.

Once in the toilet I sat and thought about what had just happened. I’d kissed my boss on the dance floor, pissed off my fellow farm workers and set up a potential fight between Aaron and his lifelong best friend. Oh, and no one has any idea who I really am or that I’m a guy.

I decided to return to the table and excuse myself, using a long drive home as the reason. This wasn’t gonna be pretty.

“It’s been so nice to meet you all,” I said. “Unfortunately, I’ve got a long drive home, so I hope to see you again another night.”

Then I grabbed my purse and started walking to the door. I needed to be careful not to be followed as the Kombi would give away my true identity.

“Can I walk you to your car?” offered Aaron.

“I’m sorry, but I wouldn’t feel safe,” I quickly responded. “I hope you understand.”

I played on his decency and it worked. We kissed one more time. He was such a good kisser. His lips were soft and his tongue probing.

“Hopefully, I’ll see you tomorrow night,” I offered. “Goodnight.”

With that I turned and quickly left before I could be followed. I had parked a short distance from the pub. This wasn’t my first rodeo and I knew the risk of being identified. I walked left leaving the pub, then went around the back and out the other side. I checked no-one had followed me and then jumped into the Kombi. What had just happened? Do I want to get caught? But the thought of Aaron’s kiss lingered with me. I smiled to myself, triumphantly.

I drove back to the caravan park and pulled up in a quiet spot. So much adrenalin ran through my veins that I knew I wouldn’t be able to get to sleep. I changed back into the romper. But I also had the little problem of a boner, which wasn’t going anywhere soon.

I lay in my bed and slowly massaged my swollen cock. I could see Aaron’s face when I closed my eyes. I could feel his strong arms around my waist. I could taste the passion in his kiss. Just then I climaxed, sending juices spurting on up my abdomen. I savoured the orgasm before quickly cleaning up and drifting off to a magical sleep.

The next morning, I woke shortly after sun-up. I needed to think through the activities of the night before. I knew, I’ll go for a run. I changed from romper to tiny white running shorts and shirt. As I headed out to the road, I noticed the guys from the night before eating breakfast. I looked across and smiled.

“Morning boys,” I chirped cheekily. They couldn’t respond, but I felt two pairs of eyes on my arse for the next quarter mile.

On the run I talked myself through the night before. I’d only just started a two-month stint working for the Halls and the job was awesome. I got to spend most of the day with Aaron. I didn’t want to jeopardise this sweet setup for a boy. But then again, Aaron was no ordinary boy. He was sweet and funny and such a good kisser. Plus, he had the body of an Adonis. I’d finally met the man of my dreams. We looked so perfect together.

But clearly Aaron wasn’t gay. I’d spent a lot of time with gay guys and could pick up that vibe in seconds. He wasn’t even confused. I’d seen the way he looked at Rosa. The way he melted when she gave him that seductive smile of hers. Part of the reason for this trip was to put some money away for my transition. I had decided I wanted to become female full time. I just hadn’t worked it through with my friends and family yet.

As much as I really like him, I decided to keep Jules away from him. It shouldn’t be too hard. I bet he had girls throwing themselves at him all the time. I had to admit, it was gonna be difficult to see him flirt with Rosa. But it’s for the best. Decision made.

At that point I ran back into the caravan park. Six miles in pretty quick time. My body sweated pretty seriously making my white running clothes virtually transparent. I stopped by the toilet block and threw water on my face to cool me down. The boys were loving the show, but again were unable to utter a word. Oh, the power of feminine beauty.

After showering and getting dressed for the day, I drove the Kombi out of town. I stopped at a truck stop diner I had seen a week before. I had a serious hunger so wolfed down an all-day breakfast. There’s nothing as good as fresh eggs, bacon and hash browns from an Outback diner. The rest of the weekend I explored the Outback. I saw lakes, rivers, mountain ranges and desert. I slept under the stars on the Saturday night, way out from town. I wanted to see the star show and St George was a little crowded the night before. It was awe-inspiring.


CHAPTER SIX


MONDAY MORNING CAME and I arrived back at the Hall Farm bright and early. Wendy had cooked up a storm for breakfast and I hoed in gleefully. By this time, I was back to being Julien and Jules’ clothing had been well and truly hidden away.

“How was your weekend?” I asked Rosa.

I get on fine with her as Julien. She flirted with all the boys.

“You missed a big night on Friday,” she replied.

“How so?” I queried wondering how the story would be told.

“Well, we all went into town, as agreed,” she went on. “And we met Aaron and his friends. Well one of his friends brought his girlfriend along. She was a bit slutty, but Aaron’s friend thought she was nice. Anyway, Aaron asked her to dance and they ended up almost doing the deed on the dance floor. His mate was not happy and let Aaron know in no uncertain words. It got a bit ugly. Anyway, then the slut disappeared and left them with the aftermath.”

An interesting interpretation. In all of my thoughts about Aaron and the kiss, I forgot to think how Colin must have felt. I looked for Aaron and noticed he had a shiner. Wow, I wouldn’t have thought Colin had the balls or the reach to plant one like that on Aaron.

“Is that where the shiner came from?” I asked Rosa.

“Yeah, but you should have seen the other guy,” she responded.

Oh great, I needed to add ruining a lifelong friendship to my list of achievements for Friday night. Thank god I got out of town on the Saturday night.

“How was your weekend?” Aaron asked as we started picking for the day.

“Better than yours,” I quipped looking at his bruised eye. “Did you play footy on the weekend?”

“You could say that,” he responded. “No this was a disagreement over a girl. I think I met my future wife on the weekend.”

“Wow, congratulations bud,” I said.

Oh my god what have I done.

“Yeah, her name is Jules and she’s the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen,” he went on.

“I thought Rosa was the most beautiful last week,” I joked.

“No bud, this time I’m serious,” he said. “Her face, her eyes, her legs, the way she moved. This girl was supermodel hot.”

Wow, I’d surely left an impression.

“So that doesn’t explain the black eye,” I asked. “Did she whack you?”

“No, it was just a misunderstanding with one of my boys, Colin,” he continued. “We’ll sort it out. He thought she was pretty special too, but she wasn’t into him. He took it hard.”

I decided I’d better explore the plans he had for Jules.

“So, when are you seeing her again?” I asked. “Is she coming home to meet the folks?”

“I’ve told Mum that I’ve met the future Mrs Hall,” he replied. “We’re just working on the timing.”

Over the next few days, his enthusiasm for Jules did not wane. By Wednesday, he was asking Rosa for tips on how to impress a lady. By now Rosa referred to Jules as ‘The Slut’ to all but Aaron. But as she and Juan had met Jules, they were included in helping Aaron plan for the coming weekend. I could tell Rosa was a bit jealous, but she had Juan to console her.

“What are you doing tonight?” Aaron asked on Friday morning. I had difficulty not staring too long into his mesmerising blue eyes.

“I’m heading into the Outback again,” I responded. “Why?”

“I’m gonna meet Jules again and hoped you’d be my wingman,” he stated.

“Where are you meeting her?” I queried.

“Back in St George,” he answered. “Well at least that’s what I’m hoping for.”

Obviously, the fall-out with Colin must have been quite serious. Else he was worried that if they both saw Jules, there may be a commotion.

“Juan seemed to do a decent job last week from what you say,” I stated. “Perhaps he can help.”

“I don’t think Rosa and Jules would mix too well,” he replied. “Tequila and champagne.”

Wow, he thinks of Jules as champagne. I really left an impression.

I wished him luck but declined his offer.

“The Outback calls I’m afraid,” I stated.

“It was worth a try,” he replied.

The day went pretty typically, except I could see his vibe improve as the day progressed. He was well and truly smitten and looked so sexy with the sweat glistening off his forearms. I had to keep checking myself so as not to appear to be staring. I found it hard to be working close to him, especially when I knew how he felt about Jules. By the end of the day, I was in a hurry to get into the Kombi and hit the road. Only distance was gonna help me forget Aaron and let my now full-time erection subside.


CHAPTER SEVEN


AFTER DINNER I immediately hit the road. Again, my first stop was the caravan park just on the outskirts of town. I pulled in and unpacked my cases. Boy clothes hidden, girl clothes out. I changed into my romper and wandered over to the bathrooms. It felt so good to become Jules again. I felt a power returning to my mind and body that was difficult to describe. I just felt more like me when I was Jules. I wandered into the shower cubicle and started the physical transformation.

Without hormones, it was amazing how quickly my hair regrew, so I lathered up my legs and chest and removed the growth of the past week. It felt so nice to be silky smooth again. I then washed and conditioned my sun-bleached locks. After lightly drying my body, I applied a liberal dose of favourite musky perfume. I suddenly felt feminine and fabulous. Bring on the weekend.

After a midnight blue nail polish was applied to both my toes and fingers, it was time for the makeup. Wanting to learn from the previous weekend, I applied a light coat of foundation, basic mascara, some light eye shadow and lipstick. I looked in the mirror and still marvelled at the stunning young girl looking back at me. I’d been blessed with my mother’s gene pool, I reasoned. Well my twin sister was a fox, so I guess it figured that I’d scrub up alright.

I decided to go with a matching dark blue bra and panties set. Elegant and sensual but not quite as attention grabbing as the red lingerie of the week prior. Be conservative Jules, I said to myself. I then pulled on a pair of denim shorts and an oversized white t-shirt. Yes, you could see the blue bra if you looked closely, but hell it was Friday night. Finally, I pulled out a pair of black leather cowboy boots I had picked up just outside Rockhampton. They finished off the outfit perfectly.

Back at the Kombi I threw my clothes in the back. A quick check of my watch showed it was 6:00pm. I was hanging out for a drink but didn’t want to risk bumping into Aaron in town. I’ll stop in for a quick drink on my way through town and then scamper out of town for the weekend. Driving was much easier in two-inch block heels. So, it was a pretty cruise ride into town.

The Cobb & Co Hotel was my drinking hole of choice this week. I’d heard it was the least favoured of the St George pubs and, given it was early in the night, felt this stop could offer me a quick beer fix. It was a classic Outback pub with a wraparound veranda and a red tin roof. I parked up the road and sauntered over to the bar entrance. It was still light, and I had my sunglasses on. I thought I looked pretty cute, in a Dallas Cowboys cheerleader sort of way.

On my way to the pub I got a couple of wolf whistles and caught the eye of several local boys. It seemed my aim to keep low key may have been a bit of a stretch. While I lapped up the attention, I didn’t engage. Upon entering the bar, I walked four steps and planted my fine arse firmly down on a stool to one end. After all I was trying to keep a low profile.

My tight Denim shorts were frayed at the bottom and had white pockets showing at the front. I could notice the four or five boys in the bar checking me out as I waited for the bar tender. I pulled my shorts down a little at the front, but that only seemed to get more attention. I crossed my legs which moved the focus to my calves and new boots. The boys seemed impressed with what they saw.

“What can I get you sweetheart?” the bartender asked. “We’ve got beer or the house white wine from the cask.”

“A schooner of Great Northern thanks,” I replied.

The bartender proceeded to pour me a beer from the tap at the middle of the bar.

“Here you go sweetheart,” he said as he placed the beer on the bar in front of me.

“What’s the damage?” I asked.

“It’s happy hour, so your first one is on the house,” he replied.

Wow. Two weeks in St George and I’ve yet to open my purse. And looking around the room I could see where I could get another half dozen free drinks if I wanted.

“So, you’re not from round here?” the bar tender asked.

“Is it that obvious?” I replied.

“We don’t get many girls that look like you this far from the coast,” he responded.

“I’m just passing through on my way to Roma,” I said.

With that he moved down the other end and served another patron.

The bartender wandered back over after serving.

“You wouldn’t be Jules by any chance, would you?” he asked.

He caught me by surprise. How did he know my name? What made him think to ask?

“Yes, that’s right,” I said coyly. “How do you know of me?”

“My nephew Aaron Hall has been in contact with all the publicans in the area,” he went on. “Seems like you’ve made quite the impression on the poor young fella. I can see what all the fuss is about.”

I thanked him for his kind words. Shit, I thought I’d be able to grab a quiet beer. Looks like the whole of St George was off limits now. I finished my beer and quickly scampered for the door before Aaron turned up.

“Can I tell Aaron where you went?” the bartender asked as I stepped for the door.

“Tell him I’m sure to bump into him,” I responded. “It’s not a large town.”

I made it to the Kombi pretty quickly and set of out of town. St George seemed to be closing in on me and I needed my space. I headed off for Roma, which was a good hour away.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


AS I DROVE towards Roma, I weighed up the situation. Here was a lovely, handsome and cute guy who had moved heaven and earth to find me again. That was both flattering and concerning. My concern wasn’t that he was, in effect, stalking me. It was that he was publicly displaying his feelings for me without knowing my true identity. How embarrassing would it be for him if the reunion was in public and I needed to disclose my true identity? That sort of shit could ruin a guy.

On the other hand, I obviously had left an impression on young Aaron. Even in the presence of genetically blessed cis gender Rosa, it was me that he couldn’t stop thinking about. I pictured his perfect face, that boyish smile, those soulful eyes and that Adonis body. I could only imagine that he was well-equipped where it mattered. It must be a good 8-inches. I dreamed of what I could do with that piece.

I stopped for fuel about halfway to Roma. It didn’t take more than a minute before one of the local boys offered to fill me up. I’d heard the line a number of times, but it still made me smile.

“Thank you, but no,” I responded.

“Then how about breakfast?” was the response.

I just smiled and he got the message. I paid for the fuel and hit the road again.

As I drove into Roma, I was amazed by the range of great Outback hotels on offer. Given that I was safely 100 miles from St George, I decided that I could take my pick. By now it was around 9:00pm, so I decided to stop in for a quick beer and then work out where to party the night away. The School of Arts Hotel sounded like a place I could get a free drink.

At least the wolf whistles weren’t as common or loud after dark. I walked through the hotel door and surveyed the bar. It was quaint. I’m not sure it embodied the School of Arts theme, but it was lovely in its own quaint way. Standing pride of place was a large angled bar covered with rusty corrugated iron roofing. At least it was painted, I thought, as I pulled up at a spot dead centre. After travelling for two hours, any thought of being shy had long since left my head.

I surveilled the boys and could spot several potentials for a round of drinks. I sat myself down and crossed my legs to better show off my lovely tan. I rocked my foot in my cowboy boot and, as if choreographed was offered a drink. Game on. The boy’s name was Pete and he was a local. He was a confident lad who stood around 6ft 2in and had lovely long blonde hair tied into a ponytail.

“What’s your poison cowgirl?” he offered.

“How does white wine sound cowboy?” I responded.

“John, could you get the young lady a white wine and put it on my tab thanks?” he requested of the bar tender.

“Sure Pete, it’s your dime,” quipped the bartender.

“So, what’s a pretty little filly like you doing out here on a Friday night?” he asked.

“I’m travelling through the outback on a holiday,” I replied.

“So how long are you here in Roma?” he queried.

“Just for the weekend,” I responded giving him a shy smile.

“Well that’s the best news I’ve heard all week,” he quipped.

We chatted for a while and he bought me another drink. He was a local farmer’s boy and was waiting for some friends to come into town so they could celebrate the buck’s night of a school friend. I noticed one of the pool tables suddenly became free.

“Do you play pool?” I asked.

“Sure, but you better watch it cause I’m a legend in these parts,” he responded. “You may lose those cute little shorts.”

“They’re harder to get off than you’d think,” I clarified.

He just smiled.

He was a pretty good player, but three games in I was still wearing my denim shorts. I made sure it was close, but he never got the clear win he looked for. He shouted four rounds of drinks, so I was doing something right. I made sure to bend over the table very tightly and pick the best viewing angles in doing so. But we had a fun time.

Around 10:00pm Pete started to get a little friskier. The beer had definitely started to lower his inhibitions and his hands started to wander. Not that I minded. He was hot, not quite Aaron hot, but definitely worthy of my time. I let him get away with the odd arse tap and leg stroke. I kept his moves confined to safe areas though.

Shortly thereafter, the bar door opened and in walked Aaron, Colin and the other guys. Before, they saw me, I excused myself to go to the toilet and snuck out the back door. Shit, just when I was having a good time and had found another nice guy, this happens. I sat in the toilets for a few minutes to gather a game plan. It was obvious that Aaron and the others were joining Pete on the buck’s night. What was I gonna do?

I started to think that marrying Aaron must be my destiny. This was just too coincidental. But I regained composure and decided to go back to say good night to Pete. After all he had bought me several rounds of drink and was a good guy. But I didn’t want another repeat of the Colin incident from the week before. I decided to wander back in and take up where I had left off with Pete. I had officially only met Aaron briefly a week before and had made no commitments to him whatsoever.

I walked back into the bar and across to where the boys were sitting at the bar. I sat down on the vacant stool next to Pete.

“Everyone, this is Jules,” he introduced. “Jules this is everyone.”

“Hi everyone, Pete has been telling me how much he’s been looking forward to tonight,” I said with a big smile. I intentionally diverted my gaze away from Aaron.

“So Pete, how do you know Jules?” Aaron asked.

“I’ve been showing her how to play pool,” he said with a wry smile.

“Well I’d better let you guys get to the buck’s party,” I offered. “What’s the plan for the night?“

“We’re going to the Irish Pub for dinner and then we’ll hit The Royal ’til stumps,” responded Pete.

“Well, have a great night lads,” I replied. “Perhaps I’ll see you around.”

With that I stood up and walked for the front door. Aaron stood up, moved close and brushed my arm. It was electric.

“Meet me at The Royal before midnight,” he whispered in my ear.

I walked out the door and immediately stopped to regain composure. That was close. Somehow, I had navigated out of trouble, but did I want to jump back in later in the night? I walked back to the Kombi and sat a while. I drove over to a late-night eatery and got some dessert. All I could think of was Aaron’s muscular body and washboard abdomen. And then my mind drifted to what hung below it.


CHAPTER NINE


I DECIDED THAT I needed to level with Aaron. This situation was just getting too crazy not to. I wanted to pursue a relationship with Aaron but realised he would probably reject me hands down once he knew the truth. But this situation could not continue. If I lost my job, so be it. If he accepted me for who I am, then the risk would be worth it.

Wanting to put on my best pitch, I changed into a skin-tight spandex mini dress. I matched the look with a signature pair of blue ankle boots with a 4-inch heel. This would scare the shorter boys off and bring my lips to within an inch of Aaron’s. I updated my makeup look to better highlight my features and set off for The Royal. I parked a short distance from the hotel and walked across. I didn’t want the Kombi to give me away before I was ready to tell. This was it. Time to find out one way or another.

When I walked in the bar, I felt like everyone stopped and stared at me. Perhaps it was just in my head, but I think the killer outfit was doing its thing. I scanned the room for Aaron and the boys.

“Here we are,” called Aaron and pulled me onto his lap.

I looked across the table and could see Colin and Pete whispering to each other. Perhaps, any claims had been settled in my absence.

“Hey you,” I replied sitting firmly on his boner. “How’s the night been?”

Aaron seemed like he’d been drinking nonstop since the School of Art Hotel.

“It’s been good, but I’ve missed you,” he replied.

“Well it looks like you’re not the only one,” I said looking over at Colin and Pete.

“No, they understand, it’s a bro code thing,” he muttered.

“Well if that’s the case, I really need to talk to you in private for a few minutes,” I stated.

“Sounds serious,” he said flippantly.

“It is,” I replied looking directly into his eyes.

“How about we start with a dance?” Aaron proposed.

“I’d rather we had the chat first,” I said firmly.

“Okay, I never could say no to a pretty lady,” he quipped.

I stood up, grabbed him by the hand and led him out the front of the bar.

Once outside, I turned to face him.

“This is going to be one of the hardest things I’ve ever had to do,“ I started. “I really like you, but you need to know something before we take it any further. I wasn’t born a girl and I have yet to fully become a girl.”

His face was aghast. I knew he wouldn’t take it well. I knew that he wasn’t gay.

“What’s more, if that’s not enough to scare you off, there’s one thing more,” I stated.

“Yes, and what’s that?” he replied sheepishly.

“Well before I tell you the next part, I need to know that the first part is understood.” I said.

He thought for a moment.

“So, you’re telling me that the girl of my dreams is actually a guy?” he responded.

“Yes, that is correct,” I said. “I am saving up to change myself into a girl, but at this stage I’m a guy during the week and a girl on weekends.”

I could see this blew his mind. He looked into my eyes, moved closer and kissed me.

“Well, if that doesn’t scare you off, then there’s something else that you need to know about me,” I said looking directly into his eyes.

He paused for a moment.

“You’ve given me a lot to digest already,” he said. “Can’t it wait?”

“Not if you want to kiss or get romantic with me,” I replied.

“Well that’s a yes,” he said immediately.

“Well, you know that boy Julien who helps you with running the farm?” I said.

He looked at me for a minute but didn’t put two and two together yet. I waited until he responded.

“Yes, I know Julien,” he finally said. “He’s the Dutch guy that speaks all the languages.”

“Well that’s me during the week,” I said.

I turned and walked a few steps away to give him time to take it in.

It seemed like an eternity before he walked over put his arms around my waist and turned me round to face him. He didn’t say anything. I could see he was accepting of it and ready to move on with the action. He kissed me passionately. We stood there for a good ten minutes just exploring each other’s mouths, bodies and souls.

Finally, we broke apart.

“I’ve got a room upstairs,” he said. “Let’s go there.”

“Okay, but I’m assuming you’re cool with this?” I queried.

He kissed me again.

“It’s not what I was expecting,” he replied. “But yes.”


CHAPTER TEN


AARON LED ME upstairs to his room and closed the door. He switched on the bedside lamp and walked back over to me standing just inside the door. I could see he was now thinking through the logistics of dating someone in transition. What would it mean sexually? What would he tell his family and friends? All of a sudden, his brain appeared in overload.

“Tell me how you’re feeling,” I asked. “It’s a lot to take in. We don’t need to rush anything. If you choose to be with me, we have the rest of our lives together.”

We chatted for a while. He asked the typical questions. Are you gay? How would we have sex? Would that make me gay?

“How about we call it a night?” I suggested. “Nothing has happened yet, and you need time to process this.”

He looked deep into my eyes and moved forward kissing me deeply.

“No time like the present,” he replied. “It’s taken me over a week to find you again.”

His tongue explored every inch of my mouth. I could feel his muscular arms hold me tightly and his manhood growing quickly. This excited me as I turned him on even after he knew the truth. He skilfully removed my dress and then swung me round and gently lay me on the bed. After another ten minutes of passionately foreplay, I rolled him over and took the top position. I kissed my way down his neck onto his pecs and down his abdomen. I could feel his rock-hard member against my chest.

I slid my hand down and unzipped his fly. My hand then undid his belt and quickly opened his pants. His glowing purple member bounced out and stood at attention. I looked into his eyes. He wanted me to take control and take the initiative. I wrapped my beautifully manicured hand around his thick shaft. His cock was just as I had imagined, broad and long. I gently massaged his member while I kissed his nipples.

His cock head turned a dark purple and looked like it was to explode. I worked on his member like a trooper and then gradually moved my mouth down and onto it. I ran my tongue along the full 10-inches of his shaft. He smelled wonderful but tasted even better. His groans were increasing in pace and intensity as I wrapped my lips around the head of his stunning penis.

I sucked the tip of his member and ran my tongue around the sensitive underside. His eyes were now back in his head, such was the pleasure he was experiencing. I started to suck him deeper and deeper with each thrust. He was big, but I was able to take it all. I deep throated him a couple of times and could see the pleasure show on his face. I took him to the edge at least three or four times and brought him back from the brink with skilful tongue action. I was determined his first with me would be his best. One he would never forget.

I worked him up again, starting with the deep thrusts and then using my tongue to tickle his pounding head.

“I’m gonna come,” he moaned.

“That’s what I’m hoping for,” I responded.

I worked my tongue around his head and back down his shaft preparing for the burst of salty sweet liquid.

Aaron screamed and released a massive load of come right into the back of my throat. It spurted warm and sweet filling every inch of my mouth. I swallowed it all and came up licking my lips.

Aaron looked like a boxer who had gone ten rounds. Sweat dripped from his brow and he panted heavily. But he had a massive wide grin on that beautiful face. I kissed my way back up his body and kissed him deeply on the lips. He must have tasted his come on my lips but kissed me passionately anyway.

“That’s the best blow job I’ve ever had,” he admitted.

“There’s plenty more where that came from,” I replied as we kissed deeply. “Let me know when you are ready for round two.”

He held me in his arms, and we spooned for the next 30 minutes or so.

We started chatting about the past week. It suddenly occurred to him that he had been confiding his love for Jules in Julien. He seemed embarrassed, but I reassured him and told him I wouldn’t be with him if I didn’t want to be. After all, I reminded him, I could have my pick of the boys in St George or Roma and I picked him.

“So how is this going to work?” he asked. “The sex I mean.”

“Well that all depends on you,” I responded. “There’s so much that I can show you and share with you, but I don’t want to freak you out. We’ve got time and I’m happy just to take it one step at a time.”

He kissed me again and we fell asleep in each other’s arms. That was as far as we got on the first night, but for Aaron it was a massive step forward.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


I AWOKE FIRST to find Aaron’s arms still wrapped around me. He had morning wood which firmly pressed against my backside. It felt almost too good to stop, but I wanted to get up first and ensure he saw me completely en-femme. I didn’t think he was ready to wake up to Julien just yet.

After unhooking his muscular arms from my body, I scampered to the bathroom and turned on the shower. The water pressure was strong, so I lathered my skin and cleansed the remnants of the previous night from my body. Next came shampoo for my beautiful locks. Then as I was conditioning, I heard the bathroom door open.

Oh god no, I thought. I’d forgotten to lock the bathroom door. I heard the tinkle of Aaron taking a piss and stood like a deer in head lights hoping he wouldn’t notice the naked figure in his shower. No makeup, no lingerie, no high heels. Wanting to appear feminine for Aaron, this was the worst-case scenario. This could ruin everything.

I heard him walk over and wash his hands. It was agonising to be stuck like this, unable to do anything but wait. Now I knew the meaning of being in the sights of a sniper’s rifle. He walked over to the shower, opened the door and stepped in behind me. I could immediately feel his half erect cock against my arse as he wrapped his arms around me and kissed me on the neck.

“Morning lover,” he said. “How did you sleep?”

“Great,” I said. “I could get used to sharing a bed with you.”

“That’s the plan,” he replied.

He then grabbed a hand full of body wash and started rubbing it all over my already clean body. He massaged my breasts and tweaked my now erect nipples. Then he slid his hands across my body and massaged my now semi-erect cock. As he did this, I could feel his manhood growing and pressing against my arse.

“Someone has woken up horny,” I said as I washed the conditioner from my hair.

“Looks like we both have,” he replied as he massaged my now fully erect member.

I took the initiative and turned to face him. I kissed him deeply and wrapped my nail polished fingers around his throbbing member. I then grabbed my own member and massaged the two cocks together. I could see his eyes light up at the sensation of cock on cock action. We continued to kiss while I skilfully massaged both cocks.

By now the small shower cubicle began to fog up. Ideal for me I thought, as it hid the fact Aaron was getting jacked off by Julien. He didn’t seem to mind and lay his heavily muscled back against the glass shower wall. I brought us both to climax and watched as our semen spurted into our bodies and eventually washed away down the drain.

“Well good morning stud,” I said. “Looks like someone enjoyed himself.”

“Wow, that was amazing,” he said. “I never thought.”

I kissed him passionately and we explored each other’s mouths again. He didn’t seem to be put off at the sight of Julien. I was over the moon.

“How long have you got the room?” I asked.

“All weekend,” he replied coyly. “Why?”

“I thought you may have been hungry after last night and this morning,” I replied. “Good sex always makes me hungry. So, I’m famished. How about we go downstairs and get some breakfast before the next round?”

“I like the sound of that,” he answered with a big dumb look on his face.

“Give me five minutes,” I asked. “A girl’s gotta spend a little time getting ready in the morning.”

With that he kissed me again and left the shower.

Finishing off my shower, I grabbed my moisturiser from my bag. Hoping for this outcome, I’d brought a bag with me last night. It had a couple of changes of clothes and my makeup bag. After working the moisturiser into my body, I turned to the mirror and applied my makeup. This calls for sexy day wear. I applied foundation, mascara, blush, eye shadow and lipstick. I looked in the mirror and appreciated what I saw.

I grabbed the blue bra and panties and slipped them on. Next came the tight denim shorts and oversized t-shirt. Finally, I stepped into the black cowboy boots. I knew he’d seen me in this outfit before, but it seemed to say casual but slutty in the right proportions. I looked like a local girl. Well maybe if we were in Dallas.

Aaron was sitting on the bed with a massive smile when I walked out. I could see he liked what he saw emerging from the bathroom.

“You look stunning,” he said. “How am I gonna focus on eating when you look that good?”

“I’m sure you’ll cope,” I said cheekily. “Come on stud, I need to feed my man. But first I just need to hang up my clothes, so they don’t get crumpled.”

I walked into the bathroom, grabbed a dark blue baby doll and my high heel blue ankle boots and hung them up next to the bed. It drew the intended reaction.

We ate in the breakfast room downstairs. We walked in hand in hand, and all eyes in the restaurant watched us enter and throughout the meal. I must admit we made a cute couple. We looked like the bride and groom from the top of a wedding cake. Ah young love, everyone thought as we rushed through our meal. Looking across the booth at Aaron I couldn’t resist rubbing his cock with the toe of my cowboy boot. He seemed embarrassed, but I could tell that he loved it. We finished up quickly before wandering back to our room arm in arm.


CHAPTER TWELVE


AARON LOOKED AT me with a quizzical look. He looked lost.

“I’m really not sure what to do here,” he said.

“You could start by putting the do not disturb sign on the door,” I replied with a grin.

He turned and did as I instructed.

“That part was easy,” he said.

“Now pour us a couple of drinks while I change into something less comfortable,” I said.

With that I grabbed the baby doll and boots and went into the bathroom to change. I looked in the mirror. I was smoking hot. This was the outfit I’d bought with my first pay-check in Australia, and I was saving it for just this special occasion. The boots brought me up to just under Aaron’s height. I loved it when I could look straight into his deep blue eyes.

Aaron was sitting on the bed in nothing but his Calvin Klein’s when I walked back into the bedroom. His muscles were glistening in the sunlight. He may have just done a few hundred push ups to buff up. For the first time he looked a little scared. I sat down next to him and picked up my drink.

“To us,” I said.

“To us,” he replied.

“I’m not gonna make you do anything that you’re uncomfortable with,” I said. “I know it must be scary as it’s your first time. We have a lot to discuss but we can do that another day. Just know that I don’t want to make you feel uncomfortable.”

“I just want to please you,” he said. “And you already know how to please me.”

I gently kissed his lips, then worked my way to his ears and down his chest. I could feel his rock-hard cock against my chest as I worked down his torso. I wanted a love affair, not a five-minute orgy, so took my time and savoured his muscular body. I sucked on his nipples and gently stroked his chest. Each time I tried something new his smile grew wider and wider. He was enjoying himself and I was enjoying just being with him.

I moved my hand down to where his rock-hard erection stretched his Calvin Klein’s. I stroked his member through the silky cotton fabric as I nibbled on his ear lobes. His cock called to me, so I unleashed it and slowly massaged the long thick shaft. I was enjoying pleasuring my man and didn’t want this moment to stop. I worked his shaft gently but firmly with my right hand while I lightly massaged his balls with my left. I was getting hard just by getting him hard.

Aaron’s eyes were now in the back of his head and his breathing getting faster and faster. I could feel him working up to an orgasm.

“I’m going to come,” he moaned.

It wasn’t possible to stop the flow of sweet fluid, so I worked my way down his body and deep throated him in time to catch his come. I loved the way his manly juices tasted and didn’t want to waste a drop.

I kissed him again and looked deeply into his soul.

“Are you ready for the next round?” I said cheekily.

“Sure,” he mumbled breathlessly.

I grabbed his now semi-erect member and started to stroke it. Within seconds he was fully erect and ready to rumble.

“Lay still honey,” I requested.

I removed my panties and lubed both his cock and my arse. The time had come to feel him inside of me.

Aaron lay still while I jumped up on the bed and faced away from him. He knew what was coming and tried hard not to smile. I positioned my sphincter directly above his throbbing cock and slowly lowered myself onto it. At first, I dropped about an inch, then clenched to slow the insertion. I eased my way down his 10-inch cock a few inches at a time. Once all the way down, I relaxed my muscles and felt the sensation as the tip of his penis hit my sweet spot.

I used my gymnast legs to move up and down on his swollen pole until he started to scream.

“I’m coming,” he screamed.

“I know,” I responded.

With that, I felt a gush of warm fluid fill every last part of my rear cavern. It felt so good to have him inside of me.

“That was awesome,” he panted.

“That was only the beginning,” I responded.

With that I sat back on his semi-erect member and turned myself to face him. He was still at least six inches, so I kept him inside me while I faced him. I bent down and kissed his gorgeous lips and then gently started bouncing again. This time I faced him, and my flaccid cock bounced in rhythm to the thrusts. In no time he was fully erect, and I could see his face contorting in waves of pleasure. His now fully erect cock stimulated my sweet spot with every thrust.

I massaged his balls while bouncing on his cock until I could feel his cock shudder inside me. He was about to come again. I quickly jumped off and finished him off with my mouth. I wanted to taste more of his wonderfully warm juices. He came again deep into my throat. I swallowed every last drop and we both flopped into a pile of sweating, glistening arms and legs on the bed.

A little bit of Aaron’s come had landed on my cheek. I scooped it up with the middle finger on my left hand and took it into my mouth. It tasted so good. Aaron looked up at me with those piercing blue eyes.

“You really love your work,” he said.

“Pleasing my man is my number one priority,” I responded.

“Well perhaps, you’re going to have to teach me a few tricks so I can please you the same way?” he responded looking down at my flaccid cock.

Aaron slid me up his torso until my cock was against his lips. He opened his mouth and started to run his tongue along the bottom of my head. His hand gently started to massage my penis until it sprung to complete attention. This was unexpected. He then rubbed my rod with workman like strokes until I couldn’t hold back.

“I’m gonna come,” I yelled.

He deep throated me and took my total load. I looked down to see him smiling up at me.

“It’s sweeter than I thought,” he said.

I leant down and kissed him deeply. Never had I imagined that Saturday morning in Roma would end up like this.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


WE EXTENDED OUR stay until Monday morning. Our time in Roma was spent evenly between making love and chatting about our future. There was a lot that we needed to sort out, but the sex was not one of them. Aaron was a natural and was just as happy taking as giving. We even went shopping for a few new outfits for me.

On the drive back, I had time to think through the adventures of the weekend. I had ended up with the man of my dreams and kept a job I loved. I couldn’t believe my luck. The bonus was that we really connected in bed and spiritually as well. I couldn’t wait to see him again, but understood we had to play it cool until Aaron worked through our relationship with his family and friends.

On Monday, I was Julien again, helping out the boss around the farm. This time, instead of holding onto Aaron tentatively and hiding my boner while we rode the motorbike, I held him tight and even kissed his neck and ears when no one was around.

We agreed that in a few weeks, Julien would leave the farm and Jules would replace him. I could go full time en-femme. I couldn’t wait.


MY OTHER BOOKS!




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

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

For a limited time, you’ll also get a copy of my novel “Shelter from the Storm" EXCLUSIVELY FOR FREE. This title is a little steamy for Kindle, so subscribing is the only way to get it.
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I value your privacy and would never spam you. You can unsubscribe at any time by clicking the link at the bottom of any email, or emailing yumi@yumicox.com

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

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

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


THE NEW INTERN

[image: ]

Would you take a chance on romance with someone you manage, or would you let workplace policy get in the way of real love?

Hugh Roberts is young, attractive and his star is on the rise. At twenty-four he runs the design office of an up and coming London advertising agency. He knows teamwork is the key to success in his fast-paced pressure-cooker world. And his new apartment in London’s upmarket Kensington, depends on Hugh making every post a winner.

But Hugh’s team harmony is challenged like never before when two new recruits get placed into his team. Graduate Thad Russell is an ambitious ex-Football star from the New York office. He is also the Founder’s nephew. Intern Noelle Stuart is a sun-bronzed creative whiz from Australia with all the skills. She is also breathtakingly beautiful.

Things go ‘right off the rails’ when Thad’s sexual advances towards Noelle are unwelcome, causing team dynamics to explode and threaten the biggest project of Hugh’s career. But in managing the fallout, Hugh’s blossoming feelings for Noelle become obvious to all, including her, and so does her mutual attraction.

If you like transgender romance stories with an equal dose of conflict and romance, then you’ll love ‘The New Intern’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Hugh take his one chance for real love, or will Thad and that ‘you’re her boss thing’ ensure it never happens?


BEST ON BOARD

[image: ]

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

Stuart Lee is smart, articulate, and driven to succeed. Without an expensive education, he is heading towards his dream job based on sheer hard work and clever positioning. And that means nothing, not even his girlfriend of five years, will get in his way.

After his technical skills impress Dawson Jones, head of the London Office, Stuart leaves Australia for England on a six-month loan. He will apply his unique and valuable financial skills on cutting-edge client problems. But Stuart wants the move to be permanent. And he lets Dawson know he is willing to do ‘whatever it takes’ to make that happen.

So, Dawson sets Stuart a series of challenges for the plane trip to London. If Stuart can complete the challenges in time, he proves his value and gets the job. But the challenges focus on wooing stunning dancer Anna Wells, who Dawson nicknames BoB, or ‘Best on Board’. Anna is relocating to Paris to join the world’s leading Burlesque show and Dawson clearly believes she is out of Stuart’s league.

If you like your transgender romance stories where the nerd tries to get the girl, then you’ll love ‘Best On Board’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Stuart successfully complete the challenges and win the job, or will Dawson’s bet stop Stuart from impressing the girl of his dreams?


#1 WITH A BULLET
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Have you ever watched the mix of success and self-destructive tendencies ruin the life of someone you care about?

Lucious Lawson has a troubled past but is a gifted musician and songwriter. He and childhood friend Marty Wade have a bag full of awesome songs and a talented set of bandmates. Winning battle of the bands leads to a breakout opportunity, playing support to music legends Mad Day. But Lucious must lift his style if he is to become a true frontman and Rockstar. This includes embracing his small, feminine stature.

Together Lucious and the band quickly develop a cult following, attracting plenty of male and female fans. They also attract the eye of ruthless record company executives. After three hit singles, the band’s star is firmly on the rise and they appear on the fast track to the top. Until Lucious’ love life and corrosive relationship with Mad Day’s lead singer, BJ, threatens success for everyone.

While Marty is scared for the future of his best friend and bandmate, he knows Lucious must forge his own path in life and love. And he can only offer support. So, Marty watches as Lucious’ life spins out of control and, likely, destines the band to the ‘Where are they now?’ pile.

If you like transgender romance stories with an equal dose of sweet melody and style, then you’ll love ‘#1 With A Bullet’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Marty save Lucious, or will his life spiral completely out of control, taking the band with him?


LOVE INTEREST
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What would happen if a television show put the storyline in the hands of the fans? How far would producers go to reflect fan feedback?

Jake Clark has just landed his dream job. Following in the footsteps of his famous uncle, Jake successfully pitches his TV show, ‘Love Interest’, to the network Executives. At thirty years old, he writes and stars in a prime-time network TV series, while his uncle directs.

An experienced actor, Jake is a novice writer with an innovative idea. Jake has committed to reflect fan feedback into the storyline in a ‘choose your own adventure’ way. His script starts with a love quadrangle between his four lead actors, Jake, his pageant queen girlfriend Britney, his best friend Andre, and a stunning trans woman he meets on a bucks-night, Eve.

But once the show starts and the fan feedback comes in, the story heads in an unpredicted and unfamiliar direction. One that both challenges Jake and fails to impress Britney. Determined to be true to his vision, Jake passionately writes the story to reflect fan feedback. But his ignorance puts the show at risk, until Eve leads him on a journey of self-discovery.

If you love television shows like ’30 Rock’, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘Love Interest’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Jake be able to stay true to fan sentiment or will his limitations and actor dissension put success of the show at risk?


THE ROOM MATE
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What would you do if you suddenly found yourself sharing a dorm room with a beautiful and sexy roommate? Would you alert student housing to their obvious mistake?

Jay Walker is a shy midwestern boy who has never kissed a girl. Let alone even contemplating something more. Heck, the only girl he even talks to that is younger than his mother, is his marketing lecturer, Professor Bunton. He studies IT at Southwestern University in Texas while running a high-end website development business on the side.

When Jay gets a letter from student housing advising him of a new roommate, he can’t believe his luck. Skye Lopez is Jay’s dream girl and much, much more. A Music and Theatre major, Skye is a beautiful and sexy Latino DJ with a star that is definitely on the rise. Jay cannot believe his luck.

But as Jay struggles with the excitement of having a hot new roommate, Skye leads him on a journey of self-discovery. Unsatisfied with just building a friendship, Jay seeks wise counsel to help him move from the friendship zone into the erogenous zone.

If you like coming of age stories with a transgender romance twist, then you’ll love ‘The Room Mate’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will shy super-nerd Jay successfully move beyond the friendship zone, or will all his effort leave him on the outer?


ANDROGYNOUS
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Fame, fortune & endless partying. Have you ever wondered what the life of a transgender supermodel is really like?

Ali Loudon has the world at her feet. Smart, sexy and driven, she models for the finest fashion brands in the world. Her life in New York, Milan and Paris has all of the glitz and glamour she had dreamed of as a kid. But she lacks one thing. Someone really special to share it with.

Ali finally realises she has made it when she gets an invite to the event of the century, the opening of the six-star Trumpf Towers in New York. Hosted by billionaire Ronald Trumpf, this is the event any celebrity would kill to get invited to.

But Ali struggles to find her ‘plus-one’. Especially when no-one seems to measure up to her ‘plus-one’ benchmark Brad Fletcher. He is everything she looks for in a guy. He’s tall, dark, handsome and athletic, yet possesses a gentle soul. Only trouble is, Brad is straight and has girls throwing themselves at him every day of the week. So Ali goes on a journey to find a plus-one’ that measures up to her lofty standards.

If you like transgender romance stories in the mold of ‘When Harry Met Sally’, then you’ll love ‘Androgynous’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will supermodel Ali successfully find her ideal ‘plus-one’, or will she need to attend the event of the century stag?


MILE HIGH CLUB - BANGKOK (BKK)
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Have you ever wondered what the crew of a Private Jet gets up to during a week-long layover in Bangkok?

Ken Turner has just landed his dream job. Straight out of the air force, Ken is a handsome 25yo African American who has never left the US. He has been recruited as Co-Pilot, flying a Private Jet for a Silicon Valley entrepreneur. Now the learning curve really begins.

Ken’s first trip is to Thailand, where the crew is based in Bangkok for a week. That gives him ample downtime to have some fun in the nightlife capital of the world. A lamb in a cage of wolves, Ken is naive and doesn’t even know what a ladyboy is.

Viking-esque pilot (Bo) views his job as not just to fly the plane, but to help his young offsider to truly experience each destination. And he enlists Miss Patsy and the Alcazar Cabaret girls to handle Ken’s education, first hand. But gorgeous VIP Flight Attendant (Kimberley) has vowed to keep Ken out of trouble.

If you like transgender romance stories with an equal dose of action and heart, then you’ll love ‘Mile High Club - Bangkok (BKK). The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Kimberley successfully steer Ken away from the forbidden fruit, or will Bo provide Ken with an eye-opening, and perhaps life-changing, experience?


THE EXCHANGE
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Being set up on a blind date 10,000 km from home. What could go wrong?

Life in Tokyo is a culture shock for anyone used to the sunny and spacious Northern Beaches of Sydney, Australia. Especially around Harajuku on a weekend when the cosplayers come out.

Ryan Strahan is loving life. Young, athletic, and deadly handsome, he comes from wealthy stock. He dates models, drives a killer car, and lives in a mansion with a pool and tennis court. But Ryan’s relationships have never stuck.

Recently, Ryan has accepted a university exchange program to Japan. And it seems the local girls are lining up to greet him. His stunning classmate Yuki even calls dibs on him. But Ryan is searching for perfection and thinks he’s found it in May Long.

May is a fashion student ‘friend of a friend’ on exchange from his home town. But she comes from the other side of the tracks and runs with the alternate Harajuku crowd. Still she attracts Ryan’s attention in the karaoke bars of Tokyo.

If you like Romeo and Juliet, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘The Exchange’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Ryan find enough common ground to woo May, and develop a meaningful relationship in this very foreign land?


NEIGHBOURLY LOVE
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Ever seen a beautiful neighbour, one that truly takes your breath away, and wondered how to approach them without seeming like a stalker?

Life in LA can be pretty seductive. Especially when you are lucky enough to live by the Venice Beach waterfront. With models, actors and athletes at your doorstep, it’s hard not to get eye strain.

Bradley Jones is young, successful and rich. From his waterfront apartment overlooking Venice Beach, this twenty-two-year-old appears to have it all. But Bradley knows LA is a city that will take advantage of you if you aren’t careful. So, he’s put his love life on-hold until someone exceptional comes along.

Recently, hot-blooded Latino Cristina has moved into Bradley’s apartment building. She is tall, lean, and has a dancer’s flexibility and tone. Cristina mesmerizes him as she roller-skates along the boardwalk in her silky shorts with her headphones blaring.

But he can’t get a chance to speak to her. That is until she needs a partner for a sexually charged Argentine tango. This seductive love story moves gracefully from the Burlesque shows of Hollywood to the Tango clubs of LA.

If you like Dirty Dancing, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘Neighbourly Love’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Bradley’s dancing impress this Latino goddess enough for her to fall in love with him?


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

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

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

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

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

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


THE LAYOVER
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How far would you go to help a new team member feel safe and secure in a foreign town?

Dave Thomas has just received a big promotion that was ten years in the making. As National Sales Manager for Digital Corp, he was now on the fast track to follow in the footsteps of his mentor, and become CEO.

Dave’s first action is to find his replacement, but Victoria Bernoff gets placed into his sales team by the CEO and HR. Still, he needs to show he can make it work. Victoria is young, attractive and has a bright and bubbly personality. She has all the assets needed to succeed in the role. But she also has a secret.

When a ferocious storm diverts Dave and Victoria to Greensville for a few days, he is challenged like never before to control a force of nature. Will agreeing to adjoining rooms come back to bite Dave? Will he be able to control Typhoon Victoria before things get out of hand?

If you like Four Weddings & A Funeral, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘The Layover’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will this unexpected layover change Dave’s outlook on career, love and life forever?


CRUISIN’ FOR LOVE
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Being gifted an all-expenses paid cruise of the Mediterranean with two of the best wingmen in the world. What more could a young single man want?

Brad Hewson is at a crossroads. Having just finished university, he is about to embark on his chosen career. This means he must head for the big city in search of success and fortune. But first, this shy midwestern boy wants to tick one thing off his list. Find love and become a real man.

As the only member of his strict Baptist family to earn a university degree, his parents are so proud that they buy him the gift of a lifetime. A ticket on the fun ship. Between graduation and commencing work, Brad boards the Sun Princess for a four-week cruise from Barcelona to Istanbul. But how will a mid-western boy handle the pace of the most happening party boat on the Mediterranean?

From the moment Brad see’s Kristin Stash, an up and coming fashion model and ‘It Girl’, he knows love isn’t far away. And with nightclubs, fashion shows and experienced wingmen, Brad knows he has everything he needs to woo the girl of his dreams.

If you like your transgender romance novels in the vein of ‘The Love Boat’, then you’ll love ‘Cruisin’ for Love’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Brad find someone who finally pops his cherry, or will he leave the boat as clueless as he boarded?


PRIVATE DANCER
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How far would you move outside your comfort zone to impress your secret crush? What line wouldn’t you cross?

Andrew Dawson has the world at his feet. He is young, extremely good looking, wealthy and, as an elite athlete, constantly in the media spotlight. His life seems to be blessed and have it all!

But with the rewards comes the costs. The training, the travel, the game day socialisation bans. While it may seem like an ideal existence to outsiders, it can be very lonely at the top. And finding the one takes time and stability that Andrew’s schedule doesn’t afford.

Recently, Andrew has been spending time with Georgia Bloom. A new addition to the cheerleaders, Georgia has certainly grabbed Andrew’s attention. An ex ballerina, Georgia is everything he wants, or so he thinks. That is until Andrew accompanies Georgia to ‘The Follies’, where he is offered new experiences and suddenly gets a fresh perspective.

If you like your transgender romance novels in the vein of ‘Dirty Dancing’, then you’ll love ‘Private Dancer’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Andrew move to seal the deal with Georgia, or will he find a new direction that excites him even more?


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

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

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

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

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

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

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

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

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

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

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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

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