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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“HELLO, I’M FIONA Solis and welcome to ESPN’s behind the league,” the reporter said. “Today I’m out at the franchise speaking with their rising star and captain Andrew Dawson. Thanks for joining us today Andrew.”

“It’s always a pleasure Fiona,” I said. “With the season just started, it’s great to think you’ve taken time out to come to see us.”

The interview went pretty much to plan. We’d had a great start to the season and were 5 and 0, which had attracted publicity from the media networks. I was happy answering questions about the games, but Fiona was also a bit of a wild card.

“So, Andrew, has your relationship status changed since we caught up last year?” she asked.

I hated when the questions got personal. The last thing I wanted to do was to tell America all about my love life.

“Still single if you’re asking Fiona.” I responded with a glint in my eye.

“A little bird told us that you’re very good friends with one of the newer members of the cheer squad,” Fiona continued. “Is there a budding romance that we should be looking out for?”

“No need for you to worry Fiona,” I continued. “But if my status changes, you’ll be the first person I call.”

I always found a bit of flirting helped deflect the questioning.

Up until this time I’d led a sheltered life. As a professional athlete I had always been dedicated to my training. You also don’t get the chance to get off track when you are managed and micro-managed by coaches, captains, trainers, nutritionists, the list goes on. I’d rarely even get a day off let alone go out and party. And my experience with relationships suffered as a result.

It’s not that I didn’t get female attention. At 20 and standing 6ft 3in, I could draw a crowd wherever I went. I could bench press 250 lb and run the 100m in 11 seconds flat. At the peak of fitness, women noticed me. My problem was shyness, probably from being chaperoned everywhere. The franchise control who I talk too and what I say. I’m used to it, so it doesn’t worry me too much.

I’d had a couple of girlfriends and wasn’t still a virgin, but with pre-game bans and game day travel it was difficult to meet someone special let alone have sex with them. But two years in and secure in my role with the team, I had made a new year’s resolution to get out and about more and experience life.

My friends were all jocks like me. We got together after games but were kept on a short leash. We got to hang out with the cheerleaders a bit, but that was about my only interaction with the fairer sex. Still it was a pleasant benefit of working for the franchise.

If truth be it known, I had my eye on Georgia. She had recently joined the cheerleaders and possessed a killer smile. Tall, lithe and flexible Georgia looked stunning with long dark hair and piercing blue eyes. I had often thought about her while masturbating, but we were just friends at this stage. We tended to hang out a bit at franchise events and she seemed to enjoy my company too. Something to build on, I hoped.

Georgia had come to cheerleading via a dancing background. A former ballerina, she was on track to dance in the big time until she injured her knee. This changed her path as she pursued a career in cheerleading. The franchise had welcomed Georgia as she was pretty and could dance too.

When I’d watch Georgia cheer, I just couldn’t take my eyes off her beautifully toned legs and perky backside. I’m an arse man. They just call out to me. She didn’t have large breasts like most of the cheer squad, but that was something I found overrated anyway.

Georgia had worked as a ballerina in town before her accident and still kept in contact with her old teammates. With a less restrictive social life, she told me of the parties she would be invited too. The creative set sounded like a blast, but very different to my usual crowd.

Georgia had become a great friend. We could chat about anything and we did. I would ask her about her life before cheering, how she toured the country and even overseas. She told me about the work that ballerinas put in and how strong they needed to be to dance on their toes for over two hours. I must admit I gained a new appreciation for the athleticism.

One day after practice Georgia and I were chatting about her plan for the weekend, as we’d played a Thursday game.

“I’m going to ‘The Follies’ on Saturday night” she said. “Would you like to come along? I’m sure I can get you a ticket.”

She went on to say, “I will be performing on the night, but the crowd is outrageous and the mood really chilled and fun.”

“You never know, you might be a great chance to meet a cute ballet dancer,” she said cheekily.

Secretly though, I’d like to spend some time with her away from the franchise.

“Count me in,” I said.

Georgia went on to describe herself as the plain one. She even suggested that even some of the boys were prettier than her. I laughed but drifted into picturing Georgia with her tutu barely hiding that awesome arse and how good her legs would look. Well if the other girls look anything like Georgia, I thought, I’d be only too happy to attend.

Perhaps I should have done this first. But after I agreed to go, I asked Georgia what ‘The Follies’ was about.

“It’s sort of like a big drag show, only classier and with elegant dancers supporting the queens,” explained Georgia.

I wasn’t familiar with either drag shows or ballet but was happy just to spend time with Georgia.

As Saturday approached, I planned out a killer outfit to wear. One that highlighted my backside, arms and chest. This was bound to impress Georgia and leave her begging for more. Or so I hoped. That night I jacked off to thoughts of ballet dancers performing a special dance just for me. It got a little strip club-esque, but it sure did the job.


CHAPTER TWO


WHEN SATURDAY NIGHT arrived, I was excited. As I pulled up outside her house, I wondered what Georgia would be wearing. Would she be dressed up in her tutu or possibly those killer jeans she had. She always looked a mix of sexy and elegant but tonight I was hoping to see her more sexy side.

Georgia opened the door wearing a track suit with trainers and carried a bag of gear. While I felt a bit disappointed, they did highlight her most important asset, and I could tell she was wearing a G-string.

“Are you ready?” I asked.

“Oh, I nearly forgot, I’ve got a change of clothes for the after-party.” She popped back inside and came out carrying yet another set of clothes. That was three I’d counted. I’ll never understand women.

I led Georgia to the car.

I opened the door of my classic 67 Mustang, which I called Sally, and closed it behind her. I had been brought up well by my mother and considered myself quite chivalrous. I started Sally up, revved her a little for impact and we were off to ‘The Follies’.

I hadn’t really thought much about ‘The Follies’ before now. So, I kicked off the conversation.

“So why is it called ‘The Follies’?” I asked.

“Well it’s run by this guy called Bryce,” explained Georgia. “He used to be a dancer, a very good one. He moved into directing and every year he puts on a fantasy show of his creation. It is his folly and usually quite decadent. But it’s a private event and everyone knows Bryce and he knows almost everyone. So, it just works. I’ve never been to an after-party though, but I’ve been told they can get quite sexually charged. I’m not sure what that means, but hey we’re adults aren’t we and we have free will. Let’s just agree to look out for each other and everything will be fine.”

I agreed, but was I seeing another side of Georgia? A side that I didn’t expect from a wholesome mid-western cheerleader. Only time would tell I suppose. But the thought excited me. I could use a little decadence, and some time being sexually charged with Georgia sounded like a treat. I was beginning to get a little nervous though, but thought how adult could it be?

We pulled up at the front door of the theatre and I let Georgia out. I helped her with her bags, and we agreed to meet inside once she’d put her clothes backstage. I couldn’t help noticing that the crowd was somewhat different to what I’d been expecting. There were plenty of feathers and massive hair, but everyone seemed friendly enough. I parked the car and entered via the front door.

As I walked through the lobby, I noticed many sets of eyes on me. I knew I was pretty well known in these parts but doubted the crowd were fans of the franchise. The room was buzzing with expectation of a great night. I located the bar and went over to get a drink while I was waiting for Georgia.

“What can I get you?” asked the bartender.

“Just a soft drink, thanks,” I answered.

“Are you sure you’ve come to the right event?” the bartender quipped.

I leaned against the bar and looked around the room to see if I recognised anyone. The answer was evident as this was definitely not a crowd that moved in my circles or vice versa. The girls were showing plenty of flesh while the boys often even more.

“So, what do you think? Is it what you expected?” Georgia asked grabbing my arm.

“I really had no idea what to expect but I didn’t picture this,” I responded.

“Many more people than I expected, and the crowd is far more ‘fabulous’ too,” I quipped.

“You’re not a prude are you Andrew?” Georgia questioned. “They are a creative crowd.”

Georgia laid out the plan for the night. She’d soon have to go to get ready for the performance. ‘The Follies’ was a dinner show with an intermission. I’d see her briefly at intermission and after the show, once she had changed. After the show we could spend time together. Apart from that, I was on a table with some other supportive partners.

“I’m really glad you came,” Georgia said touching my arm. “There’s no one else I’d rather see out in the crowd.”

She kissed me on the cheek, and I felt a rush of blood to my face. That was a pleasant surprise. I felt maybe tonight will be a turning point for Georgia and me. With that she turned around and walked backstage. I couldn’t help but watch her toned legs and tight arse until she disappeared through the curtains. Then I was on my own.

I scanned the room again and ordered another soft drink.

“You’d better pace yourself buddy,” quipped the bartender.

“You’re right,” I said. “Make it a scotch and coke.”

“I’d watch it in here champ if I were you,” he said. “I’ve heard several people say they hope you are on the menu tonight.”

Wow, if things don’t work out with Georgia, I might still find my ballet dancer yet.

After grabbing my drink, I wandered over to find my table. There was a plan with a list of names and tables. I moved over to table six and took my seat. At least I had a good view of the stage. I introduced myself to my table mates. Unfortunately, it looked like Georgia had placed me on the only exclusively male table. Well played girl, I mused.

I sat between Stuart and Rodney, who both seemed nice guys and from the creative side of life. Stuart was an artist, about 5ft 6in with peroxide hair. He was slight of build but looked fit. He wore leather pants, a mesh singlet and cowboy boots. He told me that this was his 5th follies and that his partner was in the chorus.

Rodney was in IT and of similar height and build to Stuart. He wore a simple black t-shirt that appeared a couple of sizes too small, and jeans with a studded belt. This was his second follies and his partner was a dancer like Georgia.

I must have looked like a grown up at the kids table as I had at least 9 inches on anyone else. But they were friendly, and everyone got along. Hell, we were all plus ones so to speak. I did start to get weird vibes from a couple of the guys across the table. They seemed to be talking about me and holding my stare just that little bit long. It must be a thing creative people do, I surmised.

After around ten minutes I excused myself and got up to find the toilet. The drinks had worked their way through me, and now seemed like a good time to have some me time. The toilet was right across the room, so I had to again walk past most of the audience. I felt very self-conscious and was relieved when I made it to the door and opened it.


CHAPTER THREE


AS I ENTERED the gent’s toilets, I scanned for other patrons. Great, just me, it looked like I’d get some alone time, even if it was just in the toilets. I was feeling a little overwhelmed by the activity within the dining room. If it was this crazy at 7:00pm, well before any of the food or entertainment came out, what would it be like later in the night?

The large room was white on white with three cubicles, a trough and three basins. I moved across the room and took my place right in the centre of the trough. It was about twelve feet long, about enough room for five or six guys to stand comfortably side by side. I drew a deep breath. Well, at least it didn’t smell too shitty. Although, I bet by later in the night that’ll be a different story.

I unzipped my fly and pulled my cock out. By now it was completely flaccid as thoughts of Georgia had long since left my mind. I thought back to why she had invited me tonight and why she thought I’d be happy to meet lots of ballet dancers. Perhaps, she didn’t feel anything but friendship for me after all. Perhaps I’d been placed in the friend zone. Surely not, I concluded.

I started to zone out and clear my mind of everything using a technique my coaches had taught me. I had just begun to relax again when I heard the door open. I immediately tightened up and stood tall to create a menacing silhouette. My sanctuary was about to be broken. Next I heard what seemed like a pair of stilettos walk from the door a few steps towards me. That’s weird, I listened attentively, as they came closer. I was very curious to see who had just joined me.

Perhaps it’s a girl who was a bit tipsy and had mistakenly gone into the wrong toilet? She didn’t seem to be staggering and it was very early in the night. But why was she standing behind me? There had to be a logical reason.

Perhaps the queue for the woman’s toilet was really long? So, being a modern and confident woman, she decided to use the gent’s toilet instead, I tried to rationalise. Maybe that’s why she stopped, to wait until I finished up. My mind continued to race. She had been standing behind me for a minute or two by now. What was she doing? I felt like I may have been being sized up.

Perhaps she had seen me walk across the room and wanted to meet me and thought this was a way to get my attention and some one-on-one time? But she hadn’t said a word and was still a good ten feet behind me. Perhaps she was checking out my rig, I laughed to myself. No that can’t be it. It still didn’t make sense. I continued to rack my brain for a logical answer.

I caught a smell of floral perfume and heard the steps start again. Now she was coming straight towards me. I thought she was going to walk into me at any moment. This is getting weirder, I thought, as she stepped up to the trough right next to me. I could feel the softness of her top against the hairs on my arm.

She had taken a position at the trough only inches away. A whole trough for at least a dozen guys and she chose to stand immediately to my right. I felt that my personal space had been invaded but was curious to see whether I was happy for that outcome or not. She definitely seemed to be aware of me and had me in her sights.

I casually glanced to my right. Standing there was a drop-dead gorgeous brunette wearing a black knitted long sleeve top, tight leather skirt, stockings and black 4-inch stilettos. She was tall, probably just over 6ft with her shoes on, but slender. She was standing back a step so as not to catch her stilettos in the trough grate.

I couldn’t remember having seen her outside during the night. Surely, I would have noticed and remembered this absolute goddess. She represented everything I looked for in a woman. She was tall, slim, fit and had a tight body in all the right places. Again, I racked my brain, so why was she standing next to me in the gent’s toilets?

Perhaps the alcohol had affected me, I reasoned. Sure, I hadn’t had alcohol often, and not since the beginning of the current pre-season five months ago. But alcohol never affected me like this. It didn’t make sense.

Perhaps I was in one of those Indian trances I’d tried to perfect to block out crowds during the game. Well actually, the crowds and our cheerleaders. But that wasn’t the answer either. I thought, if I am hallucinating or imagining this, I’d better look away in case I’m staring at the dude next to me in an empty toilet.

I could still hear breathing next to me, so again I wanted to check it out. I turned my gaze briefly only to again see a most beautiful girl standing at the urinal next to me. That arse was to die for. Those legs were toned to perfection. Whatever her reason for being here, she had gotten my attention.

“A photo would last longer,” she quipped in a gravelly but feminine voice.

I’d been caught and so quickly turned away. I could feel my face developing a warm red glow.

“I’m sorry,” I responded. “I didn’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable.”

“You’ll have to try much harder than that to make me feel uncomfortable,” she answered. “I’m Nicky. Are you having a good night so far?”

“I’m Andrew,” I mumbled back. “And yes, it’s been an interesting night and I feel it’s only going to get more so.”

“Oh, so this is your first follies is it,” Nicky asked.

I looked across for a third time and got lost in her beautiful eyes. Next I noticed the perfect pair of pouty lips. This girl was incredible.

“Yes, it’s my first time and I’m really wasn’t sure what to expect,” I answered tripping over my words. “I still don’t think I know.”

“My main piece of advice to you would be to be ready for anything,” she said with a naughty smile. “Especially for a man who looks like you. They’ll be no shortage of opportunities as the night goes on.”

I couldn’t help it, but she was having an impact on me. I loved her playful tone and banter. I was really starting to get aroused. How embarrassing.

“Well at least it looks like you like what you see,” she quipped again. “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

I could feel myself getting redder if that was possible. Usually, I was always in control, but here Nicky made me feel like a little child visiting big school for the first time. I was trying to play it cool but failing on all fronts.


CHAPTER FOUR


WE STOOD THERE quietly for what seemed like an eternity. I could feel my embarrassment building just as quickly as my cock was firming. This made it impossible to piss. Just keep your focus straight ahead, I told myself. Think of running water. That’ll break the drought.

The silence was broken as a stream of urine started to hit the trough. But the stream wasn’t coming from me. Now I was really confused. How could that be happening? I had heard urban myths of women standing up to pee, but never thought I’d live to see it in real life. Well not in the mid-west of America. But she had said be ready for anything.

I couldn’t help myself; I turned my head but this time I see a solid stream of urine stemming from a cock poking out from beneath the leather skirt. The cock was not like mine. It was smaller and thinner and lacked the luscious growth of pubic hair normal associated with men’s penises. Oh my god, I suddenly thought, did this mean that I was having unnatural thoughts about a dude in a dress? Why was I studying her cock so intensely? I have to look away.

“Don’t worry dear, you are the least of my problems tonight,” Nicky exclaimed.

There was another long silence.

“So, it looks like you like my leather skirt, do you?” she asked. “Seems like I made a wise investment then.”

I was struggling to reconcile what I had just witnessed. Was Nicky really a guy? Was I casually talking to, and attempting to chat up, a guy? How could a guy look so feminine? She looked and even sounded like a girl. I didn’t want to appear rude. I turned my head back again.

“Yes, it’s very nice,” I said. “It seems to fit very well.”

Why am I engaging with her? You don’t want to appear rude, but you seem just a little too keen. Chill out.

“I bought it in Italy a few months back,” Nicky went on. “It’s one of a kind and specially tailored to my body. I got to pick out the leather hide, and they measured me up and down. It’s custom made. I’ve been saving it for a special event like tonight. You can touch it if you like, it’s very soft.”

Her offer was tempting. If I knew that she was a girl I would have jumped at the opportunity. She was obviously flirting with me. What should I do? I didn’t want to offend her. I just need to get out of here without causing a scene and back to my seat. Focus on the short-term goal of getting back to my seat in one piece, I decided.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


I DON’T KNOW why but I turned towards Nicky, reached out and felt the bottom of her leather skirt. I can’t imagine what anyone walking into the gent’s toilets would have thought. A guy reaching out and grabbing the skirt of a girl at the trough.

The skirt was so soft to touch. It was tight, tailored and only just covered her arse, but it was warm and soft and sat tightly against her sheer stockings. There was no way I was gonna be able to feel it without touching her leg too. The moment I felt her skirt and stockings, I felt electricity run through my body and I immediately started to get aroused again.

Why was the skirt having this effect on me? Or was it the girl? I got lost for a moment in Nicky’s cinnamon brown eyes, then her full lips, before working my way down to her skirt.

“I told you it was soft,” said Nicky playfully. “Unlike you about now.”

I turned back to face the urinal but now with a three-quarter erection. There was no way I was gonna have a quick piss and get away. This girl was having a serious effect on me and I seemed unable to focus on the job at hand or resist her special charms.

I heard her urine stream hit the trough. Was I imagining that she had a cock? Why would I imagine that she had a cock? It’s not something that I had ever fantasized about. Hell, I wasn’t gay and didn’t think of any cocks as far as I could remember. I was confused and the erection was not helping. I turned again to see Nicky’s beautiful eyes looking straight at me.

“You can touch my cock too if you like. It’s also very soft,” Nicky said looking directly into my eyes and with a smile on those lips.

As I started to look down to her skirt, I felt her gently grab my hand and place her soft member in it, before closing my hand around it. I had never felt another man’s penis before. It was warm and soft and sort of felt feminine, not at all like my cock felt. The moment I touched it, the urine stream stopped, and the cock sprang upward a little. I found myself intrigued by it.

“Don’t worry I’ve just had a full Brazilian,” said Nicky seductively.

I immediately started visualising what Nicky’s cock and balls looked like without hair. Was it silky smooth? As I moved my hand over her foreskin, I could feel a throbbing starting to develop. I was fascinated and couldn’t take my eyes off it.

The longer I held it the firmer it got. After what seemed like minutes, but was probably just seconds, Nicky grabbed my other hand and wrapped it round behind her. I was now holding her cock with both hands from behind. I smelled a rush of her perfume and started getting aroused as my cock was pressed hard against her arse and that leather skirt.

Where was this going? How did I get myself in this position? What if someone walked in right now? But the excitement of not doing the right thing for once was overwhelming my rational self. Here I was with my arms wrapped around a gorgeous girl with two hands on her cock and a full erection pressed against her arse.

Nicky started swaying her hips which had the effect of rubbing my cock. The sensation of her tight and muscular arse engulfed by leather immediately energised my member into full action. I was struggling to keep my focus as endorphins plundered my thought patterns.

“Nice to see you like the feel of that too,” whispered Nicky softly. “You seem to have a natural talent for handling cock.”

I didn’t know how to respond. I could smell her hair, I could smell her perfume, I could feel the leather skirt and sheer stockings and I could feel the pumping of her blood in her cock. Nicky was clenching her arse and massaging my cock through the leather skirt. I had never felt so turned on.


CHAPTER SIX


“I THINK WE’D better take this somewhere more private,” Nicky suggested.

She took one of my hands off her cock and proceeded to lead me to a nearby stall. By this time, I am totally under her spell and can only follow in complete submission.

Once inside the stall Nicky locked the door and turned to me. She kissed me and gently bit my bottom lip. Next she released my hardened member from my pants.

“I was worried you were going to do a permanent mischief if I hadn’t released it,” she said coyly.

She kissed me once more before taking a position on top of the closed toilet seat. She grabbed my rock-hard cock and teased it with her tongue. Waves of ecstasy rushed over me as shivers flashed down my spine and I struggled to remain standing. I leaned back against the door before Nicky consumed my member with her heavenly mouth.

Nicky’s hands massaged my arse, while gently pulling my cock in and out of her moist cavernous mouth. I’ve been told that I’m built in proportion, but she had no trouble taking every inch of my manhood into her mouth. Her motions increased in size, becoming deeper and deeper with her speed quicker and quicker. My head spun in pure excitement.

“I’m gonna come,” I gasped.

“That’s the aim,” quipped Nicky before she drove my cock deeper into her mouth.

Nicky looked up into my eyes and I immediately released a full load straight into the back of her throat. Her experience showed as she swallowed my load and simply released my cock before licking it clean and smiling contentedly.

“Are you ready for another serve?” she asked in her husky feminine voice.

“I might need just a minute,” I said as I leaned back against the door to recover my composure.

“Okay, perhaps you need the seat,” she said.

With that Nicky stood up, kissed me passionately on the lips and sat me down on the closed toilet lid. What is gonna happen next? I start to get concerned but the joy of the orgasm has happy thoughts pulsating through my veins still. I remained under her spell.

Nicky grabbed my cock and started to massage it again. I was still aroused so it became fully erect within seconds.

“Looks like we’re ready for round two,” she laughed.

With that she slipped out of her shoes and stepped up onto my lap. Nicky skillfully balanced with her back to me and her feet just above my knees and lowered her arse onto my erect member. She spat on her hand and lubricated her arse and my member before slowly consuming my cock with her exquisite arse. She tensed and loosened her way down my rod until we are fully engaged. The sensation was new to me. Tighter than a pussy, but warm and accommodating just the same. Her arse cheeks started to bounce off my pelvis, sending a shocking sensation through my loins.

Within seconds I was back under her spell again and unable to do anything but submit. Well she sort of had the upper hand and I had nowhere to go. Her stockinged feet felt soft against my muscular legs. I couldn’t believe the power of her thrusts and the softness of her arse. It took what seems a minute or two before I again unloaded this time into her swollen arse.

Nicky jumped down off me, my load visibly oozing out of her anus, and casually slipped her shoes back on. I was left to recover again on the throne. I was hot and sweaty but still aroused as the blood pumped through my veins. I had never felt such a high. It even topped winning the cup.

I looked over at Nicky as she wiped my juices from her arse and leg.

Nicky turned to me and looked right into my soul.

“You did pretty well for a first timer,” she said.

“How did you know I was a first timer?” I quipped.

“It’s just intuition,” she smiled cheekily. “But I’m more than satisfied with your performance.”

I looked down and saw her cock sitting pretty at eye level.

“You can touch it if you like. It’s very soft,” she said.

I took a good look at her member. It was small and thin and so feminine without any pubic hair around it. It looked so delicious that I couldn’t avert my eyes.

“Well I know how to fix that,” I replied.

With that I reached out and touched Nicky’s soft member and gently pulled her towards me.

I gently cupped her cock in one hand and started to massage it. It again felt warm and throbbing to the touch and with a few tugs it was standing erect in front of my face. I couldn’t believe I wanted to taste her this badly. I pulled her further forward and gently kissed her warm member.

Taking her lead, I teased the head of her cock and gently ran my tongue down its full length. I cupped her balls in one hand and squeezed them. As her member started to throb purple at the head, I wrapped my lips around Nicky’s cock and proceeded to cover the erect member with my hungry mouth. I took it all without problem. Now Nicky’s cock was around six inches and I didn’t have much to compare it to, but it tasted and responded just as I would have wished.

After teasing her for a few minutes to get even, I started to pull her deep and up the pace of my strokes. I looked up to see waves of ecstasy across her face and her eyes flicker with pleasure. She is definitely enjoying this as much as I was. Perhaps, even more.

“I’m going to come,” she squealed.

I kept pumping her member into my throat faster and faster until I heard a squeal and felt a rush of warm liquid into my throat. I swallowed her load and withdrew my mouth from her cock.

“That was the aim,” I responded cheekily.

Nicky smiled and I got lost in those big brown eyes.

I couldn’t believe what I’ve just done. Not only had I received a blow job from a guy, I’d fucked him up the arse and even sucked him off. I’d even tasted my first load of come and gleefully swallowed it all. What did this mean? Was I gay? Did I suddenly turn gay? Had I always been gay and never known? All I could think was this was so good; it can’t be a bad thing.

Nicky reached down and pulled me up, so we were face to face. As soon as I saw her beautiful eyes and lips, I stopped thinking of anything else and was happy again. All I could think was how lucky I was to have met this sexual goddess. Nicky kissed me and said, “you better get out there for the show or your girlfriend will notice you’re missing.”

With that she turned, unlocked the door and casually walked over to the basins. She swung her arse like she was putting on a show just for me. Once she reached the sink, she cleaned herself up, tidied her hair, reapplied her makeup and casually walked out the door blowing me a kiss in the process.

I needed to sit for a few minutes to regain my composure. I started to reflect on what just happened. I felt really good, the best I had for quite a while. Why wasn’t I worried about this unplanned turn of events? Why wasn’t I questioning my decision making? Had I just met someone who would become very special to me over time? I decide to let it go and just enjoy the rest of the evening.


CHAPTER SEVEN


I WALKED ACROSS to the sink and washed my hands. I looked at myself in the mirror only to find Nicky’s come in my hair. I carefully washed it out. There, I look perfect again. I suddenly wondered, does come smell? I rationalised that it mustn’t smell strongly, else half my team would be in trouble with the coaches when we travel.

I walked back into the dining room. I suddenly felt all eyes on me. Did they know where I had just been? Did they know who had been with me? Did they know what I had been doing? I calmed myself and looked around. Apart from a few lustful stares, I was basically being ignored. Great, I thought, my secret is just that, still a secret.

I stopped at the bar on the way back to my table.

“A scotch and coke please,” I asked the bartender.

“Here you go mate,” he replied as he delivers the drink. “Have a good one,” he said with a wink.

What did that mean? Have I got another patch of Nicky’s juices that I missed?

Stop being paranoid, I said to myself. No one knows and that’s how it’s gonna stay.

I finally got back to my seat.

“We thought you’d deserted us,” quipped Stuart. “Thought we’d scared you off the reservation.”

I wasn’t sure how long I’d been away, but I had a cold entree sitting in front of me and everyone else had finished.

“No, something I ate before I came hadn’t agreed with me,” I replied trying to come up with a plausible excuse on the fly.

Famished, I attacked the entree with vigour. It was your typical catered chicken but an early start and a solid workout with Nicky had built up quite the appetite. I engaged in small talk with Rodney while we ate. It seems his partner, Steven, was one of the dancers in the show and knew Georgia quite well. Rodney had met her and said we made a pretty glamorous couple.

Between bites, I looked around the room. I wanted to see if I could spot Nicky. I wanted to know more about this mysterious creature. Who was she attending with? Did she have a partner? I spotted her around two tables from me, directly in my line of sight to the stage.

Nicky was on a table of girls. But probably closer to the point, everyone at the table was dressed very femininely. They were a glamorous bunch with big hair and even bigger personalities by the look. Nicky was holding her own, but in a subtle manner. She was no show-off. She had a confidence like she knew what she had and didn’t have to promote it heavily.

I must have been staring at Nicky, because Rodney suddenly changed the subject.

“So, you’ve noticed the popular girls table, have you?” Rodney stated in a bitter tone.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “That 5:00 am start seems to be hitting me now.”

“Oh, I assumed you were staring at the girls on table three,” Rodney said pointing directly to Nicky’s table. “I was gonna warn you if you had. Those girls would eat a guy like you for breakfast.”

I was curious to find out more but didn’t want to alert Rodney or anyone else at the table to my dalliance with Nicky.

“So how long have you and Steve been an item?” I enquired.

Rodney went on to explain how they met, how it was love at first sight for him and how they will be married in the fall.

I congratulated him before the MC walked out and kicked off the show.

The show was a spectacular thing to behold. It was very glamorous with elaborate costumes, scenery and props. While the drag queens were the centre of attention, I found myself focused more on the dancers. Georgia looked stunning and I’d never seen her perform ballet moves. She was so graceful and elegant. The only time I took my eyes off her was when I occasionally looked across at Nicky. But unfortunately, my eyes never met hers.

After around an hour, intermission arrived. That’s when the main courses arrived too. I chatted to Rodney over mains as it meant I could keep an eye on Nicky at the same time. She continued to ignore me, so I assumed maybe it was just a one-time thing. Perhaps that’s for the best. It means I don’t have to explain to Georgia or my team mates why I’m dating a guy.

Georgia and the other partners came over quickly during the break.

“How did you enjoy the first act?” she queried.

“It was great,” I said. “I didn’t know what to expect but I was amazed at how beautifully you danced the ballet.”

She blushed a little.

“Didn’t you see the drag queens?” she said. “Those lights can make anyone look good.”

It was hard to read Georgia. Did she consider me just a friend? Did she consider me something more?

“Unfortunately, Nathan had to pull out of the show on Monday, so we had to change all the choreography,” Georgia explained. “He tweaked his achilles during rehearsal. He’s the hot brunette on table three. If you like my moves, you should see him in action. He’s off the scales good.”

Rodney quickly introduced me to Steve before the cast had to return for act two.

Once they left, I wondered if Nicky could be Nathan. That would explain the insane body that she has. It would also go a long way to explain her subtleness and flexibility in the gent’s toilet earlier. I looked around but again I couldn’t catch Nicky’s eye.

I continued to watch Georgia and Nicky during the second act. After getting no response from Nicky I concluded it must be for the better. I couldn’t explain what happened earlier. Perhaps it was just a moment of temporary madness. I am an elite athlete, and, before tonight, I’d never thought of sex with a man. And I am surrounded by athletes all day every day. I convinced myself it was for the better to move on like it never happened and focus on Georgia.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


AFTER THE SHOW I chatted briefly to Rodney and Stuart while I waited for Georgia.

“Wasn’t the show fabulous?” exclaimed Stuart.

“Well my boy Steve was the highlight,” claimed Rodney. “I just love the way he shakes his little tooshey.”

“Well I couldn’t take my eyes off Bianca Bones,” Stuart responded. “Her Lady Gaga was the sexiest thing I’ve seen all year.”

I tended to remain silent on the show feedback unless asked. It was probably a little out of my wheelhouse, I decided. But I had to admit that the show had whipped the audience up into a frenzy. How was this going to end, I wondered?

Georgia and the other cast members started to come past.

“The after-party will commence at Bryce’s in around 30 minutes,” announced Steve. “So, let’s get our hot little tooshes in gear and party on ’til dawn.”

That was something I couldn’t recall that Georgia had mentioned. I looked in her direction.

“Can we go to Bryce’s after-party Andrew, it’s even better than the show?” she said looking up at me with those gorgeous brown eyes.

“I’m sure we can stop by for a while,” I replied. “But I’ve got training in the morning and so do you”.

With that she ran off to get her things.

“I’ll meet you out by the car,” responded Georgia.

“Okay, I’ll get the old girl warmed up,” I replied.

I wandered out to the car and got in. I started the engine to warm her up. I had recently installed a digital sound system and so was searching for the ideal playlist to get Georgia in the mood. By now I had just about put Nicky and the bathroom incident out of my head. It almost seemed surreal.

I started the playlist and sat back thinking about what I assumed was going to be an awesome night with Georgia. The window was down, and I was enjoying the night air and listening to the soundtrack of my night to come.

A minute or two later I felt something soft brush past my arm. In fact, it was very soft. I looked in my side mirror only to see a tight leather skirt and stockings framed perfectly walking past the boot of my car and into the distance. I’d know that arse anywhere. It was Nicky. I watched attentively until I saw her lower herself into a stunning red convertible. At no time did she look back, rather she let her assets do the talking. I got the feeling though, that she was putting on a show just for me.

I watched intently as she started up her car. Her music was pumping really loud. I could hear it clearly from 50 yards away. After about a minute she put the car into gear and drove right up next to me. She stopped so our cars were driver’s window to driver’s window but facing the other way. She casually turned down the volume and looked at me with her big brown eyes.

“I’m looking forward to seeing you at the after-party,” she purred in a sexy feminine voice. “Be sure to save a dance for me.”

With that she licked her lips sensually before sending an air kiss in my direction. She turned up the music again and sped off.

Well at least she was on her own, I smiled to myself. Hang on, why should I care? Here I was about to escort a stunning ballerina to a party. And, I had been pursuing this girl for the best part of a year, but all I could concentrate on was a hot guy in a dress that I’d had sex with, in the gent’s toilet. Yes, it was messed up, but there was something very special about Nicky that both excited and intrigued me. Perhaps this was just her grand finale? Perhaps she won’t even be at the party? But I had a feeling this wouldn’t be the last I would see of Nicky.

As soon as Nicky was out of sight, I heard the car door open.

“Could you pop the boot for me hon?” she asked.

“Sure,” I replied. “Do you need a help with anything?”

I’d always been brought up to open doors for ladies and carry anything that was the least bit heavy or large.

“I’ve got it covered,” she responded.

I could hear the car boot close and Georgia got into the car.

I casually looked across at Georgia and couldn’t help but notice how beautiful she looked. She had changed into a lovely green party frock and with her hair down and blown out looked like an angel. She gave me a big smile that melted my heart.

“I love your outfit,” I finally spilled out.

“I’ll take that as a compliment then,” she said with a cheeky grin.

The dress only just covered her underwear leaving her stunning legs completely visible. She had on a cute pair of strappy heels that must have pushed her to around 6 foot and accentuated those toned and tanned legs.

“I noticed you chatting to Nathan as I walked over,” Georgia suddenly said.

I didn’t know what to say. So, Nicky was the hot dancer Nathan? That figures. I’ve always had a weakness for dancers. My mind started to wander but I pulled my focus back to Georgia.

“Oh, she was asking me about Mustang Sally,” I replied. “I didn’t know she was your dancer friend Nathan.”

“I wouldn’t call us friends,” interjected Georgia. “But watch that one. He’d eat a nice mid-western boy like you for breakfast.”

It was hard to read Georgia. Was she interested in me? Was she all dressed up to impress me? Or did she just think of us as friends? Perhaps she was just looking out for my safety in the creative world she had introduced me to? I was intrigued enough to keep working on getting to know her.

On the way to the after-party, Georgia asked me how I found the show. I relayed that it was quite different to what I was expecting but had enjoyed it immensely. I told her that the dancers were the highlight for me. They were so beautiful and graceful, yet it looked like a lot of work went into making it look that way.

Georgia smiled at my compliments. Looks like I was earning good brownie points.

“I liked your friends on the table too,” I said. “It was an interesting mix of folk, but they had a good time and were easy to talk to.”

Georgia looked surprised, but happy with what I had relayed.

“I wasn’t quite sure how you would find the boys, but I am glad that you weren’t too freaked out by them,” she responded. “They are all gay and can get a bit over the top sometimes. But that’s the dance world.”

I was hoping that I had impressed Georgia enough to be considered as a potential boyfriend.


CHAPTER NINE


PULLING UP TO Bryce’s house I could hardly believe my eyes. Not only was the home in the posh side of town, but the house was massive and surprisingly in good taste. As we entered the gates and proceeded up the grand driveway, I wondered if this was how the other half live.

Georgia could see the astonished look on my face.

“Bryce is old money,” she explained. “He’s never had to live from paycheck to paycheck. And with no siblings, he inherited everything from his very well to do parents when they passed.”

Now Bryce was a man of middle age, but with a young spirit. He liked to surround himself with beautiful young folk as it kept him feeling vibrant and alive. The pretty young things enjoyed the glamour and elegance of Bryce’s affairs. So, it was a win-win situation. Bryce had recently married his long-time partner Rory, which everyone thought may slow him down. Quite the opposite. Bryce’s days of partying as the gay bachelor were over, but now he was partying twice as hard.

I pulled up at the front steps and a valet asked for my keys.

“It’s perfectly safe,” said Georgia. “Sally will be housed in the garage with Bryce’s collection.” Bryce apparently had a fleet of classic cars. It was another one of his passions.

While all the other cars were parked on the gravel visitor’s area, Sally was taken to the basement car park with a few select other special vehicles.

Now I finally got a chance to really look at Bryce’s home. It was immense. I had never seen anything even half as big. Coach had a nice home where he hosted team events, but even that was dwarfed by this place. It seemed to have four levels, each with its own living area. Two had pools, while another had grass. Each had the indoor/outdoor thing going on. Georgia mentioned he had a 40-person cinema room and the garage held 24 cars. This place was fucking massive.

As soon as we entered the front door, the energy and noise hit me like a wall. Everyone was talking and drinking, and the volume was turned up to ten. There was a bar in the corner, but I’d later find out there was a similar arrangement on all floors.

“What would you like to drink?” I asked Georgia.

“Oh, a white wine would be lovely,” she responded with a smile.

I walked over to the bar and stood waiting in a crowd of half a dozen party goers.

Bryce had gone all out as the party was catered professionally. The bartender wore a white button up shirt and tie, while there were also waitresses walking around the room holding trays of champagne. I was soaking it all in while waiting in line when I heard a whisper in my ear.

“So how do you know Bryce?” asked a female voice from behind.

“My girlfriend was in the show,” I answered turning around to see Nicky smiling at me.

“She’s very pretty,” she responded. “Is it serious?”

“It’s recent but I’m hoping so,” I stated.

“Well, that doesn’t give me much time then does it?” she quipped smiling.

I saw Georgia get dragged off with a group of the cast members. She motioned that she has to go. I nodded to her and smiled.

“Are you handy?” Nicky whispered in my ear as Georgia was led away.

“Somewhat,” I responded. “I grew up on a farm in the mid-west.”

“Great.” said Nicky. “A warning light came on in my car during my trip over. Would you be a hon and have a look at it for me? I wouldn’t like to break down somewhere out of town. I just wouldn’t feel safe.”

I was sort of thinking that whoever came along should be worried but agreed to take a look.

“Where are you parked?” I asked.

“Down in the garage in the basement with Bryce’s special collection,” she responded.

“Cool,” I said. “Lead on.”

By the time I thought through this scenario, I knew my chivalrous side had just got me into trouble.

We grabbed a couple of drinks and Nicky led me by the hand through the room to the basement elevator. She seemed to know her way around the place. That also concerned me.

Once in the elevator, she intertwined her fingers in mine. I could see her perfectly manicured nails with bright red nail polish. Her hand was quite delicate. Not what I would have expected a man’s hand to look like. I suddenly thought, this is the first time I’ve been holding hands with a dude. It didn’t seem like it though. Everything about Nicky was feminine. I could feel my member becoming erect again.

Apart from holding my hand, Nicky was being the perfect lady. No sexy or leading comments, no accidental touches, nothing to lead me on. Perhaps she thought we were friends and just wanted help with her car?

“So which type of light is on?” I asked trying to solve her problem.

“Oh, the one with the whirly thing on it,” she replied.

I could see why she needed help.

On the way to the car we passed an Aston Martin DB9, a Porsche 356 and a VW Karmann Ghia. All were in pristine condition. Bryce sure had some real classic car chops.

“So which car is yours?” I asked? Not that I didn’t know but I played dumb.

“Well the Bentley of course,” she responded with a wry smile.

“Well played,” I conceded. We both had a laugh at my expense.


CHAPTER TEN


WE WALKED UP to Nicky’s car. It was a classic red Corvette coupe. A soft top. It sort of suited her from what I knew. Beautiful to the eye with the motor of a tiger.

“I’ll get in the passenger side and you get in the driver’s side,” she suggested.

I jumped behind the wheel. Such a beautiful part of motoring history. Not quite Sally, but pretty damn special.

“Start her up,” said Nicky handing me the keys.

When the V8 kicked in I got a rush of blood through my veins. She was a beauty there was no doubt.

I quickly looked at the dashboard to see that the oil light was on. My heart dropped. I had expected to see nothing wrong with the car, jumping to the conclusion that Nicky just wanted to get me alone in the carpark.

“It seems like you need to put some oil into the old girl,” I said. “My Sally is a bit the same. She’s not as young as she once was.”

With that I turned towards Nicky. She looked stunning. Her perfectly sculptured legs were crossed showing off a band of flesh between her stockings and leather skirt. Concerned that I was staring I looked up into her eyes. She flashed that naughty smile and my heart skipped a beat.

As soon as she had my full attention, she uncrossed her legs to show her semi hard member resting on the leather seat.

“How can I ever thank you?” she said with a smile.

I couldn’t take my eyes of her semi-hard penis.

“You can touch it if you like,” she said looking deep into my eyes. “It’s quite soft.”

Unable to resist her charms, I reached out and grabbed her member in my palm before massaging it as I went in for a kiss. I could feel her cock growing in my hand as I massaged it. The veins pumped blood faster and faster as the member became erect. The feel of her erect penis against the soft leather skirt and silky stockings was almost enough for me to empty my load there and then.

Nicky’s kissing was divine. She was aggressive yet playful and worked her way around my lips and into every last inch of my mouth. Within minutes, I was fully erect. Nicky moved from stroking my hair to running her hand down my chest and onto my lap in an instant. It was like she knew when I was getting hard. Skillfully, she opened the zipper on my pants and released my now fully erect member. Without skipping a beat, she ran her tongue along the full length of my shaft. I was almost ready to blow.

Sensing my excitement and not wanting me to come too quickly, Nicky worked her tongue round my cock keeping me excited but not increasing it. I was in a constant state of euphoria and she was piloting me to something very pleasurable. She loved my taste but after another few minutes turned up the heat. She slid her moistened lips over the end of my cock and massaged the tip from within. My mind was being blown.

After another couple of minutes, she took my full member in her mouth. She did so with ease and the skill of a seasoned pro. Nicky worked her mouth over my cock again and again, faster and faster, deeper and deeper until I was about to blow.

“I’m about to come,” I screamed.

She kept her rhythm and finished me off, swallowing the whole load as it hit the back of her throat. It took me at least five minutes to regain my composure. She had kept me at such a state of excitement for so long that the orgasm was beyond belief.

“My god, that was the best blowjob I’ve ever had,” I exclaimed excitedly.

“I do aim to please,” said Nicky cheekily. “Don’t worry, I’ve got plenty more tricks to show you yet,” she said with a wink and a smile.

I looked down at her flaccid cock resting on the leather car seat.

“My turn,” I gleefully exclaimed.

“Sure, knock yourself out honey,” was her comeback.

After that magnificent blowjob, I felt obliged to at least give it my best try.

I reached out and started massaging her dick. I got an immediate response. Once I had her attention I leaned down and ran my tongue the full length of her shaft. I was fascinated at how her penis was responding to my actions. The immediate response and feedback was a pleasant change from some of the girls I’d been dating. I definitely knew what Nicky liked.

After a few minutes massaging and teasing her throbbing member with my tongue, I opened wide and took her inside my moist cavern. I quickly picked up some of Nicky’s finer points of oral stimulation and in no time could see her eyes tell a story of pleasure. I was enjoying stimulating Nicky like I had never enjoyed sex with any other partner.

I got lost in the moment until I heard Nicky scream, “I’m coming.”

I swallowed every last drop of her precious fluid. By now I wasn’t as much curious as to how it would taste but hungry for every last drop.

“That was the plan,” I replied with a broad smile.

We both sat back in our seats for a good five minutes just basking in the afterglow of our erotic rendezvous. Finally, Nicky spoke first.

“You have a natural talent honey,” she said. “If the sports career doesn’t pan out, I’m sure you could do porn.”

“As enticing as that is,” I said smiling. “I think I’ll stick to my sporting career.”

“Can I borrow your phone hon?” asked Nicky.

With that I unlocked and handed over my phone. Nicky ran through a few screens, punched in some numbers.

“Feel free to call me whenever you feel like a chat or whatever,” she responded.

I smiled but didn’t know how to respond.

Next Nicky called herself from my phone and saved the number.

“You should consider yourself very special,” she explained. “I rarely give out my real number.”

Nicky deleted the call history and handed me back the phone.

“By the way, there’s plenty more that I’m planning to show you,” she said smiling cheekily.

After another quick kiss, we got out of the car, straightened ourselves up and headed to the elevator. We held each other close during the trip back upstairs but as we arrived, Nicky moved to a safe distance away. The doors opened and I headed straight to the toilets to wash my face and make sure everything was in place. I noticed a massive smile was permanently on my face. I felt euphoric, but knew I needed to keep it cool, else it would raise suspicions with Georgia and others.

Nicky kept her distance for the rest of the night. It was like we had never had that moment together. I wished I could just walk up and grab her and hold her but understood that it was for the better.

A few minutes later Georgia comes over.

“Sorry about that Andrew,” she said, “Bryce had recorded the whole event and wanted to share it with us. I hope you weren’t bored or lonely?”

“No, I just got a drink and got talking to a few people at the bar,” I responded.

“Yes, I saw Nathan chatting to you when I left,” she went on. “I wasn’t sure if you’d be here when I got back. I feared he may have gotten his hands on you and you’d run off with him.”

If only she’d known, I thought to myself.

Not long after, we decided it had been a long day. I dropped Georgia off at home and went back to my room for some well-earned sleep. On the trip home from Georgia’s place I began to question myself. Where is this situation with Nicky going? What about Georgia? Can I stay away from Nicky? Is it fair on Georgia? All good questions for another day. Not surprisingly, I slept very soundly that night.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


AFTER THE EXCITEMENT of the weekend, I found myself happy to get back in the routine of training and playing early in the week. I always found it easy to focus during training, but it was outside of this that my mind started to wander. On the Monday, I caught myself comparing cock sizes in the change rooms after practice. I wasn’t getting stimulated by what I saw. Guy cocks didn’t really interest me. But it seems I had developed a new curiosity.

Interestingly enough, I’d noticed that I was pretty well endowed for an athlete. Not the biggest, not the widest, but definitely could consider a job in porn if the sporting career was cut short. I was comfortable in my own sexuality and figured out I wasn’t gay but found a pretty girl with a penis quite arousing.

I hadn’t really spoken to Georgia for the week after ‘The Follies’. It wasn’t that I was avoiding her, hell I still loved the way she cheered us on during the games. But in the privacy of my own home, I found myself searching the internet for transexuals. At first, I just wanted to understand who they were and why they dressed. Next I followed a link to a porn site and end up masturbating happily to transexual porn. Hell, I even came across some gay porn, but it just wasn’t my thing.

I seemed to have a type. If I described Nicky, then that was probably close to nailing it. I particularly like tall, slim and athletically toned girls. Not surprisingly, you could have described her as Georgia with that little something extra. I became fascinated with cocks for a short while, imagining what this one and that one would taste like. I picked up a few tips watching videos. I wondered if I’d ever get the chance again to try them.

As the week progressed, I found myself thinking more and more about Nicky. I replayed the two encounters that night over and over again in my head. Maybe I was just remembering it too fondly, but as I recall it was a night that left me hankering for more. I’d had an appetiser and now I wanted the main course.

After much thought, I concluded that it wasn’t just the sexual side of the encounter that I liked, it was the whole package. It was the mystery of first meeting Nicky. It was the flirty banter. It was the game play. I concluded that I’d been played by someone with a lot more experience than me. And I was okay with that.

As the middle of the week arrived, game day approached. I was worried that my obsession would start to impact my play. But no, I nailed it and we won big. We were now 6 and 0, the perfect start. I now had nine days free before our next game. More than enough time to do whatever I wanted, I decided. So, on a high from the win, I decided to text Nicky around 3:00pm as a form of celebration.

“Can I see you?” I texted.

After two hours there was still no response.

Georgia bumped into me while I was heading for home.

“How about we catch up for a drink or a meal?” she suggested.

“The coach has called us together for a briefing,” I responded.

“Sure,” said Georgia a little dejectedly.

Wow, a week ago I would have had half a hard-on just thinking about it and now here was I fobbing her off with lies.

By 7:00pm I was starting to become concerned. I still hadn’t had a reply from Nicky and was worried I may have offended her. What did I do that night? No, I’m sure I was the perfect gentleman. Maybe she is really busy? After all, not everyone gets to finish work at 3:00pm.

Around 7:15pm I got a reply from Nicky.

There was just an address and the words 9:00pm.

Well at least it was a reply. I immediately stopped internet surfing and checked out where I was to meet her. It was a good part of town, quality residential. A gated community about 15 minutes away. I jumped in the shower and started to get ready.

As I dressed, my mind raced with thoughts of how she would look. Would she be dressed in that leather skirt? Would she be dressed in nothing but a negligee? Would she be dressed in jeans and a t-shirt and looking to go out for dinner? Our text was brief, so I presumed I’d been summoned for a good time. At this stage we were fuck buddies.

I ended up wearing my skinny jeans and a tight t-shirt. I wanted her to understand she was with an athlete who takes great care of his body. I sprinkled some aftershave on my neck, chest and six pack.

Who wouldn’t want to bed you looking this good?

I looked up and set off for the address. I couldn’t believe how excited I was. It was like I was on a first date. Well I guess I was, or so I hoped. Even though our texts had been short, I wasn’t worried about what lay ahead. I was big enough to take care of myself and Nicky seemed very nice underneath all the flirting.

I could see the gate ahead and suddenly wondered how to get through? I pulled the car over and called Nicky. It went through to message bank, so I left a brief message. Within 10 second a message came back, “punch 9217 into the keypad.”

I started up Sally and moved slowly forward to the gate. I punched in the code and the door opened. Well, that part was easy. I took a deep breath. I drove up the road and turned into Nicky’s driveway and stopped behind her Corvette. I may have been a little presumptuous but had brought my toothbrush and a change of clothes with me. I smiled at the expectation of seeing Nicky again.

The townhouse was quite new and painted in grey tones. The little piece of lawn was well maintained and the front path inviting. It seemed like a very nice middle-class neighbourhood. Plenty of tennis and yoga, I smiled to myself. I was sort of wondering why a personality like Nicky would live here. I jumped out of the car and knocked on the door.


CHAPTER TWELVE


IT FELT LIKE forever, but it must have only been 15 seconds before the door opened.

“So nice to hear from you again,” said Nicky in her husky feminine voice.

“Well, I didn’t want to scare you off by being too keen,” I responded.

Nicky opened the door and invited me in.

As I walked in the house, I couldn’t take my eyes off Nicky’s arse. She had a dark blue silk shirt on with leather pants and kick arse boots with four-inch heels. With every step she took, her backside bounced, but in a firm, rather than flabby way. She had changed her hair which now fell mid-way down her back and also swayed as she walked.

Nicky’s house was as well presented inside as out. It was very tastefully decorated in greys again but with flourishes of colour throughout. She led me to a white leather sofa and motioned for me to sit.

“Would you like a beer or something harder?” she asked.

“A beer would do nicely,” I responded.

With that I watched her assets intently as she walked off into the kitchen to get the drinks.

Nicky bent over and poured me a drink. Her show was well received and started to get me aroused. She sat down with her legs crossed just touching my leg.

“So why did you want to see me again?” Nicky asked wryly.

“I thought we left some things unsaid when we last met,” I replied. “Anyhow, why did you give me your number if you didn’t want me to call?”

“Oh, I wanted you to call alright,” she said with a smile.

I am loving the teasing and flirty banter. There’s something about this girl that just knocks me off centre. I’m so used to being in control, I’m just loving the feeling of losing my way.

I looked into her beautiful eyes and my heart started to melt. I couldn’t hold back any longer so moved forward and kissed her luscious lips. Nicky gently bit my bottom lip and ran her hand gently along my arm. She casually explored every inch of my mouth.

We kissed passionately for around five minutes. The sensual kissing made my cock harden. I wondered what effect it is having on hers. I wanted to reach out and grab it, but I don’t want to rush this seduction. I’d been dreaming of this moment since we met and didn’t want to ruin it for either of us.

After gently stroking my hair, Nicky took the lead and ran her hand across my muscular chest. She lifted my shirt, almost it seemed, by remote control. She worked her way across my pecs and down my six pack. On the way she tweaked my nipples and sent a shot of electricity through my body. Her hands were warm and skilled as was her tongue in my mouth.

She moved from kissing my mouth to nibbling my ears. She ran her tongue into my ear, then down my neck to my bare chest. Meanwhile her hand slid down further and electrified my fully erect penis. She teased my cock before releasing it from the confines of my jeans and underwear. Once released, her eyes focused on my fully erect member as she lowered her mouth to place her full focus in my lap. She kissed the purple head of my cock once.

Nicky stood and pulled me along gently by my cock, which acted like a leash. Her bright red nail polish was glistening in the light. Not a word was spoken but we both know where we were going and what comes next. She led me upstairs and took me into a bedroom at the top of the stairs. I was putty in her hands, unable to do anything but comply with her every move.

Once inside her bedroom, she turned and faced me. I became lost in those beautiful brown eyes as she stepped forward and kissed me. Our bodies were close now so that I could feel her erection through soft leather pants. She tweaked my arse cheeks before pulling me back onto the bed on top of her. We kissed again before she rolled me over and takes the dominant position.

She worked her way back down my body. My shirt was now discarded and laying on the floor. She removed my shoes and jeans. When my jeans fell away my cock immediately jumps to attention forcing my underwear aside. She now has full access to my throbbing member and started teasing it with her tongue.

Nicky runs her tongue the length of my shaft. She teases the tip of my throbbing cock and it turned a deeper shade of purple. She massaged and then cupped my balls. The pleasure was palpable as she stimulated me like I’ve never felt before. Finally, she pounced on my fully erect member and swallowed it whole. She bobbed her head up and down, faster and faster until I felt like I was gonna burst.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed in a breathless but audible voice.

I immediately unloaded what feel like a gallon of come into the back of Nicky’s throat. Again, she swallowed it all like a true professional.

Nicky smiled at me as I lay on my back sweating profusely and trying to regain my thoughts.

“Now you’re gonna come,” I stated breathlessly.

I rolled over and lay on top of Nicky. I kissed her sultry lips and got a faint taste of my own juices. I unbuttoned her silk shirt and kissed my way down her torso. When I reached the top of her leather pants, I stopped and dropped to my knees. I unzipped and remove her boots one by one standing them next to the bed. They were so warm and soft. I returned to the top of her leather pants and gently released the stud and fly. The pants were warm and utterly soft to touch. I slid her leather pants down and threw them aside but replaced her soft and sexy leather boots.

Nicky’s cock was petite and well behaved, but I could see it clearly through her panties. I kissed it through the fabric before lowering the panties which unleashed her stunning cock. I touched it gently to see how it responds. It jumped at every touch and moved like it had a mind of its own. I gently started to massage it before leaning in to commence sucking. I got straight to work pleasuring Nicky. I could feel the veins pumping blood and the bulbous head growing with each suck.

“I’m gonna come,” screamed Nicky.

I braced for the activity that is to follow. A full load spurted straight into the back of my throat. I’d been dreaming of this moment since I met her, and it’s everything I wished it would be. I swallowed her spunk and licked my lips. The taste was a fine mixture of salty and sweet.

“So that’s why you wanted to see me again was it?” Nicky finally said after a minute.

I just smiled and look deeply into her bedroom eyes.

Nicky grabbed my semi-erect cock and started to massage it.

“Are you ready for round two?” she cheekily asked.

With that she rolled me over and wiped some lube onto my cock and her arse. Once my cock was fully erect, Nicky lowered herself skillfully onto the throbbing rod. She gently mated my cock with her sphincter as precisely as a spaceship docking.

She started facing towards me and bounced her arse cheeks on my pelvis. She was so beautiful with her lovely cock bouncing on my belly. After ten minutes of pure joy, she turned around and bounced on my member while looking away from me. Instinctively, I reached out and grabbed her cock while she bounced. The rhythm of her action massaged her cock. She increased the pace as I did what I could. In an instant we both orgasmed and come spurted up her arse and from her rod simultaneously. We both fell in a sweaty and sticky heap.

After a few more minutes Nicky breaks the silence.

“Are you man enough for round three?” she said with a devilish look on her face.

“It would be poor form of me to leave prematurely,” I respond with a smile.

With that Nicky stood me up by the bed and straddled my legs. She grabbed the lube and this time placed it on her member.

“What have I just agreed too?” I queried.

“Don’t worry hon, you’re in experienced and skilful hands,” she responded.

Nicky opened my arse cheeks and proceeded to flick her tongue against my anus. The pleasure was insane. Why have I never experienced this before?

She gently took her moist finger and entered my arse. It feels foreign at first but not unpleasant. She added a second finger before massaging my prostate. Oh my god, the sensation was unrivalled.

Next Nicky massaged her member ’til it stood up like a soldier and gently lowered my arse onto her cock.

“I wouldn’t want you to miss out on the real fun stuff,” she said coyly but confidently.

The sensation was incredible. My legs turned to jelly, and I was in a heightened state of arousal. My arse slapped Nicky’s pelvis and each thrust was like a new injection of excitement.

Finally, I felt a warm glow as Nicky’s come oozed into my arse and filled me to the brim.

I rolled off her as come leaked from my arse.

“You are incredible,” I said.

Nicky turns around and kissed me deeply.

“Well I have been told,” she said with a smile.

We cleaned up and lay on the bed with Nicky in my arms.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


AFTER A WHILE Nicky broke the silence.

“How about we head downstairs and get a drink and a snack?” she said quietly. “I gotta keep my man’s strength up else he won’t be able to last all night.”

I looked into her beautiful brown eyes and could tell right away she was serious.

“Sounds like a plan,” I quipped. “I hope you know how to keep a man interested in the kitchen.”

“Challenge accepted,” Nicky immediately responded. “But first let me change into something more comfortable.”

Nicky disappeared into the walk-in robe and in no time was back wearing a black see through baby doll and what could best be described as stripper shoes.

“Do you approve?” she asked.

“All you need now is a pole,” I commented with a lustful look on my face.

And with that she grabbed me by the hand and led me downstairs but not into the kitchen.

“Your wish is my command,” she giggled.

She took me into a basement, where right in the middle of the floor was a stripper pole.

I couldn’t believe my luck and proceeded to sit in the chair by the pole.

Once the private show was over, and wow could she work that pole and that body, we grabbed a snack before chatting and making out ’til daybreak.

Nicky showed me more than a thing or two that night and many more after that.


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

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

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

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

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

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


THE NEW INTERN
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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

[image: ]

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?


OUTBACK JULES
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What would you do if you moved to the other side of the globe and could re-invent yourself? How far would you go? What would you change? What would you do?

Jules Maine is on gap year traveling the Outback of Australia and leaving a trail of broken hearts behind her. Since she was a youngster in The Netherlands, this Aussie adventure had always been her dream. With no-one who knows her and a whole country to experience, her life is a blank page ready to be written.

Jules is tall, leggy and a champion gymnast, all of which makes her popular with the Aussie blokes she meets. She also enjoys dressing up to get a little attention and rarely has to pay for her drinks. But she still needs to work to pay for her travels. So she likes to keep her work and play separate.

But when Jules starts working at the Hall Farm in St George, her world is turned upside down when she attracts the attention of the one guy she just can’t afford to get romantic with. Aaron Hall is tall, blonde and handsome and Jules can’t help but find him super attractive. Unfortunately, he feels more than the same.

If you like your transgender romance novels in the vein of ‘Priscilla, Queen of the Desert’, then you’ll love ‘Outback Jules’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

How can Jules avoid her kryptonite in a small country town with just two pubs and a caravan park?


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?


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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