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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“WHEN ARE YOU gonna make me a grandmother?” Mum asked.

“There’s no rush. I’m still young,” I replied.

“It’s not just about you, you know,” Mum said.

“I’m working on it. But it’s not that simple,” I said.

“Well, if you don’t hurry up, your Dad and I won’t be around to see the grandchildren, let alone watch them grow up,” Mum said.

“You’re only in your sixties, Mum. You’ve got plenty of years ahead of you,” I said.

“Yeah but Dad is seventy-three this year. And he’s not gonna be around forever,” Mum said.

“Thanks for pointing that out, dear,” Dad interjected.

“Okay, I get it. You want me to find a wife,” I said.

Friday night Dinners were a tradition in the Dobson family. Mum had been hosting this occasion since I graduated with an Accounting degree and moved out of home fourteen years prior. At thirty-six, I’d established myself with a first-rate job and owned my home outright. Everything was in place for my future. But I was running out of excuses for not settling down. And Mum let me know that, each and every Friday night.

“How are you gonna find a bride?” Mum asked.

“I don’t quite know,” I replied.

“What about Britney?” Mum asked.

“No offence, Britney. But she’s family,” I replied watching Britney’s face turn red.

“I didn’t mean you should marry Britney. But surely, she has friends. She’s eighteen years old and must know some local single girls,” Mum said.

“Britney, tell Mum what you told me,” I said.

“All my friends are Amish girls. And they’ve been committed to Amish guys,” Britney said.

“You must have met some people in Cincinnati?” Mum asked.

“Not really, Auntie Deirdre. I work and live with Richard. I don’t get out unless it’s to do the shopping,” Britney replied.

I could see the wheels turning in Mum’s head.

“Well, perhaps you two would make the perfect couple,” Mum said.

“They’re second cousins, and she’s half his age. I don’t think that would be viewed fondly. Not even here in Ohio,” Dad said.

Mum was like a dog with a bone. I knew I wasn’t getting any closer to finding the one. My past relationship history was embarrassingly empty. Except for a one-night stand during a conference in Indiana five years back, I hadn’t as much as been on a date. The whole dating scene scared the crap out of me. So many things could go wrong and I wasn’t the sort of guy to take rejection and move on.

“Your father and I met at a dance. Have you considered attending one of those?” Mum asked.

“They haven’t held dances around here for thirty years, Mum,” I replied.

“Well, maybe you’ll need to travel to the next town,” Mum said.

“The times have changed since you were young. People don’t meet at dances anymore,” I said.

“Britney, darling. How do young folk meet up these days?” Mum asked.

“Usually through work friends or via the Internet,” Britney replied.

“There’s two wonderful suggestions. What’s stopping you, Richard? Can you promise me, Britney, you’ll help Richard find love?” Mum asked.

“I’ll try to help him out. But it’s not really my forte,” Britney replied.

Britney had arrived from her Amish Community in Adam’s County about twelve months previous. Mum’s sister had reached out and asked us to take care of her during her Rumspringa. I’d given her a job at F.L. Emmert, working as an Accounts Assistant. And she lived in the house with me. With long blonde hair and a gorgeous face, you would expect Britney to be popular with local boys. But she hadn’t been on a date since she’d arrived.

“If it’s money you need, I’ll provide it,” Mum said.

“Money isn’t the issue. It’s meeting girls that is my problem,” I said.

“I’ll pay for you to go on a cruise,” Mum said.

“I get sea-sick and hate living with others,” I said.

“Are you sure you’re not the one who’s sixty-nine-years-old?” Mum asked.

“No Mum. That’s you,” I replied.

“Then stop acting like a geriatric, and get out there before it’s too late,” Mum said.

I knew Mum came from a position of love, but it frustrated me to repeat the same conversation each week. If truth be known, I had recently started to panic. Past my physical prime, I saw evidence of diminishing appeal run down the shower drain each morning. But still I couldn’t work up the confidence to ask someone out on a date. I’d started pondering my future in bed at night. Was I getting too old to find a partner? Were there any single women in Cincinnati that would date me?

“Look, Auntie. All the girls at work are paired up. But I’ll spend some time helping Richard put himself out there this weekend. I promise,” Britney said.

“Thanks Britney. I knew I could rely on you. He needs some guidance and direction with this romance stuff. I had to push his father in the right direction too,” Mum said.

“Well, it’s not like he’s a lost cause,” Britney said.

“No, I think he’s a handsome boy,” Mum said.

“Yes, and he’s financially secure and with solid career prospects,” Britney said.

“Yes, exactly right. He’s a wonderful catch if you ask me,” Mum said.

“Thanks Mum. But you have to say that,” I said.

“But I don’t, Richard, and I agree with Auntie Deirdre,” Britney said smiling at me.

“I told you. You should marry Britney,” Mum said.

“I’m not that horrible, am I?” Britney asked.

“You’re a nice girl, but you’re family. Close family,” I replied.

“Well, there we have it. It’s decided. If you don’t find someone before Christmas, you’re gonna marry Britney,” Mum said.

Britney appeared somewhat embarrassed but didn’t disagree. I knew she had a crush on me, but I tried to play it down. Thanks Mum.

“There’s nothing wrong with marrying close family. The royals do it all the time,” Mum said.

“I promise I’ll get out there and find someone new,” I said.

“I’m sorry about Mum’s line of questioning,” I said on the trip home.

“It’s fine. I’m on her side. It’s time you settled down and started a family,” Britney said.

“Well, I’m open to any help you can give me. Do you know much about Internet dating?” I asked.

“Not a lot, but my friend Mr Google knows everything,” Britney replied with a smile.


CHAPTER TWO


SATURDAY AFTERNOON, AFTER all the weekly chores were complete, I raised my romantic endeavours with Britney again.

“Did you get a chance to find out about Internet dating?” I asked.

“Yeah, I’ve Googled the subject and found a couple of articles,” Britney replied.

I grabbed a pot of tea, and we sat down in the lounge room.

“There are many sites where you can post a profile,” Britney said.

“What’s a profile?” I asked.

“A description of you, a photo and a description of who you’re searching for,” Britney replied.

Britney dragged up an article on the most popular Internet dating sites and read through the highlights.

“You need to decide if you’re after a local girl, or want to cast the net more broadly,” Britney said.

“Well, I’d hate to go through all the pain and get nothing in return. Let’s go as broad as possible,” I said.

“I would recommend you setup a profile on two or three sites,” Britney said.

“Why do we need to go to multiple sites?” I asked.

“It’ll broaden your market, but we can start with one if you like,” Britney replied.

“How much is that gonna cost?” I asked.

“If we go with Zoosk, Match and eHarmony. They’re about thirty dollars each per month,” Britney replied.

The accountant in me set off alarm bells.

“Let’s start with the best one and try to keep it to one month,” I said.

“If you want the broadest possible reach, go with Match,” Britney said.

Britney signed me up within five minutes. Next came a list of questions I’d never considered before.

“Do you want to have children?” Britney asked. “The options are no, definitely, someday or no answer.”

“I’m sure your Auntie would kill me if I said no. Let’s say someday,” I replied.

“That’s a coincidence. I want children someday too,” Britney said with a cheeky grin.

“What level of drinker are you?” Britney asked. “The options are never, social, regular, moderate or no answer.”

“I’d go with social drinker,” I replied.

“Yes, you don’t want your date to feel embarrassed ordering a drink with dinner,” Britney said.

“Now, I’ve left the age group between eighteen and forty years old. How does that sound?” Britney asked.

“I think we need to increase the bottom limit to twenty-five years old,” I replied trying to set some boundaries between Britney and me.

“Okay, but you may miss the love of your life. Some eighteen-year-olds are quite mature,” Britney said.

“Valid point. Let’s set it at twenty-one to forty,” I said.

“Remember, girls mature much faster than boys,” Britney said.

“How about other limits? Things like location, drinking, smoking, married and the like?” Britney asked.

“I want to keep everything else except age and smoking as open as possible,” I replied.

“Okay, you can check the profiles out individually once they become interested,” Britney said.

Britney asked me a bunch of questions about myself. Next she grabbed a half dozen photos for the profile. In all, it took the best part of two hours to get a basic profile up and running. But I was happy at the end I’d put my best foot forward.

“Now we need to hope someone is interested,” I said.

“If not, you’ve always got me. Your backup wife,” Britney said.

After dinner on Tuesday, I got Britney to log in to check progress. To my surprise there were around one hundred interested parties.

“You can scan through the profiles like this,” Britney said doing something complex with two of her fingers.

“Why would there be guys on the list?” I asked.

“You told me to keep it broad except for age and smoking. And I thought there might be a reason you haven’t asked me out,” Britney replied.

“Well can you update it to remove guys?” I asked.

“Done, but I can’t get rid of the ones that have matched already,” Britney replied.

I scanned the list. About ninety percent were guys. But there were a couple of attractive girls interspersed amongst them.

“Let’s give it another couple of days and make a short list on Thursday night,” I said.

“Okay, and I’ll remove the guys from the list manually for you,” Britney said.

By the time Thursday night came by, I was excited to see the list. After Britney had culled the guys, there were twenty-five left on the list.

“I can’t believe there are twenty-five girls out there who would date me,” I said.

“Twenty-six if you include me,” Britney said with a smile.

“Let’s work through them,” I said trying to ignore Britney’s leading comment.

“Tell me which ones to match with,” Britney said.

“Okay, tick Bronte from London, Cassie from Miami, Dasha from Volgograd and Martina from Sao Paulo,” I said.

“You have a type don’t you,” Britney said ticking four gorgeous brunettes.

“Now what do I do?” I asked.

“You can send a message to your favourites if you like,” Britney replied.

“I don’t think I could handle multiple conversations at once,” I said.

“You’ve got ’til Christmas,” Britney said with a wink.

“Okay, let’s contact Dasha from Volgograd,” I said.

“What do you want to say?” Britney said.

“If I knew that I wouldn’t still be single. What do you think I should say, love coach?” I asked.

“Something like hi, how are you, I liked your profile and wanted to say hello,” Britney replied.

“Sounds wonderful, thanks Britney,” I said.

Britney sent the message and I stared at the screen.

“She’s in Russia and it’s 3:00 am. You don’t expect a reply now, do you?” Britney asked.

“Sorry, I got a little excited,” I replied.

“I’ll check for a reply tomorrow morning,” Britney said.


CHAPTER THREE


“HI DASHA, HOW are you?” I asked when the Skype call kicked in.

“Very good, Mr Richard. Thank you for contact me,” Dasha replied.

“What time is it in Volgograd?” I asked.

“It’s six in morning here,” Dasha replied.

This was the first time I got to see Dasha in person. While she was attractive in her photos, I knew photos could be enhanced quite easily. A video call was much more difficult to manipulate, and I was pleased with what I saw. Dasha wore a traditional Russian dress with a scarf over her hair. But even still, her gorgeous long brown hair and chocolate brown eyes were a standout.

“Tell me about Volgograd and your work,” I said.

“Volgograd was called Stalingrad until war. It’s Southwest Russia, so winter is cold, but not frozen like North Russia,” Dasha said.

“And what do you do for work?” I asked.

“I work in tractor factory,” Dasha replied.

“Tell me about your family,” I said.

“I not speak with family for ten years,” Dasha said.

“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that,” I said.

“Tell me about Cincinnati, Mr Richard?” Dasha asked.

“Cincinnati is called ‘The Queen of The West’. It’s a beautiful town with wonderful amenities, plenty of things to do and excellent sporting teams,” I replied.

We chatted about our lives in each city and the quality of life. Dasha seemed to be impressed with Cincinnati.

“I hope to come visit sometime,” Dasha said.

“I would love to see you in person,” I said.

“When you want me to come?” Dasha asked.

“Let’s see how we feel in a month’s time,” I replied.

I couldn’t believe this gorgeous girl was single and interested in me. Let alone keen to visit. But after an hour on the video call it was time to say goodbye.

“I’ve loved chatting to you, Dasha. When can we do this again?” I asked.

“Same time next week,” Dasha replied.

We arranged to catch up each Sunday night for the next few weeks.

“You two got along well,” Britney said when the call was over.

“She’s an incredible girl. I’m glad you pushed me into Internet dating,” I said.

“Well, be careful not to get scammed,” Britney said.

“I feel Dasha is genuine and unlikely to scam me,” I said.

“You’ve got another ten matches if you want to run through them,” Britney said.

“I’ll stick with Dasha for now,” I said.

“Okay, but you did promise Auntie Deirdre a resolution by Christmas,” Britney said with a smile.

“I’ll take the risk,” I said.

The second Skype call to Dasha was like contacting a long-lost friend. Excited to see her again, I wasn’t disappointed with the visuals or the conversation. I’d asked Britney to help me put together a list of questions, so I didn’t get tongue-tied. But I hardly referred to them at all. The conversation flowed and I found out all about her life in Russia.

“You’ll never be able to buy a home?” I asked.

“No, not option in Russia,” Dasha replied.

“Even though you have a full-time job?” I asked.

“I earn money for food, clothing and medicine. Nothing more,” Dasha replied.

The third Skype call to Dasha was more relaxed again. I asked her questions about her upbringing and past relationships.

“Who was your last boyfriend?” I asked.

“I lived with Gregory five years,” Dasha replied.

“You must have been young when you dated him,“ I said.

“I live with him when I leave home. At thirteen,” Dasha said.

“So, you were in a relationship at thirteen?” I asked.

“No. I sixteen when start relationship,” Dasha replied.

I was surprised at Dasha’s story but knew little of life in Russia. I’d watched a couple of documentaries since our first call and discovered things were quite different to America. But I took it in my stride and decided any cultural issue could be overcome.

“Who your last girlfriend?” Dasha asked.

“I haven’t had a steady relationship yet,” I replied.

“Late bloomer. Dasha not mind,” Dasha said.

“Yes, and I’m younger than Gregory,” I said.

By the end of the third Skype call, I was ready to move forward. Dasha and I had spent over three hours chatting away and I felt I knew her well enough to take the next step.

“When are you gonna come and visit me here in Cincinnati, Dasha?” I asked.

“I love visit, but don’t have money for ticket,” Dasha replied.

“I’m happy to pay for your tickets and put you up,” I said.

“You sure? Dasha can’t pay back Mr Richard,” Dasha said.

“I understand you don’t have the money. And I want you to come to me,” I said.

“If you serious, I come in two weeks,” Dasha said.

We discussed the logistics of getting Dasha to visit. There were plane tickets to organise, a visa and passport to arrange, and Dasha had to get holidays approved. But a few days after our third Skype call, everything was in place for Dasha to join me in Cincinnati for thirty days. This was to be a trial relationship of sorts. A time for us to connect face-to-face and evolve our relationship from long distance.

“I will see you at the airport in seven days,“ I said.


CHAPTER FOUR


DASHA’S ARRIVAL COULDN’T come soon enough. We had daily Skype calls in the lead up to her arrival, and I was excited to finally meet her in the flesh. And what glorious flesh it was. Waiting at the gate in anticipation of meeting my soulmate for the first time was too exciting for me to handle. But when she walked off the plane and into my arms, all the waiting was worthwhile.

“Welcome to the USA, Dasha,” I said as she threw her arms around me.

“Thank you, Mr Richard, I happy to see you today,” Dasha said.

“But now the moment has arrived, let’s enjoy every second of it,” I said.

“I make sure of that, Mr Richard,” Dasha said with a devilish smile.

Dasha stood before me in a bright red traditional Russian dress with gold patterns up the front, along the neckline and along the bottom. A white short sleeved blouse sat underneath with red highlights around the sleeves. A bright red headband held her long brown hair away from her face, while red two-inch lace up boots completed her outfit. She appeared to have stepped out of a traditional Russian story book.

“I hope you happy with Dasha, Mr Richard?” Dasha asked.

“I am very happy with what I see, Dasha,” I replied with a smile.

“I wear best outfit for you, Mr Richard,” Dasha said.

“Well I appreciate the effort you have gone to for me,” I said.

“You handsome, Mr Richard,” Dasha said leaning in to kiss me.

“Thank you, Dasha. But you can call me Richard,” I said.

“And you’re more beautiful than I imagined, Dasha,” I added.

“Thank you, Mr Richard. Happy, you like Dasha. You make me red,” Dasha said.

Dasha was taller than I expected. With a two-inch heel she stood around six foot. But I imagined we’d be the same height if she was barefoot. What hit me first about Dasha was her soapy smell. There was no floral fragrance, only a velvet aroma lingering about her body. It emanated stronger from her hair and was a clean smell. But unusual for an attractive girl in the USA.

“Shall we go and get your bags now, Dasha?” I asked.

“Yes please, Mr Richard. I have one red bag in airplane,” Dasha replied.

It seemed the Mr Richard thing would keep going for a while. But I didn’t mind. It was a sign of respect and that was never a bad thing.

“Would you like a coffee while we wait?” I asked.

“Yes, Mr Richard. Help me stay awake,” Dasha replied.

I wrapped my arm around Dasha and walked her to the baggage collection area via a coffee stand. I felt pride in being seen close to her.

“Coffee taste fresh. Like flower,” Dasha said.

“It’s freshly ground coffee beans,” I said.

“Not powder?” Dasha asked showing a real smile for the first time.

“No, fresh. That’s what the noise was as they made it,” I replied.

As we sat, I thoroughly checked out Dasha and marvelled at her beauty. While her makeup was minimal and her hair tied back, her gorgeous chocolate brown eyes demanded attention. With dramatic eyeliner and bold eye shadow, she’d managed to promote her greatest asset. Well that and her legs. While pale white, they were toned and shapely. It was hard to see anything more, as the traditional clothing covered up far more than it showed.

“We have thirty days to get to know each other,” I said on the drive home.

“We live like married couple,” Dasha said.

“No, that’s okay. I don’t expect you to play wife,” I said.

“Why? You not like Dasha?” Dasha asked alarmed.

“No, that’s not it at all. I like Dasha very much. I don’t want you to feel pressured,” I replied.

“Mr Richard pay for wife. So, Dasha be wife,” Dasha said.

“That’s fine. But don’t feel I bought you. You are free to stay with me as a friend,” I said.

“You not want sex with Dasha?” Dasha asked.

I saw myself getting deeper into a hole. I needed to back out and do it fast.

“Please consider yourself a guest in my home. No pressure for you to be my wife. No pressure for us to have sex,” I replied.

Dasha reached across and put her hand on my thigh. It stayed there throughout the twenty-minute drive home.

“I’ve set up a beautiful room for you to stay in,” I said.

“I stay in Mr Richard room,” Dasha said.

“You are welcome to stay with me. But don’t think you have too,” I said.

“You not think Dasha pretty?” Dasha asked.

“I think you are gorgeous,” I replied.

“Then Dasha stay in Mr Richard room,” Dasha said.

There was no doubt about it, there was a culture chasm between us. But it was fun and playful. And it brightened up my day to have to think clearly about everything I said. Finally, we pulled into the driveway of my home.

“You not tell me you rich, Mr Richard,” Dasha said.

“Oh, I’m not rich,” I replied.

“But you live in mansion, Mr Richard,” Dasha said.

“No, it’s merely the typical mid-west home in America,” I said.

“In Russia, this home hold five families,” Dasha said.

“I have my niece staying with me. Else it’s just me here,” I said.

“Does niece stay in room with Mr Richard?” Dasha asked.

“No, she has her own room to sleep in,” I replied.

“Is niece prettier than Dasha?” Dasha asked.

“No, she’s my family. I don’t think of her that way,” I replied.

As I pulled out Dasha’s suitcase, Britney came to greet us.

“Hello Dasha, I’m Britney. I’ve heard so much about you,” Britney said.

“Why you say she not pretty, Mr Richard?” Dasha asked.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


DASHA SLEPT FOR sixteen hours straight following the twenty-one-hour flight from Russia. Not wanting to disturb her, I slept in the spare room. When she finally surfaced mid-afternoon on the Friday, she wandered into the lounge room wearing her everyday attire. Rather than the bright red traditional dress, Dasha wore a bright orange and blue peasant dress. It covered her from head to toe and the tailoring was akin to her wearing a wheat sack.

“Good afternoon, Dasha. I hope you had a wonderful sleep,” I said.

“Yes, thank you. Mr Richard have most comfortable bed,” Dasha said.

“Well, I’m glad you like it. Thirty days is a long time for no sleep,” I said.

“Yes, Dasha ready for sex, Mr Richard,” Dasha said misreading my concern.

“We have about two hours before we need to head over to see my Mum and Dad,” I said.

“You want Dasha meet parents so soon, Mr Richard,” Dasha said with a smile.

“Well, we always get together for dinner on a Friday night. It’s tradition,” I said.

“Nice you close to family, Mr Richard. We get on well,” Dasha said.

The next two hours disappeared in a flash. I provided a grand tour of the house, while Dasha marvelled at the luxury of it all. I’d never considered myself especially well off but started to consider how lucky I was to have been given the opportunities by my parents. Things could have been much worse. That’s for sure.

Britney arrived home from work about an hour later. She’d caught a lift with one of my Accounts team. There was no need for both of us to take the day off.

“Hey Dasha. How has your first day in the USA been?” Britney asked.

“Very good, Miss Britney. I sleep until one hour ago,” Dasha replied.

After changing for dinner Britney joined Dasha and me in the lounge.

“Where you get sexy clothes?” Dasha asked.

“Why thank you, Dasha. I got this from a little shop in town,” Britney replied.

“Perhaps, Britney could share the best shopping areas with you,” I suggested.

“Dasha already have three sets of clothing,” Dasha said.

“Is that all you have? I couldn’t imagine not having a wardrobe full of clothes,” Britney said.

“Not possible in Russia,” Dasha said.

Dasha changed into her bright red outfit, and we hit the road for the five-minute drive to see Mum and Dad. I was excited about bringing a woman other than Britney to the house for the first time. And I saw the excitement in Dasha’s eyes. As we drove through the suburban streets Dasha was awe-inspired by the homes we passed.

“Is everyone in America rich?” Dasha asked.

Once we arrived, I opened the door for Dasha and held her hand as we walked inside.

“Mum, Dad this is my girlfriend Dasha,” I said trying hard to contain my pride.

“You’re right, Richard. She’s prettier than Britney,” Mum said much to Britney’s chagrin.

“Thank you, Mrs Dobson,” Dasha said.

“You can call me Deirdre,” Mum said.

Mum walked into the kitchen and emerged ten seconds later with a bottle of champagne.

”To my future daughter-in-law,” Mum toasted.

“To future mother-in-law, Mrs Deirdre,” Dasha replied.

Well at least she’s impressed Mum. One huge tick for Dasha.

After several rounds of quick-fire questions, we sat down to enjoy a hearty home cooked meal. Mum had gone all out and served up roast beef with seasonal vegetables and roasted potatoes.

“You eat like this every night?” Dasha asked.

“This would be a celebration meal,” I replied.

“Rubbish boy. This is how your father dines every night,” Mum said.

“I like your dress. Is it traditional Russian?” Dad asked.

“Yes, this my festival dress,” Dasha replied.

“Well, it certainly sets the festive mood,” Dad said.

“Yes, Dasha not have sexy clothes, like Miss Britney,” Dasha said.

“Well, you look just as pretty as Britney,” I said.

“You tell Dasha Miss Britney not pretty,” Dasha said.

I was caught between the devil and the deep blue sea. So, ignored the comment and barbs heading my way from Britney.

“Well, if Richard’s not going to do the right thing, I’ll have too,” Mum said.

“What do you mean, Mum?” I asked.

“Here, Dasha dear. This should help you buy some American clothes,” Mum replied handing over five-hundred dollars.

“Mum, you don’t need to be that generous,” I said.

“Don’t worry. It’s coming from your inheritance. I’m hoping it will bring forward the grandchildren. So, it’s an investment,” Mum said.

“Thank you, Mrs Deirdre. You very kind,” Dasha said.

“Perhaps Britney can take you shopping tomorrow morning,” Mum said.

“That wonderful, Miss Britney. I think we be friends,” Dasha said.

“Yes, I’d love to take you shopping,” Britney said poorly attempting to force a smile.

“It’s settled. Next Friday I expect to see you dressed to thrill,” Mum said.

The evening had promptly rolled out of control. But that’s invariably what happened when Mum got a bee in her bonnet about something. Though I couldn’t recall ever seeing her as happy as that night. She smelt blood and was on the hunt for my future wife. I sat there wondering whether I would have a say in my future, or whether it was a fait accompli. But at this early stage I took it all as a positive.

“Well, I’d like to welcome you to the family, Dasha,” Dad toasted.

“Thank you, Mr Donald. I feel happy to meet you all,” Dasha said.

The love fest continued for the rest of the night. The only one not enamoured with Dasha appeared to be Britney. But with the comments landing badly her way, I put that down to the difficulty of international communications.


CHAPTER SIX


I AWOKE ON Saturday morning to an empty bed. Staggering downstairs, the smell of pancakes hit me a minute before the sight of a plethora of yummy breakfast food. There were eggs, bacon, baked beans, black pudding, hash browns, toast and even some type of sauerkraut. The pancakes continued to be stacked up by the stove.

“Sit and eat, Mr Richard. You need strength today,” Dasha said.

“You didn’t need to do all this for me,” I said.

“Mrs Deirdre. She know way to man’s heart through stomach,” Dasha said.

There was no way I could head her off this track. So, I sat and enjoyed the best breakfast I’d eaten in many years.

Britney walked into the kitchen as I was about halfway through the meal.

“Good morning, sunshine. Grab some breakfast. There’s far too much for me,” I said.

Glancing across, I saw Dasha nod her head allowing Britney to sit. It seemed the wolf pack had quickly established an alpha. And Britney was determined not to challenge her leadership.

“How about we head out to the shops around 10:00 am?” I suggested.

“Works for me, if it’s fine with you, Dasha?” Britney asked.

“Yes, give me time clean house before shops,” Dasha replied.

“You don’t need to do that,” I said immediately ruing the comment before it was completed.

After a few minutes’ explanation of the home-makers duties, Dasha let it go.

“What sort of clothes are you hoping to buy?” I asked.

“Dasha want party clothes, date clothes and sex clothes,” Dasha replied.

I looked away from Britney and kept my head down hoping to disappear from view.

“Well, I can help you with the party clothes and the date clothes,” Britney said.

“No sex clothes?” Dasha asked.

“I’m not sure what you mean,” Britney replied.

“No wonder you not have boyfriend,” Dasha said.

“I’m sure there’s another description for sex clothes,” I said.

“Sex clothes. Victoria Secret,” Dasha said.

“Oh, you mean lingerie. Yes, I can help you with that too,” Britney said.

“I knew there’d be a simple explanation,” I said.

Being the only driver in the house, I chauffeured Dasha and Britney the ten-minutes to Rookwood Commons and Pavilion. With a broad selection of clothing stores, including Victoria’s Secret, the girls headed for the fashion stores while I headed into Whole Foods. Not that I was hungry. I didn’t think I’d need to eat again for a few days. But I wanted to treat Dasha to a few high-quality bottles of wine during her visit.

After half an hour, my phone dinged. It was from Britney, so I opened the message. What greeted me was a photo of a perfect pair of breasts in a see-through white negligée. Not being certain whether it was from Britney or not, I ignored it. My phone dinged again.

“You like this?” a message read from Britney.

“Britney, I’m not sure this is appropriate,” I responded.

“This Dasha. Do you like?” the follow-up message read.

“It’s delightful,” I responded with two thumbs up emojis.

I made a note to myself to urgently find a phone for Dasha. This was way too dangerous, otherwise.

A minute of two later, there was another ding of my phone.

“You like Russian red or black?” the next message read.

I opened the attachment and saw they were of women’s panties. I knew the red pair were being modelled by a brunette. Because they were see-through.

As I stared closely at the panties, I noticed the red panties had a noticeable bulge in the crutch area. Wow, she must really be ‘au naturel’. I probably needed to take her to a beauty salon during her stay. While both bushed out in the crutch, the black panties were harder to see clearly.

“Both are lovely,” I responded.

“Pick one. Or I get both?” the next message read.

“I like the Russian red,” I responded.

“Good. Red Dasha. Black Britney,” the final message read.

I didn’t want to think about that disclosure. Please let that be all from Victoria’s Secret.

I met up with the girls for lunch an hour later. I’d bought Dasha a mobile phone and handed it to her. Unfortunately, the battery was not charged, so it could not be deployed during the shopping expedition.

“Can you take us to the Cincinnati Premium Outlets?” Britney asked over fruit smoothies.

“Britney say stretch Dasha money, Mr Richard,” Dasha added.

The outlet was a thirty-minute drive, but it was worth it as Dasha warmed my thigh the entire trip. She dressed in her traditional Russian clothing, but I felt something more sensual lurked below.

“Can we borrow your credit card?” Britney said when I’d parked the car.

“Why on Earth would you want that?” I asked.

“I buy sex clothes and date clothes for you, Mr Richard,” Dasha replied.

When it was put like that, I had little option but to comply.

“Please don’t pick anything too over the top,” I said glancing at Britney.

I sat in a bookstore and browsed for a new inspiring read. The new Yumi Cox book looked promising. About two hours later, I noticed a stunning young woman walk into the store. As I scanned up her body, I took note. Red four-inch stiletto leather ankle boots. Check. Black sheer stay-up stockings. Check. Black leather micro mini skirt. Check. This girl was stunning. Red cotton skin-tight blouse with plunging neckline. Check. And then there was only the face to see.

“Mr Richard? You like date clothes?” Dasha asked.

I didn’t know how to respond. I’d literally never been this close to a perfect ten in my life.

“Mr Richard like,” Dasha said smiling broadly.

Scanning around the shop, every set of eyes were on Dasha’s breasts or arse.


CHAPTER SEVEN


DASHA’S TRANSFORMATION WAS incredible. Not only had she bought a range of sexy clothing, but she had visited a makeup store and been given a makeover. I struggled to watch the road on the way home.

“I want to take you out for dinner to celebrate,” I said.

“Thank you, Mr Richard,” Dasha replied.

I booked us a table at Eli’s BBQ, my favourite restaurant in Cincinnati. I wanted to give Dasha a real taste for American food. And Eli’s BBQ delivered that in spades. The pulled pork was exceptional, but my favourites were the Hickory Smoked Ribs and Smoked Chicken Wings. Both were to die for.

Britney helped me get dressed for the evening. I not only had new clothes but Dasha had bought product for my hair and sexy new underwear. I wanted to impress Dasha but wasn’t quite sure how to do it.

“How do I look, Britney?” I asked.

“Anyone would be glad to see you across the table on a date,” Britney replied.

When I walked out to see Dasha, her smile said it all. She was glad to see me dressed for her. I was more than happy with her choice in outfit. She even wore a subtle floral perfume. Heading to the car arm in arm with Dasha was like a scene from a movie. Something familiar that I never imagined I’d experience. But dreamed of forever.

I parked by the banks of the Ohio River, and we walked the five minutes to Eli’s BBQ. Along the path, every guy wanted to change places with me. I felt it in their cold hard stares. But Dasha only had eyes for me. And I had nothing but visions of the romantic night to come. I felt I’d truly met my soulmate.

“What Hickory Smoked Ribs?” Dasha asked as we perused the menus.

“They are pork cooked slowly over a hickory wood fire. Very rich and tender,” I replied.

“What Cold Slaw?” Dasha asked.

“That’s Coleslaw. And it is finely shredded raw cabbage with a mayonnaise dressing,” I replied.

Remembering virtually everything on the menu was foreign to Dasha, I took the lead and ran her through the menu top to bottom. I even walked her over to the kitchen and pointed out some highlight items. I ended up ordering Hickory Smoked Ribs, Chicken Wings and Creamy Southern Coleslaw for us to share. A serve of Jalapeno Cornbread provided the perfect accompaniment.

“Did you have a fun day of shopping?” I asked once orders were out of the way.

“It very exciting, Mr Richard,” Dasha replied.

“Well, I think you look stunning and wanted to celebrate,” I said.

“You very handsome, Mr Richard,” Dasha said.

I was out of my comfort zone, but thoroughly enjoyed the experience. I’d always been in control of my life. Master of my own destiny, you might say. But now, sitting here with this incredible woman, I felt exposed but not alone. And it was definitely the sort of feeling I could get used to.

When the wings arrived, I noticed Dasha try to eat them with a fork.

“Here, this is the only way to eat wings,” I said picking one up and ripping the flesh from the bone.

I fed the flesh to Dasha, who gleefully accepted, lighting up her face as the dry rub and BBQ sauce hit her taste buds for the first time.

Dasha got a little playful over dinner. As I tucked into another set of ribs, I felt the toe of her boot work up towards my crotch. With the flexibility of a Romanian gymnast, she gently poked and probed my cock towards full hardness. Feeling a little exposed, I had to move her foot away before I soiled myself. I felt like a firecracker ready to explode. I simply didn’t want to do it there and then.

After plenty of food sharing and finger licking, we cleaned up before I paid the check.

“Thank you to share favourite restaurant, Mr Richard. It wonderful night,” Dasha said.

“I’m glad you liked it,” I said.

“Can we dance, Mr Richard?” Dasha asked.

Unable to resist Dasha’s charms, the answer was only gonna be yes. Dasha lead me to the back of the restaurant where a small record player sat next to a milk crate full of records. Flipping through the records, Dasha pulled out an old disk and placed it on the player.

“You know Moscow Nights?” Dasha asked.

Dasha stood toe to toe with me and proceeded to lead me through a sexy and sultry dance. With her four-inch heels my eyes landed at about her mouth level. I didn’t mind being dominated, but the sensual moves she made ensured every eye in the place was transfixed on us for the duration of the dance. I’d never felt that exposed and on show. But I took it in my stride knowing I danced with the most beautiful girl in Cincinnati.

Arriving back home around 11:00 pm, Dasha pushed me against the door and kissed me deeply. I felt her tongue burst through my lips and wrestle playfully with my own. Dasha pinned me to the door with her ample bosoms. I was unable to move, but not considering it anyway.

Pulling me back from the door, Dasha backed over to the lounge where she pulled me down on top of her. Her hands moved to my arse before running inside and undoing my belt.

“Dasha want Mr Richard inside Dasha,” Dasha moaned.

And then the light came on.

“I’m sorry. I heard crashing and was worried we had burglars,” Britney said.

“No, just a couple of people who are old enough to know better,” I said.

“Did you have a wonderful night?” Britney asked.

“Yes,” I replied.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


DASHA WAS UP before me on Monday morning. By the time I showered and got downstairs, a full cooked breakfast awaited me. Dasha was dressed beautifully and had a full face of makeup. She worked the kitchen perfectly wearing four-inch stiletto heels.

“You must keep strength up, Mr Richard,” Dasha said.

“Thank you for looking after me, Dasha,” I said.

Britney was unusually quiet on the way to work. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it but assumed she may have been embarrassed about Saturday night.

“Thank you for taking Dasha shopping,” I said.

“Yeah, I could tell you were impressed with her purchases when I walked in on you,” Britney said.

“Don’t worry, you didn’t burst in on anything too serious,” I said.

“Well it’s nice to know you weren’t gonna do it on the lounge,” Britney said.

“Have I done something to offend you?” I asked.

“Don’t worry about me. Not now you have Dasha servicing your every need,” Britney replied.

Britney remained a little frosty throughout the day. I was quite happy to be heading home, to break the moment. It can be hard to work and live with someone when a dispute arises. Hard to get away and clear your head.

I found it hard to hide my excitement on the journey home. I knew Dasha would be busy during the day. And I knew she was taking the whole trial wife experience seriously. But I wasn’t quite ready for what I saw when I walked in the door.

“Let me take bag, Mr Richard,” Dasha said as she greeted me with a kiss.

“Thank you, Dasha. How was your day?” I asked.

“Very good, Mr Richard. You come through. I have slippers waiting for you,” Dasha replied leading me to the lounge.

“Something smells wonderful,” I said.

“Thank you, Mr Richard. I try new perfume,” Dasha said.

“I meant the dinner. But you smell lovely too,” I said.

With a beer in my hand and my slippers on, I sat in front of the television while Dasha prepared dinner. She rocked her new outfit. She’d straightened her hair and pulled it away from her face to highlight her high cheekbones and gorgeous eyes.

“What’s for dinner?” I asked.

“I prepare American dinner. Meatloaf and cornbread. Dasha hope you like, Mr Richard,” Dasha replied.

“Sounds delightful,” I said.

The smells emanating from the kitchen were delicious.

“How did you learn to cook American food?” I asked.

“Dasha ask Google. She show me YouTube,” Dasha replied.

“Well, it smells divine,” I said.

As I sat on the couch, I scanned the room. Everything was clean and tidy and exactly in the perfect place.

“Have you done some cleaning today?” I asked.

“Dasha clean house. Kitchen, lounge, bathrooms, bedrooms. All of it,” Dasha replied.

“Wow, you have been busy,” I said.

The second I finished my beer, a full one was inserted in its place. Dasha’s efficiency and attention to detail was something to behold. I could get used to this sort of treatment.

“Do you want me to set the table for dinner?” Britney asked as she came down the stairs.

“Table ready, Miss Britney,” Dasha replied.

The smell of warm cornbread enticed my hunger pains as Dasha started loading food onto the table.

“Dinner ready, Mr Richard,” Dasha said.

“It sure smells delicious,” I said approaching the table.

What stood before me was a feast. In addition to the two bottles of wine, there was a massive meatloaf, two loaves of corn bread, three bowls of seasonal vegetables and a gigantic bowl of seasoned friend potatoes. It seemed more than enough to feed a dozen people.

“Dasha hope you like, Mr Richard,” Dasha said.

Dasha removed her apron to unveil a white see-through blouse and tight pair of black leather pants tucked into black four-inch stiletto suede boots. I felt my pants tighten the instant I saw her.

“You look stunning. Is that another outfit from the weekend?” I asked.

“Yes. Britney say you like Dasha in it,” Dasha replied.

“Well Britney sure is right,” I said.

“Dasha wear sex clothes after dinner,” Dasha said.

“I look forward to that,” I said feeling a little embarrassed.

Britney was extremely quiet over dinner. I tried several times to engage her in the conversation, but she seemed aloof and distant. In all the time we’d spent together I’d never seen her like this.

“How do you like the meatloaf, Britney?” I asked.

“It’s tasty, thank you,” Britney replied.

Unable to engage the table in conversation I decided to change the subject.

“How about we invite Mum and Dad over for dinner on Friday night?” I suggested.

“But we always go over there,” Britney said.

“Now we have a reason to invite them over,” I said.

“Dasha cook for Mum and Dad,” Dasha said.

“As long as you think you are ready for it,” I said.

“Dasha show Mum. Dasha good cook,” Dasha said.

“It’s settled. I’ll let them know we’ll host this week,” I said.

The meatloaf tasted as delicious as it looked. Cooked to perfection, it was moist and tender but unusually spicy too.

“What have you put in the meatloaf?” I said.

“You like Dasha cooking?” Dasha asked.

“It’s the best meatloaf I’ve ever had,” I replied.

After dinner Britney excused herself. I helped Dasha clear the table before the two of us curled up on the lounge and drank hot chocolate.

“You really are a wonderful cook,” I said.

“Thank you, Mr Richard. You make Dasha better,” Dasha said.

Lying in bed after turning the lights off, I wrapped my arm around Dasha and pulled her tight.

“Dasha do something better than cook,” Dasha said with a broad smile.

“I don’t want to put you under any pressure,” I said.

As a first step towards intimacy, I fell asleep spooning Dasha.


CHAPTER NINE


FRIDAY MORNING, I awoke to delicious smells emanating from the kitchen. Dasha had cooked up a storm, with bacon, eggs, hash browns, baked beans and even some fruit salad. While her portion sizes were still a wee bit excessive, the taste of her banquet was better than ninety percent of the cafes in Cincinnati.

“Are you sure you are comfortable hosting dinner tonight?” I asked over breakfast.

“Yes, Mr Richard. You be proud with Dasha. Russian dinner,” Dasha replied.

“What did you have in mind for the menu?” I asked tentatively.

“Kholodets and Königsberger Klopse,” Dasha replied.

“While it would be lovely to have a traditional Russian meal. Perhaps we should save that for a festive occasion?” I suggested.

“Dasha cook goat brains and lamb hearts. Mr Putin favourite,” Dasha replied.

“How about some of that wonderful meatloaf you cooked the other night?” I suggested.

“Okey dokey, Mr Richard. I cook Sushki as extra treat also,” Dasha replied.

With the menu out of the way, it was time to head to work. Britney was still unusually quiet.

“I need to thank you for helping me find Dasha,” I said.

“Yes, it’s happened so quickly,” Britney said.

“Perhaps you should post a profile,” I said.

“I’m fine. I have plenty of time,” Britney said.

She seemed unwilling to open up, so I resisted pushing her too hard.

Work was chaotic. It was end of month and last-minute sales poured through the door. But at least being busy took my mind off the dinner event. More like an extravaganza if I knew Dasha. Britney had hardly said a word to me throughout the day. I tried to engage her on the drive home.

“How do you think Dasha would fit in longer term?” I asked.

“I think the house wouldn’t be large enough for the three of us,” Britney replied.

“I thought you girls got along famously,” I said.

“I never said that. But it’s not about me. It’s your house,” Britney replied getting quite frosty.

Pulling up to the driveway, I noticed it had been blocked off with a piece of rope. A sign mid-way read ‘Please park on road’.

“That’s weird. I wonder what that’s all about?” I asked.

“Nothing would surprise me,” Britney replied.

“Welcome home, Mr Richard,” Dasha said as I got out of the car.

“What’s with the driveway?” I asked.

“Dasha clean for tonight. No car please,” Dasha replied.

As I walked to the front door, I noticed it wasn’t only the driveway that had been cleaned.

“Take off shoes,” Dasha said.

I did as requested and walked inside. Dasha was busily moving between the kitchen and the dining room.

“Do you need a hand?” I asked.

“You work hard, Mr Richard. Now Dasha turn,” Dasha replied.

“I put clothes on bed. Please shave, shower and dress, Mr Richard,” Dasha said.

“You didn’t need to do that,” I said.

“Dinner be perfect. Miss Britney, I have clothes for you too,” Dasha said.

The expression on Britney’s face was something I’d never seen before. She was such a happy and positive person. But the scowl she gave Dasha could have frozen a fire.

I wandered off to get ready for dinner.

“You’ve got to be joking,” Britney said loudly.

“What’s wrong, Britney?” I asked.

“I don’t have to wear this, do I?” Britney replied.

I walked into Britney’s room to see her holding up some bib and brace overalls covered in blue and yellow flowers, a matching headband, a white t-shirt and white runners.

“I’m eighteen months younger than she is. I’m not twelve years old,” Britney added.

“Look, it’s an important event for Dasha. If you don’t mind going along with her this once, I’d appreciate it,” I said.

Britney begrudgingly complied with my wishes. She knew it was my home, and she was a visitor too.

Walking back into my bedroom, I found the clothes picked out for me. Faded blue jeans, a light blue button-down collared cotton shirt and black slip on shoes awaited me.

“I hope you like clothes, Mr Richard. You very handsome. Like Mr Vladimir,” Dasha said walking into the bedroom.

“They are nice. Did you bring them from Russia?” I asked.

“Yes, they Putin range. Very trendy,” Dasha replied.

I headed downstairs to watch the news while Dasha got dressed for dinner.

“You look like a poor man’s Russian president,” Britney said laughing.

I took it on the chin and resisted the comeback. Wearing the clothes of a teenager was punishment enough.

Dasha walked down the stairs five minutes later.

“You like, Mr Richard?” Dasha asked.

As I turned around, I felt my heart start to pound and my pants tighten. Dasha wore a tight brown pair of leather jeans with a black long-sleeved cotton blouse that was laced all the way from her breasts to her naval. Her hair was straightened, her makeup included smoky eyes and bright red lipstick. And her pants were tucked into a pair of black suede five-inch stiletto ankle boots.

“You are stunning. Truly breath-taking,” I replied.

“Glad you like Dasha, Mr Richard,” Dasha said.

“Oh, I more than like,” I said.

“Settle down you two. Get a room,” Britney said.

Less than ten minutes later the doorbell rang.

”I’ll get it,” I said heading for the door.

Mum and Dad looked at me a little weirdly.

“Dasha bought me some new clothes. From Russia,” I said.

The meal was a roaring success. Mum and Dad adored the meatloaf. Best either had ever tasted. And since Dad had been eating Mum’s meatloaf for forty years, that was a strong recommendation. The wine and conversation flowed. All was going smoothly until Mum put her foot in it.

“Don’t you look sweet tonight, Britney,” Mum said.

“If I was a twelve-year-old child,” Britney said.

“Then, why are you wearing it?” Mum asked.

“Because the transgender girl from Russia didn’t like the competition,” Britney replied before storming out of the house crying.


CHAPTER TEN


DASHA TOOK BRITNEY’S outburst in her stride. It seemed she was completely unflappable. She carried on with the dinner as if nothing had happened. And soon my parents had settled back into the evening meal.

“Britney hasn’t been well all week,” I said.

“She looked a little pale,” Mum said.

No-one mentioned the transgender word again that night. I would have been surprised if Mum or Dad had brought it up. I would have doubted they’d heard the comment, let alone understood it. But I was shocked and concerned. Why had Britney claimed Dasha was transgender? And why would Britney raise it now? I had plenty of questions running through my mind for the rest of the night.

Britney didn’t return until after Mum and Dad had gone. I wasn’t sure if she waited ’til they left, or if it was coincidence, but she walked back in around half an hour after my parents left. That left Dasha and me a solid thirty minutes to discuss her outburst.

“Why did Britney say those things about you?” I said.

“What things?” Dasha asked.

“She claimed you didn’t like the competition,” I replied.

“Is true. Miss Britney pretty girl. But Dasha lucky you not want pretty girl,” Dasha said.

“I’m not sure what you mean,” I said.

“Miss Britney pretty girl. She find man tomorrow. But Dasha need special man,” Dasha said.

I was still no closer to understanding what any of it meant.

“Yes, Britney is a pretty girl. But she’s part of my family. I’m not interested in her romantically,” I said.

“That why Miss Britney upset,” Dasha said.

“There’s nothing between Britney and me,” I said.

“I know. You like special girl like Dasha,” Dasha said.

“What do you mean by special girl?” I asked.

“Britney born pretty. Dasha become pretty,” Dasha replied.

Again, this was interesting but not answering my question.

“You think Dasha pretty, Mr Richard?” Dasha asked.

“Yes, I think you are very attractive, Dasha,” I replied.

“Transgender girl like Dasha. Hard life in Russia. No nice clothes, makeup, shoes, pretty hair or husband,” Dasha said.

Again, Dasha seemed to be quite fine with the transgender description.

“For Dasha. Surgery not option. Not unless come to USA,” Dasha said.

My assumption from Dasha’s comment was that while she presented female. She may not have the womanly equipment downstairs.

“Dasha come USA for new life. To become woman. To become wife,” Dasha said.

“I didn’t know you were transgender, Dasha. And I don’t know what that even means,” I said.

“My profile say transgender. Why you bring Dasha to USA?” Dasha asked starting to get a little upset.

“This is all a bit of a shock for me, Dasha,” I replied.

“Dasha not hide transgender. Mr Richard want transgender girl,” Dasha said.

“Britney set up my profile and showed me photos. I left it all up to her,” I said.

And then the penny dropped. Britney had offered to help me, and I had placed full faith in her motives. But she knew my Mum had told me to find a wife by Christmas or marry Britney. Had she done this on purpose? Why would someone play with people’s lives like that? Why would she do this horrible thing to Dasha?

“I need some space to think, Dasha,” I said.

“Mr Richard not think Dasha pretty?” Dasha asked.

“You are very beautiful Dasha. That’s not the issue,” I replied.

Dasha moved close to me on the couch.

“Mr Richard think Dasha beautiful. And Dasha think Mr Richard handsome,” Dasha said leaning in to kiss me.

Britney’s timing was perfect yet again, walking in the second our lips met.

“What are you doing? Why are you kissing Dasha? Have you turned gay?” Britney said.

Dasha’s kiss was delicious but short.

“I think you have some explaining to do young lady. Dasha can you please give us some time alone?” I asked.

“Dasha clean up. Wait for Mr Richard in bed,” Dasha replied.

As Dasha stood up and walked into the kitchen, my mind buzzed about a million miles an hour. How could this stunning woman be transgender? What did that even mean?

“Now, can you please explain what that outburst at dinner was about?” I asked.

Britney scowled at me but said nothing for a long time.

“I’m sorry. I was frustrated,” Britney replied.

“That’s not telling me much,” I said.

“I’ve been staying with you for a year and trying to let you know how I feel,” Britney said.

“But as I’ve said before. We’re family and you’re very young,” I said.

“Dasha is only eighteen months older,” Britney said.

“But she’s not family,” I said.

“She took over the house and made me wear kiddie clothes,” Britney said.

“But bringing her here was to test the relationship,” I said.

“I never imagined you’d fall for her. I thought you’d send her home,” Britney said.

“Why would I go to the expense and trouble to bring her here if I wasn’t serious?” I asked.

“I know it sounds bad. But I didn’t think I’d hurt anyone,” Britney replied.

“You knew Dasha was transgender all along, didn’t you?” I asked.

“Sure, Dasha was up front in her profile,” Britney replied.

“You’ve left me in a difficult position, Britney. What should I do?” I asked.

“As I see it you have a choice between two potential brides. One born female and one not. And you need to make a decision,” Britney replied.

“Again, you and I aren’t going to happen. And how could I trust you now?” I said.

Dasha had finished cleaning up and disappeared into the bedroom. When I walked in, she was dressed in nothing but a white baby doll.

“Come here. Let Dasha show Mr Richard love,” Dasha said.

She looked stunning in the soft light. From her sparkling eyes to her luscious lips to her pert breasts to her curvaceous hips, she was every part woman.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


AS I WALKED towards the bed, I saw Dasha’s four-inch uncut cock for the first time. That wasn’t what I expected to see laying a mere foot away from a stunning pair of breasts. But it was uncut and devoid of hair. Very much unlike mine. Very much feminine, and less confronting than I expected.

“Dasha show Mr Richard hers. Mr Richard show Dasha his,” Dasha said.

I stood by the bed caught between excitement and dread. But after this night, I needed something more than another round of blue balls.

In fine Putin style, I pulled my still buttoned shirt over my head. Ripping it was a step beyond me and could have ended badly. As my jeans dropped to the floor, my boxers tented, revealing my true feelings for Dasha.

“I like, Mr Richard. But Dasha want to see more,” Dasha said.

With an offer like that, how could I resist?

As I pulled down my boxers, I saw Dasha start to massage her cock. It reacted instantly, and I was fascinated by the rolling back of the foreskin as it grew before my eyes.

“Dasha like what she see,” Dasha said.

“Well, I also like what I see,” I said.

“Come lie on bed. Kiss Dasha,” Dasha said.

I stepped out of the clothes pooling at my feet and launched myself up onto the bed.

“I’ve limited experience with women before,” I said.

“Not worry. Dasha too,” Dasha said smiling.

I lay on the bed and stared into Dasha’s almost black eyes. I saw anticipation, and lust but with a hint of pain I’d never noticed before. Dasha grabbed my hand and slowly moved it towards her cock.

“I’ve never been with a man before, either,” I said.

“Dasha not man. Dasha special woman,” Dasha said kissing me gently.

Dasha placed my hand on her cock and showed me how to massage it. Her skin was soft, yet the blood pumped hard through her veins. With her tongue in my mouth and my hand gently massaging her cock, I felt Dasha’s hand move onto my cock.

“You have dick like Putin,” Dasha said.

I’m not sure how Dasha knew of the comparison but took it as a Russian compliment. I enjoyed sharing intimate time with Dasha. There was no pressure to perform. Yet I was learning the love-making craft from a skilled artisan.

“I don’t think I’ll be able to hold out too long,” I said.

“First time always quick,” Dasha said.

As my breathing quickened and I felt I was about to come, Dasha rolled me over. Her gorgeous face stared down at me as she rubbed her body sensually against mine. Each time I felt our cocks touch, a jolt of electricity ran through my being. Dasha slowed the pace and ground away at my torso to give both cocks maximum pleasure.

“I’m gonna come,” I moaned breathlessly.

Seconds later I felt a warmth move up my six-pack and chest, followed by a second wave less than ten seconds later. Sweaty and sticky, Dasha stopped rubbing and lay on me while our tongues danced.

“You need taste, Mr Richard,” Dasha said wiping nectar from her chest and placing her finger against my lips.

Marvelling at Dasha’s gorgeous smile, I cupped her head with both hands and kissed her hard and deep. My tongue took over the dominant role as I started to gain confidence.

“You ready next treat?” Dasha asked.

“I’m ready for anything,” I replied.

Dasha rolled off me, and we lay side by side kissing. Her floral fragrance invaded my nostrils as I stroked her hair and shoulders.

“Mr Richard suck Dasha. Dasha show Mr Richard,” Dasha said before flipping over to place me face to face with her semi-flaccid cock.

I wasn’t sure how to approach the sucking part, but Dasha led the way as a gifted teacher should. She reached out and held my cock up before placing kisses on the head. I followed suit in as if learning from a YouTube tutorial.

“Yes, Mr Richard,” Dasha said encouragingly.

Watching the reaction of Dasha’s cock to my kisses, I started to gently massage her shaft with my hand before kissing my way around the cock head. By this stage Dasha had taken me in her mouth and sucked while massaging my shaft.

“Oh, fuck. That’s delightful,” I said.

I started to get the hang of the monkey see, monkey do instruction. Dasha had worked my shaft rock hard and moved her hand and mouth with vigour. I struggled to focus on pleasing her as the blood rushed from my brain.

“Relax. Enjoy,” Dasha said.

Unable to maintain control I had no option but to give in to the pleasure of Dasha’s actions. She’d moved from gentle kisses and sucking to full-on deep throating. I felt her second hand massage my balls before a finger shot up my arse and massaged my G-spot. My body quivered in pure ecstasy as I closed my eyes and lapped up the moment.

“That’s amazing,” I moaned.

Dasha’s rhythmic sucking had me on the verge of another orgasm. But it was her prostate probing that made me lose all control. I felt like peeing myself each time she hit the target. But finally, I could hold back no longer.

As Dasha deep throated me for the fifth time, I shot my load down her throat. Instinctively, I grabbed her head and pulled her chin to my pelvis while I rolled into the foetal position. The pleasure was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. It was raw, it was unexpected, and it was heavenly.

“I love you, Dasha,” I purred.


CHAPTER TWELVE


“LAY BACK. PUT head on pillow,” Dasha said.

Everything she’d introduced me to was beyond my wildest dreams. So, I had no hesitation and did as I was asked.

“Fuck Dasha now, Mr Richard,” Dasha said.

I wasn’t sure how this would work. But hey, I had little previous experience. Everything was delightfully new. And everything thus far had been sensational.

“Dasha get you hard. You come in Dasha,” Dasha said.

I smiled and lay back as Dasha worked my cock up to fully hard again.

Dasha had my knees bent and spread, providing the perfect view of her sucking my cock with a fierce rhythm. A glint in her eye formed as she saw my cock return to its six-inch glory.

“Ready. American cowboy,” Dasha said.

In a second Dasha had straddled my torso and sat waiting for entry. With one hand behind her, she positioned her sphincter against the tip of my cock before slowly applying pressure.

At first Dasha’s arse resisted. I couldn’t see my cock going inside. But as Dasha relaxed I saw her drop onto my cock inch by inch. Her muscle control was amazing and once fully engaged, I felt the soft flesh of her arse against my pelvis. It was gentle and purposeful. Until it wasn’t.

“Ride me cowboy,” Dasha said.

Suddenly, Dasha bounced her arse off my pelvis, and raised herself about four inches. The action was magic for my cock and obviously pleasured her as well. Dasha’s eyes disappeared back into her head, and she grunted louder with each down stroke. Dasha’s arse now battered against my pelvis with each sweet movement.

“Oh, fuck that’s amazing,” I said.

As Dasha worked my pole, her hair flowed about her face and sweat dripped onto me.

“You stallion, like Putin,“ Dasha said.

I must have done something right, else the comparisons wouldn’t have favoured me.

I lay back and made sure to meet her down strokes with a firm up thrust. Sinking my cock deeper into her rear cavern resulted in immense pleasure waves crossing Dasha’s face. I marvelled at her beauty and how lucky I was to have met her.

Dasha went deep one more time before slowing and easing halfway up. She rotated a full one-eighty, facing away from me, before picking up the pace again. The break in rhythm reset my impending orgasm and allowed me to go another round. Dasha’s strokes started shallow but worked deeper over time. The change in direction stimulated another area deep within as she lay forward to maximise the impact.

Unable to see Dasha’s face, it was hard to gauge how she felt. All I had to go by were the moans and rhythm of her breathing. Everything was on track for the finale.

“Come deep inside Dasha,” Dasha said.

She stopped and turned back to face me. I felt I was on the homeward stretch.

Dasha upped the pace and depth of her bounces again. Each time she dropped deep, I thrust my hips upward to achieve maximum penetration. Dasha’s eyes squinted each time I went deep, and a cute little chirp released from her lips.

“Come for me,” Dasha said.

I knew it was time to let go and give Dasha the ending she craved.

Dasha’s rhythm increased causing her breasts to smash against each other uncontrollably. Her cute little cock bashed against our stomachs alternately. Dasha’s legs trembled as sweat dripped from her forehead pooling on my chest.

“Come in me,” Dasha said.

In the end, I can’t remember the last minute. My head spun as waves of pleasure overtook all other senses. I felt Dasha’s arse crash against my pelvis again and again and the tightness of her arse muscles massage my cock like a hundred fingers.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

Seconds later I released a massive load of warm nectar deep into Dasha’s arse. She stopped thrusting and I pulled her hips down to maximise the connection between us. The warmth of my load felt strange against my cock head. Dasha collapsed on top of me and kissed me deeply.

“You Energizer Bunny,” Dasha said.

“Not like Putin?” I asked.

“Putin hate transgender. You better than Putin,” Dasha replied.

As we lay in each other’s arms I marvelled at my luck in having found this incredible woman. She was smart, she was funny, she was gorgeous, and she knew how to please me in so many ways.

“Get ready for flood,” Dasha said.

Dasha grabbed some tissues and disengaged herself from me.

“We shower now. You finish Dasha off,” Dasha said.

As Dasha led me to the shower, I couldn’t wait to complete my class.

Once inside, Dasha washed my body with soap and a loofah. Once she’d made sure all my private areas were squeaky clean, she handed the loofah to me.

“Dasha cock need special clean,” Dasha said.

As I moved my hand down, Dasha stopped me.

“Use mouth first,” Dasha said.

I didn’t need a second offer and dropped to my knees. Her cock had hidden itself away during our marathon arse play session. It took a few kisses and strokes to wake it again. I was fascinated how her cock responded to my touch, even with the shower pouring water on it.

Once I had her attention, I kissed my way from the root to the tip and back again. After a few angel kisses to the head, Dasha couldn’t help but instruct.

“Suck Dasha deep,” Dasha said.

With her hands on my shoulders, Dasha guided my depth and rhythm. I felt Dasha’s legs tense as I plunged my mouth over her delicious cock.

It didn’t take more than a minute before Dasha broke the silence.

“Dasha come,” Dasha moaned.

She grabbed my head and held me deep. I started to gag but relaxed and kept going. In seconds, a river of warm nectar flooded down my throat. I glanced up to see Dasha smiling joyfully.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


DASHA AND I made love every night for the rest of her thirty-day visit. Our time together was precious, and we didn’t waste a second. Each morning Dasha woke me to a magnificent breakfast. And each night I came home to a wonderful hearty dinner. But it was our after-dinner activities I treasured the most.

We fucked like rabbits, which Britney found difficult to accept. She moved out a few days later and spent the rest of Dasha’s visit at Mum and Dad’s place. I didn’t mind at all. It gave us privacy to explore our sexual selves without the fear of disturbing the neighbours or judgement. And boy did I learn a new appreciation of the term explore.

Mum and Dad were over the moon when I told them I’d proposed to Dasha. It was the week before Dasha left, and the celebrations continued all week. First at our place, then at their place. We caught up every day. Britney wasn’t quite as enthusiastic but found little support from my parents.

It took a few months to sort things out and get Dasha back in my arms forever. We got married within a week of her return and gave Mum and Dad the grandchildren they craved. Dasha knew some people who ran an orphanage in Russia, so our blended family became a reality rather quickly.

The first thing Dasha attended to on her return was to delete my profile from all the dating sites. But not before sending a message to all my matches telling them I was off the market. For ever. She changed my social media profile pictures to couple shots and my Relationship Status became married.

Dasha cooked up a storm in Cincinnati upon her return. Word spread of her delicious meals, and she created a food brand called ‘Dasha’s Delectables’. Soon enough, it was the talk of the town and went on to be stocked widely across Ohio. A year later, I signed on full time as her accountant and steered her business through several growth spurts.

I continued to work with Britney. It took a while, but she eventually regained my trust. At the end of the day, without Britney’s intervention, I would never have met the love of my life. And once Britney had understood I was happy, she moved on. It didn’t take her long to find someone her own age. But Dasha and I were forever grateful Britney had led me to my Russian Bride soul mate.


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.


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


HALLOWEEN SURPRISE
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How far would you go to win over the love of your life? How far would be too far?

It’s Halloween Eve, and the Arizona State University Sun Devils play the University of Arizona Wildcats for the State Championships. The Sun Devils win, thanks to the epic heroics of star football player Axel Heinrich. As the reporters ask Axel about the game and his winning impact, his girlfriend, Head Cheerleader Gretchen Werner rushes over to kiss him. About to graduate and go pro, could Axel’s life get any better?

Post-game, Axel heads back to his dorm where his roommate Dallas Stone lies sleeping. Dallas is not sporty. In fact, with his slight build and luscious har, he regularly gets mistaken for a girl. But he has been paired with Axel to ensure he keeps the football star’s GPA high enough to keep playing football. To outsiders, they appear like an odd couple with nothing in common, but there’s much more to their relationship than meets the eye.

As Halloween arrives, Axel is excited about the biggest event on the college calendar. Meanwhile, Dallas, who normally shuns such public events decides to seize the opportunity, to let his hair down, and make a play for the love of his life. But while Halloween is the night for transformations, this Halloween night may change much more than just Dallas’ relationship status.

If you like transgender romance stories where opposites come together like ‘Edward Scissorhands’, then you’ll like ‘HALLOWEEN SURPRISE’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Dallas’ Halloween transformation attract the right sort of attention, or will he lose the love of his life forever?


A LOVE INSPIRED
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Have you ever been bitten off way more than you could chew? Publicly, and on a grand scale.

Byron Ramsay is a gifted portrait artist who has lost his creative spark. Working on fifteen landscapes for a regional gallery, he paints to pay his bills and takes creative advice from his Manager, rather than his heart. His career has become safe and routine, much like everything in his lacklustre provincial life.

But a chance meeting with his old mentor changes everything. Stuart Pirelli is living Byron’s dream, making it seem achievable. He has a portrait hanging in Buckingham Palace and was a finalist in a prestigious portraiture competition. Sensing Byron is at a crossroad, Stuart challenges Byron to think big and leave his mark on the art world. He even offers support to help him succeed.

Inspired like never before, Byron pushes everything aside to focus on his career defining artwork. A Signature Project for a pre-eminent art competition, the nude portrait confronts Byron in unexpected ways, taking him well outside his comfort zone, and challenging him to his very core. After a series of sittings, Byron struggles with just one final detail in his portrayal of Samantha, the stunning and self assured model with that, not so little, something extra?

If you like transgender romance stories that challenge and inspire like ‘The Danish Girl’, then you’ll love ‘A LOVE INSPIRED’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Can Byron break the shackles of his traditional artistic training, and follow his instincts to capture stunning Samantha’s true spirit, and heart?


FLIPPING OUT
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Have you ever been seduced by a more experienced lover? What boundaries would you cross and which ones would you not?

Josh Carter is loving life. A recently qualified carpenter, he lives by the beach in Miami, Florida where he works hard and plays just as hard. But at only nineteen, Josh lacks experienced in the love stakes and is looking to fast-track the experience curve.

Josh and his best mate, Buddy, can’t believe their luck when they get hand-picked to join the elite Home Flip team and work on the boss’s pet project. The Key Biscayne mansion flip is everything the boys could want. It’s a great home, in a first-class area and the project sees them teamed with the best tradespeople in Miami. But best of all, Key Biscayne is MILF central.

As the boys start the six-week flip, each quickly finds their MILF target. For Buddy, it’s the boss’s wife, while for Josh, it’s Kamilla, the number one Interior Designer in Miami. But the boys soon learn they aren’t in control. Unlike the girls they date, the MILFs are confident, demanding, and always in control.

If you like transgender romance stories that pack a lesson or two, like ‘The Graduate’, then you’ll love ‘FLIPPING OUT’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Josh’s pursuit of Kamilla provide the learning experience that he yearns for, or will he be faced with a whole other set of eye-opening opportunities?


THE ROAD TRIP
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What happens when a jock, a theatre kid, a hippy and a biker set out on a Road Trip across the USA?

Vince Ford has it all under control. Starting for Duke University’s NCAA championship basketball team, he’s an odds-on number one draft pick for the NBA. But success has not come without sacrifice. Especially for Vince who insists on graduating with an Engineering degree before he joins the NBA. This leaves little time for enjoying his success, fun and definitely no time for relationships.

With only a year until he graduates and hits the NBA, Vince jumps at his last opportunity for a hometown visit and some of Mum’s home cooking. Setting off from North Carolina, Vince heads off on a Road Trip to Seattle, via Chicago, the likely future home of his basketball playing life.

Rather than travel alone, Vince advertises for a companion and gets more than he bargains for in Blair, a stunning theatre major. Blair is a wild child who somehow convinces Vince to pick up hippy girl Freedom, in an attempt to shake off Blair’s ex-boyfriend, the biker Snake, who is chasing them across the country.

If you like transgender romance stories that embrace diversity like ‘Little Miss Sunshine’, then you’ll love ‘THE ROAD TRIP’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Can Vince survive Blair’s wild ways long enough to get to Seattle or will the Road Trip enable these two strong and determined, yet vastly different personalities, to meet somewhere in-between?


THE PEN PAL
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Would you recognise your childhood best friend four years on? How much can people really change?

Timothy Ross is about to start a full ride at Oklahoma State University. A gifted athlete and Quarterback for the state champion Dallas Devils, Timothy has earned a full scholarship through hard work and dedication. And that means avoiding parties and girlfriends in the most part.

With three months to have some fun before entering the strict college football program, Timothy wants to see the world, well most of Western Europe at least. Enlisting the support of his Defensive Tackle best friend, Anton, the boys head to The Netherlands to meet up with ex-teammate, neighbour and Pen Pal, Jaden. Reunited after four years, The Three Amigos commence the road trip of a lifetime.

But Jaden is no longer the young boy he once was. Jade, as he is now known professionally, has changed quite a bit since leaving the US. His hair is longer, his body is leaner, and his focus has switched from football to dance and fashion. All of which is news to his Pen Pal, Timothy.

If you like transgender romance stories in the mold of ‘Clueless’, with a touch of transformation and romance, then you’ll love ‘THE PEN PAL’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Timothy find common ground with a new and improved Jade, or will the transformation be too great, dividing The Three Amigos forever?


HIDING OUT
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Ever had the impulse to help out a stranger for no real reason? No, really put your life on the line for someone.

Joe Murphy was a broken shell of a man. A month after his fiancé ran off with another woman, Joe struggled to get out of bed in the morning. His picture-perfect existence with his dream girl was shattered.

So, Joe’s sister, Aileen, suggested a day trip to the Blarney Stone, in search of a change of fortune. Aileen herself was recovering from a less than ideal relationship. But while lunching on fish and chips, Jamie approached the siblings, asking for a lift to Dublin.

Jamie was a slight boy, with luscious long hair and stunning elfin features. Somehow, Joe felt compelled to help Jamie out. Something he never did. But he never imagined this simple act would both endanger his life and uncover his one true love. A love burning with passion so strong that it only existed in his dreams.

If you like transgender romance stories in the mould of ‘Married to the Mob’, then you’ll love ‘Hiding Out’! The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Can the Irish Mob, a jealous ex-fiancé, a snoopy neighbour or the Irish Guards quell the passion between Joe and his one true love?


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

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

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

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

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

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


TYPHOON TINA
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What do you get when you drop two surf loving Hollywood actors into a room full of pageant queens in the middle of a tropical storm?

Alex Liddle has spent the past four years establishing a Hollywood acting career. Trouble is he only seems to get a call up when a 6ft 4in blonde Viking is needed. With a dozen television commercials under his belt, he is still waiting for his break-out role. So, he has plenty of time to surf each morning with his best mate, John.

The boys want a change of scenery, so decide to holiday in Mexico. Staying at Paco’s on the beach, Alex and John sign up for two weeks of surfing, and hopefully, womanising. But their fun is short-lived when a Typhoon bears down on the idyllic coastal town of Colima. And that forces Alex and John to share an evacuation centre with fifty beauty queens in town for the Miss International Queen pageant.

From the moment Alex sees Miss Mexico, Valentina Cortez, he is love-struck and goes all out to attract her attention. Over a series of events, Alex and Valentina become closer than Alex ever thought possible. That is until the richest man in town, and pageant owner tries to protect his investment by driving a wedge between the attractive youngsters.

If you like transgender romance stories in the style of Miss Congeniality, then you’ll love ‘Typhoon Tina’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Alex’s leading man instincts impress Valentina enough to take a chance on romance, or will Typhoon Tina pour too much rain on his parade?


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

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

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

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

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

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


HYPNOTIC LOVE
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Have you ever been tempted to put on a public show of affection? How far would you go to display your love? Would it change things if you were at the Office Christmas Party?

Christian Porter is a young man on the way up. Top of his graduate program at a Big Five firm, this Financial Whizz is kicking goal after goal. With a great apartment, good friends, and a successful career, Christian’s star is definitely on the rise. That is until he attends the Office Christmas Party.

Christian’s workmates are more than just a little jealous of his success. So, they decide to pull him down a few pegs by volunteering him to participate in the night’s entertainment. As a victim of the hypnotist, The Great Mephisto, Christian develops more than a few unfamiliar desires. And some of them appear to last well after the act is over.

But Christian also meets the girl of his dreams at the Office Christmas Party. He even professes his love for her by singing, dancing, and performing for her on stage, in front of his whole firm. Violet Adams is the hottest DJ in town and over a series of meetups, grabs more than just Christian’s attention. Until Christian’s workmates get inside his head. Is it true love, or is just it a hangover from the hypnosis?

If you like transgender romance stories with the glamour of ‘Priscilla - Queen of the Desert’ and the heart of ’The Crying Game’, then you’ll love ‘Hypnotic Love’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Christian overcome his romantic insecurities before he loses the love of his life, or will his workmates sabotage his one chance for true love?


CONTESTANT #2
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How many white lies would you tell to meet the love of your life? What lines wouldn’t you cross?

Steve Mann is a handsome and successful young Lawyer with the world at his feet. Living in the hip Marina District of San Francisco, Steve seems to have it all. Except for the one thing that continues to elude him, true love. And when his latest model girlfriend, Heather, gives him the commitment ultimatum, he suddenly becomes single again.

But when Steve turns to his twin sister, Tracey, for sympathy and advice, he ends up with plenty of advice but no sympathy. Tracey is sick of seeing Steve date bimbos. She has found true love and sets about finding the same for her little brother. So, Tracey convinces Steve to ‘broaden the net’, and appear on a television show, in search of his ‘Love Match’.

Tracey takes it on herself to spice up Steve’s application. Trouble is a few white lies here and there place Steve in an alpha-dog death match. While the winner secures a date with stunning singer-songwriter Nikki, the loser walks away with nothing. But Steve will need to alpha-up to impress Nikki and leave the competition in his wake.

If you like transgender romance stories with a touch of ’The Bachelor’ meets ‘Love Connection’, then you’ll love ‘Contestant #2’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Steve successfully defeat the alpha-dogs in a death match, or will his Love Match, Nikki, end up in the arms of someone else?


THE HOT NANNY
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How would you handle being the most hated person in the country? Would you tackle it head-on or would you run away and hide?

Chrissy McLean and Eve Bardot have been friends forever. Wherever one goes, the other is bound to follow. They are virtually joined at the hip. So, when Chrissy and Eve graduate with nursing degrees, the lifelong dream of working in London becomes a reality. Well, for Eve at least. It seems Chrissy can’t even get an interview as a Nanny, that is until Eve gives her a ‘Hot Nanny’ makeover.

While Eve secures a role as Nanny for the studious children of two professors, a made-over Chrissy gets a role as Nanny for the children of recently widowed Football Star, Richard Waldorf. Sparks fly from the moment Chrissy and Richard lay eyes on each other. As a former captain of the England Football Team, Richard is a British treasure and loved by all. A Top Ten Most Eligible bachelor, the hot and heavily tattooed Richard leads a Celebrity life. Appearances at A-List gigs are just part of his regular weekly schedule. And pretty soon, Chrissy gets to accompany him.

But when Chrissy and Eve let their hair down on a girls’ night out in London, Chrissy is suddenly thrust into the spotlight. Accused by Britain’s gutter press of cheating and breaking Richard’s heart, Chrissy is dubbed the ‘Naughty Nanny’, but not in a positive way. And Chrissy soon discovers that being the most hated person in Britain, is definitely not fun.

If you like transgender romance stories with equal measures of drama, laughter and heart, then you’ll love ’The Hot Nanny’. The latest novel from Indie Author Yumi Cox.

Will Chrissy recover from her Naughty Night Out to rekindle her budding relationship with Richard, or will the paparazzi cost her the dream job, and potential love of her life?


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 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?


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

[image: ]

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?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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

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