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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“WHAT DO YOU want this time, Mum?”

“You have a letter, Jude. And it looks important.”

“Honey, can I come in?”

“What makes you think it is important?”

“It’s got a logo printed on the envelope. And it’s postmarked USA.”

Holy crap. This must be my rejection letter. My life is officially over. I’ll have to become a monk.

“Slide the envelope under the door, Mum.”

A loud creaking sound echoed throughout the room. Mum’s dicky knee again.

Expecting the worst, I lay back in my home office chair. Balancing myself perfectly. Only to avoid coming face-to-face with my future. Finally, I shook myself into action. I might as well know now, given I’m as prepared as I’ll ever be. After minimizing all active windows on my computer, Harry Styles’ face peered back at me from all three wide-screen monitors.

“Well Harry, it’s about time to meet my maker,” I said, kissing my finger and moving it towards his face on the center console.

Sidling towards the door, I saw the letter poking halfway through. As soon as I touched it, the letter slid back away from my hand.

“Mum. Stop playing games.”

“Then open the door and we can both read it.”

Feeling the need for support, I begrudgingly complied.

As soon as the door unlocked, Mum burst into my room with the letter in hand.

“What are Jenny’s knickers doing in here, Jude?”

“You mixed them up with the washing. I used them to clean my monitors.”

“How can that be? Jenny hasn’t been home for weeks.”

“Mum. Let’s focus on one thing at a time.”

Mum handed me the letter. I studied the front, before turning it over and sliding a black shiny nail along the upper edge.

“I know you need strong nails to play guitar, honey, but do you have to paint them black?”

“Mum. Focus, please.”

Dear Jude Johansson, I am pleased to inform you that your application for the Bachelor of Computer Science - Gaming Design has been successful. Congratulations on this opportunity and we look forward to welcoming you to the Berkeley campus for orientation on January 11th. Yours sincerely, Bobbi Fleckman.

“Holy shit. I got in.”

“Language please, Jude.”

I looked across the room towards the three Harrys. His smile told me he knew before me. Mum hugged me, something I tried to keep as short as possible.

“Why is my baby going to the other side of the world to study?”

“We’ve been through this, Mum. I want to get a job in Silicon Valley. And this is my pathway.”

“Jane deserted me a year ago. Now Jenny is graduating and moving to London. Perhaps it’s time for me to downsize? Don’t tell me you’re not coming home for holidays.”

“It’s not like it’s a short bus ride home, Mum.”

“Then I’ll come to visit you.”

“I haven’t got a place to stay yet. And orientation is three weeks away.”

Mum hugged me again. This time, the agony seemed to last for several minutes. Eventually, she pulled away and headed to bed. She grabbed Jenny’s knickers on the way past, stuffing them in her dressing gown pocket.

“Maybe some of the house mysteries will be solved when you desert me.”

I didn’t want to push my luck, so bit my lip.

Too excited to sleep, I knew what I needed to do instead. Minecraft time. I opened a family bag of crisps and a bottle of coke before loading up the game.

“Goodbye David Beckham,” I said, staring at a life-sized poster over my bed.

I couldn’t resist the temptation to tickle him inappropriately.

“I’ll sure miss you too, Henry Cavill. Perhaps I’ll bump into you Harry Styles,” I said, staring at an empty monitor.

After logging in, I checked the online games. One quickly caught my attention and absorbed an hour of my time. A friend request came through from BotMaster007 as I left the game. Feeling generous, I added them to my seven other friends. Shortly thereafter, I noticed a message.

“Where are you heading for university?” BotMaster007 asked.

“Sorry, do I know you?”

“I assumed you were heading to university because your handle is EnglishRose18.”

“Oh, that makes sense. Yes, I’m heading to Berkeley.”

I scanned the online games for anything USA related. Surprisingly, I spotted a Berkeley Squad with a live game. I joined up and quietly checked the players. Not that I expected to see anyone I might know. But what instantly became apparent was that a gamer, BerkeleyPrincess21, was blowing up. Her live-stream broke the Internet. I logged in to see an account with more than three million followers. And twenty thousand were active. This made my eight followers appear a little lame.

BerkeleyPrincess21’s feed mesmerized me. Yeah, she was attractive, and what she wore obviously got the viewers excited. But that wasn’t it. Geeks have short attention spans, losing interest in content quickly. But BerkeleyPrincess21’s live follower numbers seemed to grow. Heaps more joined than the few that left. Something I’d never seen before. Her first-rate banter was impeccable. Vacillating between flirting and downright filth, she walked the tight rope sure-footed. Never once stumbling. She never crossed the line, and the money flowed like a financial tsunami.

Most of her followers were subscribers. But even they donated. I saw one follower donate five-hundred-dollars in crypto currency, causing a cash register to ring like a Las Vegas jackpot. I decided to reach out to BerkeleyPrincess21. Feeling euphoric about finally escaping the English backwater I’d grown up in, I bought a seven-day subscription. Perhaps she could steer me in the right direction. It hadn’t occurred to me I’d be one of three million followers vying for her time. But I had nothing to lose.

Gently and respectfully, I spent the next two weeks making contact with BerkeleyPrincess21. Luckily my time zone put me in the quiet time for her. If such a thing existed. I put my heart out there on my sleeve and explained my predicament. Asking her for any advice she may provide. It took a few days for her to respond, but once she did, we built up a solid online friendship. She gave me suggestions for the best coffee shops, closest Walmarts and the like. As I renewed my subscription to BerkeleyPrincess21 for the third time, I got the most incredible message.

“EnglishRose18, I can put you up at mine until you find your own place,” BerkeleyPrincess21 messaged.

I was lost for words as I read and reread the message. I verified who the sender was. Perhaps her account had been hacked.

“We gamer girls need to stick together,” BerkeleyPrincess21 messaged.

OMG, this can’t be for real.

I sent a lovely response, thanking her profusely. It may not have been a four-year solution, but it would enable me to establish myself in a new country, a new town and a new university. After weeks of restless nights, I drifted off to sleep, feeling comfortable knowing BerkeleyPrincess21 had my back.


CHAPTER TWO


“WE’RE HERE, SWEETHEART,” the cab driver said.

After an eleven-hour flight and two uncomfortable cab rides, I’d finally made it to my home away from home. Well, for a short while at least. Exhaustion tempered my excitement. Perhaps that’s why I didn’t correct the cab driver when she called me sweetheart. Or was that just an American thing that I’d yet to acclimatize to?

As I pulled my luggage up the steps towards the front door, I smiled uncontrollably. BerkeleyPrincess21 was putting me up. How generous of her. She must be an absolute angel. Though I’d been busy in the week and a half since she graciously offered me a place to stay, we’d messaged each other at least daily. Mainly about Minecraft and Berkeley. But she felt like a third sister already. I looked forward to hanging out and sharing nights out around Berkeley together.

Finally, with two massive suitcases chocked full of carefully packed tech, and a backpack sliding over the ponds beneath my armpits, I knocked on the front door. As I waited, it occurred to me I knew very little about BerkeleyPrincess21. Really. Sure, I’d watched her streaming live a few times, and I’d probably recognize her in the street. Or at least I assumed. Until the door opened.

“Just leave the bags over there,” BerkeleyPrinces21 instructed.

Wow, not the warm welcome I expected. But perhaps she’s live-streaming. Anyway, I complied. Navigating a four-inch step and trying not to damage polished floorboards made the task a little more difficult. But within a couple of minutes, my suitcases sat safely tucked away.

“I’m not giving you a tip,” BerkeleyPrincess21 said with a distinctive southern drawl.

“BerkeleyPrincess21, it’s me,” I said.

“Hey, I’m sorry if you recognize me from online. But I’m waiting for my friend. The person who owns the suitcases,” BerkeleyPrincess21 said.

“I’m EnglishRose18, I mean Jude,” I beamed.

It took around ten seconds for my words to get processed.

“If you’re a lesbian, I gotta tell you I’m dead straight.”

“You’re cute but not my type,” I said with a smile.

“Then I’m not gonna wake up with you spooning me?”

“That’s a definite no.”

“Then wait here a minute,” BerkeleyPrincess21 said.

Standing in a small entry hall, I scanned the living room ahead as BerkeleyPrincess21 headed out of view. The late morning sun cascaded through a broad picture window at the far end of the room. After bouncing off laboratory white walls, it rested on the rich oak floorboards. Spartan would be how I would best describe the space. In front of the picture window sat a massive wooden desk. Sturdy, more like you would see in ‘wood shop’ than in an office. Three wide-screen monitors covered the desktop, while three cameras attached to a matching wooden hutch. Another two cameras flanked the desk, both pointing centrally. Every few seconds, a cash register sounded loudly.

“Hold still while I spruce you up. A twelve-hour flight may be to blame,” BerkeleyPrincess21 said.

After removing my hairband, she ruffled my hair before pushing it away from my face.

“Wow, you have that delicate British complexion.”

“I don’t get outside too often. English weather, you know.”

With a small pencil, my host went to work around my eyes.

“We simply must highlight those incredible hazel eyes.”

Next came the mascara, then powder, eye shadow, rouge and lipstick. I must admit, this wasn’t the first time I’d had makeup applied. I grew up with two elder sisters, making me a kind of practice mannequin for non-traditional makeup techniques. But wanting to bond, I went with the flow.

“That’s better. You no longer have that ‘butch lesbian searching for a femme’ vibe.”

“Thank you,” I said, although wondering about the strangely specific reference.

“It’ll do for now. But it seems like I got a lot more to show you if you’re gonna fit in around here.”

Attention shifted back to my luggage.

“Where has the chivalry gone? Taxi drivers used to carry a girl’s cases inside for her. Service standards have dropped recently,” BerkeleyPrincess21 said before turning and heading across the room.

“Should I bring the suitcases?” I asked.

“Don’t worry. I’ll get the porter to bring them.”

Unsure whether the comment was sarcasm, I followed with only my backpack.

“This will be your room, Jude,” BerkeleyPrincess21 said, opening a door immediately to the right of the bathroom.

“Thank you. This is awesome…” I said.

“…call me CJ. All my friends do,” CJ said, cracking her first smile.

Standing across from the open bathroom door, I caught my reflection in the mirror. I had to do a double take. My sisters’ previous attempts at making me pretty resulted in several evil circus clowns. But this was different. She was right about my eyes. And I never realized I had cheekbones before. I struggled to turn away.

“I’m glad you like it. Settle in, Jude, and I’ll get your suitcases organized.”

“I can’t have you struggling with those heavy things.”

“Don’t worry, it’ll be no struggle,” CJ said, holding up her phone and placing a call.

“Babe, can you help me with something heavy?”

Her smile told me more about the caller than her words.

“Babe, you are a doll. See you in thirty.”

CJ turned and gave me a knowing smile.

“Will is gonna drop by on his way home from practice.”

“Is he your boyfriend?”

“Hell no. Been there and done that. But I’m sure you’ll be impressed with American boys, Jude.”

It felt like I’d entered another dimension when I crossed the Atlantic. Not only was I wearing makeup but me and my gal pal were chatting about hot guys. Strange.

CJ took me on a tour of the apartment. She’d provided generous space for my toiletries in the bathroom, along with a fresh towel and a washer. The well-appointed kitchen was bigger than I’d ever seen in my life. Anything in the American-sized fridge appeared fair game, except for a couple of items clearly labeled ‘CJ only’. I had space allotted in the entry closet. And while the living room was tight, an L-shaped three-seater sofa provided excellent access to a massive wide-screen TV. Everything exceeded my low expectations by a long shot.

“There’s only two house rules. Number one, if I’m live-streaming stay out of view. Number two, I need to vet any male visitors you bring home,” CJ said.

The cash register noises had slowed down, a little.

“I need to get back to work, Jude.”

I nodded and wandered into my bedroom. Now was not the time to burst CJ’s bubble. I’d pick a quiet time when we could properly process things and then come clean.


CHAPTER THREE


AFTER UNPACKING MY backpack, I’d filled less than one drawer of the six-drawer chest and left ten of twelve hangers unused. Knowing there was little but underwear and socks to protect the tech in my suitcases, I considered whether I’d come to Berkeley a little under-prepared. At least I’ve got room for expansion. Not that I had any plans or funds put aside for anything other than replacements. It had been around half an hour since CJ had rushed off. As I lay on my bed, I wondered what CJ was doing?

A knock on the door broke the silence. Perfect timing. It must have been karma.

“I know you haven’t had time to unpack and given we’ll have a visitor soon, I figured you might want to borrow something clean. You’ll want to make a strong first impression. He’s kind of a big deal around campus,” CJ said before placing a plastic bag on my bed, turning and scampering off.

“Thanks CJ, but…”

“… I gotta get back to my live-stream,” CJ said, disappearing from earshot.

I fossicked around in the bag, pulling out the top few items. Hmm, a pair of jeans and a white t-shirt. Perhaps she knows my secret. Looking at myself in the mirror, I saw what CJ meant. A tracksuit I’d been wearing for two days would not make a wonderful first impression. Off with the old and on with the new. Except the jeans had strategically placed rips above each knee and on one arse cheek. While the sleeveless t-shirt was branded across the chest. I glanced in the mirror and liked what I saw. But the t-shirt appeared a little loose across the chest and the jeans a little snug in the crutch.

Not wanting to meet a big deal on campus dressed like a homeless person, I opened my door and headed towards the living room.

“Not now, Jude, I’m live-streaming.”

Note to self. Check CJ’s live-stream status before venturing into the danger zone. But I’d need my computer and phone setup first. I scurried back into my bedroom. Do I stay with smelly and disappoint CJ or do I wear the clean clothes?

I unpacked the rest of the bag. Hmm, a bra, socks, and a pair of high-heeled ruby red boots. I turned to the mirror and stood on my toes. What a difference the extra height made. So, on went the boots. Now for the t-shirt. The bra would look stupid supporting nothing. I had socks in my drawer. I pulled up my t-shirt and wrapped the bra around my torso before fastening it. I’d seen my sisters do this many times. One pair of socks in the left side, and one pair in the right side. With the ensemble complete, I turned to the mirror. Wow, I looked like a babe. And my arse resembled a peach ripe for the picking. CJ sure had an eye.

As I stood mesmerized by my reflection, a knock came at the door. That’ll be CJ. Post live-stream.

“Come on in. It’s open,” I said, checking all my angles in the mirror.

“Where do you want them?” Will asked.

I turned to the door in panic. Before Will’s smile melted away everything else.

After what seemed like minutes, I spoke.

“On the bed would be awesome, Will,” I replied with an embarrassed smile.

I caught myself instinctively flirting with this guy. I didn’t know why. Well, he was 6ft 4in, barrel-chested with rippling arm and leg muscles and wearing the skimpiest of running shorts with a well-worn singlet.

As Will placed the first suitcase on the bed, I got a view of his magnificent rear end. If I’d had my phone handy, I’d have been tempted to capture the view for later. But alas, it’d have to rely on my vivid memory.

“What’s your story?” Will asked.

Oh shit, he’s made me. I’m about to get a severe beating.

“What do you mean?”

“Is that a British accent?”

I exhaled slowly, steadying myself on the vanity behind me.

“You’ve got a trained ear, Will. Can you guess which part of England I’m from?” I replied, attempting to engage.

“I did well to pick Britain. How long are you staying here in the US?”

I slowed myself down and considered every word before speaking.

“Four years if all goes to plan.”

“Cool, do you want me to open your suitcase?”

“No, I need to work out where everything goes. I wouldn’t want to put you through that.”

Will placed the second suitcase on the bed and turned to leave.

“How can I thank you, Will?”

“You’ve done it.”

“I don’t follow. What do you mean?”

“That outfit was a present for CJ. I bought it when we were dating. It’s nice to see someone finally wear it.”

I felt my face suddenly warm.

“It’d be a pity to see it go back into CJ’s wardrobe and not get worn again.”

“I’m happy to give it some love,” I said, giving a quick twirl.

“That would be appreciated.”

I felt uneasy, unsure whether he flirted with me. Boys are hard to read.

“Here, give me your phone,” Will said.

Will’s smile had me shaking. And his bright honey-colored eyes only added to my excitement. I clumsily attempted to hand the phone to him, instead dropping it between us. In a flash, he dropped to his knees, catching it before it hit the polished floorboards.

“Wow, thank you. Great party trick.”

“It’s why I get free tuition. To catch everything that comes my way.”

Once he stood, I felt Will’s firm hand run along my waist before he pulled me to him.

“Smile,” Will said.

After snapping a selfie of the two of us, he entered his contact details.

“Any friend of CJ is a friend of mine,” Will said, before handing back my phone.

“Well, thank you for everything, Will Montana,” I said, peering at the recently added contact details.

“Lovely to meet you …”

“Jude Johansson.”

“I look forward to seeing you again soon, Jude Johansson.”

As Will headed out of my room, I sat on the edge of the bed to regain composure. Did that just happen? Did I flirt with a hot American boy? While dressed somewhat as a girl? And in clothes he’d bought for CJ, his girlfriend at the time? How the hell am I gonna recover from this one? The only thing I knew for sure, I needed to fess up to CJ like immediately. Else, this house of cards would fall on top of me.


CHAPTER FOUR


WITH ONLY A week before classes started, I knew I had time to set the record straight with CJ. But fessing up to Will seemed a much taller task. Especially given I had flirted outrageously with him. I probably had no hope of going back from there. Still, I focussed on settling in to divert my attention away. Unpacking my tech took focus as job number one. Then I could abide by CJ’s number one rule.

Thankfully, CJ had provided me with a desk besides the vanity and chest of drawers. Starting with my laptop, I unpacked my tech, but soon got stuck without access to the Wi-Fi. With my phone out of action until I bought a USA SIM card, and my laptop disconnected from the Internet, I had no way of knowing when CJ live-streamed. And it wasn’t like I could message her for the details. I knew the rules of the house but this was an emergency.

As Will had walked through the living room, I guessed luck appeared on my side. CJ had to be offline. Quietly, I opened the bedroom door and moved into the hallway. The sound of cash registers ringing appeared to be a constant, and no indication of CJ’s live-streaming status. My boots clattered on the wooden floor, prompting me to tiptoe towards the living room.

“A shout out to RDS181. Thanks for the one-hundred-dollar donation, honey,” CJ said immediately following an especially loud cash register ring.

I stopped at the living room entrance and peered around the corner.

“No, that wasn’t my boyfriend. And yes, I do have a boyfriend who I am more than happy with.”

I saw chatter on the far right screen. I counted around four messages a second flooding in. How can CJ keep up? No wonder she needs absolutely no distractions.

“No, I don’t have a girlfriend. You know I’m not into girls.”

What a strange line of discussion. How does CJ handle such personal questions? Suddenly, CJ swiveled on her chair and glared in my direction.

“I know she’s coming from the same direction as he did. No, I’m not in a throuple.”

Oh shit, don’t tell me I’ve been spotted.

“That’s my roommate, EnglishRose18. She’s just moved in and is single and ready to mingle.”

Oh crap, how embarrassing. I looked at the screen. CJ was live-streaming to over ten thousand people.

“Come on over, babe, and say hello.”

Now it was certain. Today would be my first and last day living with CJ.

“No, she’s not my lesbian lover, RDS181. You are still in with a shot.”

A loud cash register ring signaled another one-hundred-dollar donation. CJ took the opportunity to write me a note on a post-it.

“What do you want?”

“The Wi-Fi password.”

“Berkeley181,” CJ wrote, before pushing the post-it note into the front pocket of my jeans.

I turned to leave, happy I could get my tech set up. But CJ grabbed my arm as I turned.

I scanned the feed, noting the cash register going berserk.

“Don’t be shy, EnglishRose18. Say hi to your fans.”

I scanned the third screen. Donations flooded in, in what appeared like record amounts. Targets came and went as the donations for the session rose exponentially. What had happened?

I noticed the feed showed a live video of my arse in those jeans. The ripped ones. If only the streamers knew what lay beneath those jeans, they may have asked for their money back. But the donations weren’t slowing.

“Thank you for all the lovely comments,” I said.

“Unfortunately, EnglishRose18 has to head off now. And no, we will not kiss on camera. But you can watch her slowly walk away.”

As CJ and thousands of her fans watched me walk across the room, I got a little excited with all the attention and did my supermodel twirl. The cash register sounded deafening until I moved out of view. I stopped and lent back against the wall. What just happened? Yes, I have the Wi-Fi password. While the attention was euphoric, my mind vacillated between joy and dread. I’d broken the first rule. And not in any small manner. I might as well call Will over and break the second rule, too. How bad can it be?

Finishing the tech setup in my new digs, I finally connected my laptop to the Internet. A flow of emails, messages, and systems updates followed. I live-streamed CJ’s feed while hooking up my games system. Her donations for the day had more than doubled her five-thousand-dollar target. But more interestingly, my subscribers had risen. Starting the day with eight, I now clocked over eighty-six hundred. And it continued to rise. Plus, more than a hundred messages had built up. What the hell was happening?

Even after completely unpacking my tech and clothes, I sat at my computer, wearing borrowed clothes and makeup, happily responding to messages. I suppose euphoria can take over your rational mind sometimes. A phone ding broke the silence. Oh crap, that’ll be CJ telling me to vacate immediately. I turned towards my laptop and opened the message.

“I told you that outfit suited you, Jude. And like I’m not the only one who thinks so,” Will messaged.

Oh crap. What do I say?


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


“HELLO JUDE, I didn’t expect to hear from you this early on. Is everything alright?”

“Mum, I need some advice. With no judgement.”

“Are you wearing makeup?”

“I said without any judgement, Mum.”

I ran Mum through the comings and goings of my arrival. She lived up to her side of the bargain. Not once did she sigh, tut, or groan. Even when I called Will a hunky guy. I think she always expected that side of me to come forward. Perhaps not quite as quickly as it did.

“What should I do, Mum?”

“College is your time to find yourself. Follow your gut, honey.”

Never in my life had I been noticed. I’d always been invisible. Especially with the cool kids and the cute guys. Perhaps this was my college experience. What’s the worst that could happen? Kids change genders all the time. With Mum’s words echoing in my head, and followers passing the fifteen thousand mark, I embraced the possibilities. Perhaps I could make enough money to pay my way. CJ appeared to be raking it in.

CJ never mentioned my breaking of rule number one. It obviously proved beneficial for her as she invited me back on her feed three times more over the following days. And each time she did my makeup and provided me a new outfit to wear. At first, I felt I should pay for the clothes. But after seeing the donations rolling in during my appearances, I decided I’d earned any hand-me-downs. During the second live-stream I took over the Minecraft controls. I actually showed CJ quite a few moves, which brought positive feedback and donations from her followers.

With the start of class a couple of days away, my thoughts suddenly skipped ahead to how I would present myself. That’s when CJ invited me into her live-stream for the third time.

“Now EnglishRose18, I have a surprise for you.”

Holy crap. I noticed the live-stream viewers pass twenty-five thousand. Don’t tell me she’s gonna out me. Will could be watching.

“What would that be?” I asked, preparing to exit.

“Some of my lovely viewers have sent you presents. You can start with this one,” CJ replied, carefully handing me a box and a knife.

I felt my face redden. Gifts from strangers. I’d never gotten anything from my sisters, let alone strangers. It felt like Christmas Day in the movies.

“Wow, you’d better model that,” CJ said as I removed a red lace babydoll from the box and held it up to the camera.

“Nice, crotchless panties. They’ll come in handy, when you find a boyfriend,” CJ said.

For the next twenty minutes, I unpacked a half dozen gifts. Some of which followed along the sexy lingerie path but many of which were simply day to day wear. To appease CJ’s followers, I modeled two new t-shirts and a floral dress. This swag provided more than enough clothing to cover me for classes. And more than a few date nights.

Day one of classes crept up quickly. I’d hardly had time to get my bearings before it was upon me. Luckily, I’d been practicing my makeup since the call to Mum. She’d provided a few tips, which proved valuable. With daytime makeup in place, I pulled out the faded blue jeans and a simple pink t-shirt I’d received as a gift from CJ’s followers. I wasn’t ready to wear a dress in public. Windy weather left me nervous. It felt weird to stuff socks into my bra but I needed to embrace my femininity. And nature did not help me in that department. A chunky pair of black elastic-sided boots with a one-inch heel completed the ensemble while keeping me well below 6ft.

Thankfully, CJ rode with me to the Computer Science building and showed me how to secure my bike.

“I’m so nervous. I need a pee,” I said, after locking the bike cage gate behind me.

“Let’s touch up your makeup before you go in,” CJ said.

As we wandered inside the Computer Science building, something suddenly occurred to me. I’m about to go into a woman’s toilet for the first time. I felt beads of sweat run down my forehead. But my fears were allayed when the toilets sat empty.

“Message me when you’re finished for the day. I got a surprise for you,” CJ said, before heading off.

“Thanks CJ. Will do.”

I scanned the classroom before taking a seat beside the only other girl in the class.

“Hi, I’m Jude from England.”

“I’m Priya from Wisconsin. I assumed I’d be the only girl,” Priya said with a relieved smile.

“We’re well outnumbered. We’d better stick together, Priya.”

Thankfully, over the following ten minutes, a half dozen girls joined the class. Although I got the feeling most of the male eyes remained on me.

After an hour, we had a break. The eight of us girls headed to the nearest coffee shop, one I’d learned about from CJ. The coffee was tasty, even if the banter seemed a little stilted. It turned out eight introverts don’t make for brilliant conversation. Heading back, Priya excused herself to use the restroom. Not ready to enter a restroom full of girls, I headed back to my seat. Walking into class, all eyes stayed on me. Don’t make eye contact, was Mum’s advice. As I read through my notes, someone sat beside me. I went to speak to Priya but was surprised to see a guy in her place.

“Someone is sitting there,” I said, moving back a little.

“Oh, you mean Priya. Turns out she wanted to move,” the guy said.

I glanced across the room. Priya sat next to someone else and averted her gaze.

“She paid me ten dollars to change seats,” the guy said, making himself right at home.

“I’m Bevan.”

“I’m Jude,” I said, fidgeting.

“Inspired choice, by the way. The outfit I mean,” Bevan said.

I didn’t know what to say. Why was this guy commenting on my dress? According to Mum, that only meant one thing. He wanted to see beneath it.

Thankfully, the professor started class, preventing me from engaging further. I kept my focus on the board, unlike Bevan, who liked my jeans a little too much for my liking. He kept trying to start a conversation but my cold shoulder technique stopped him in his tracks. Until the professor said the words I dreaded most.

“Now turn to the person sitting next to you. They will be your lab partner for the first semester. Introduce yourself and exchange details,” the professor said.

“Give me your phone and I’ll enter my details,” Bevan said.

With nowhere to go, I did the only thing I could think of.

“I’m still getting my SIM card sorted. Write your details down on a piece of paper.”

I did the same, only making up the digits of my phone number. As I handed over the piece of paper, something odd happened.

“Here you go, EnglishRose18,” Bevan said, placing his hand on my knee and squeezing.


CHAPTER SIX


I PACKED UP my books and left the classroom quicker than you could say ‘stalker alert’. Feeling violated, I messaged CJ on the way to get my bike. She sent me an address nearby to meet her. As I walked the bike onto the road, I bumped into Priya.

“I hoped we’d be lab partners, Priya.”

“Two hundred and fifty dollars cash was too much for me to knock back. That’s two weeks’ board.”

I rode past the bell tower, alongside Faculty Glade and past Wurster Hall, all the while following my map app. My final stop was International House. Why CJ wanted to meet there, I didn’t know. But I needed to get away from Bevan and didn’t care where I ended up. As long as he wasn’t there. His incessant flirting I found offensive. But when he touched me, I wanted to puke on the spot. Still, I’d hopefully gotten him off the scent with the false number.

“Why are you hanging out here, CJ?” I asked.

“You’ll see. I have a visual treat for you.”

“After the day I’ve had, I could use something nice.”

“Oh, this will make your day, Jude. Come with me.”

As we walked behind International House, the noise level increased markedly. A spray of whistles accompanied grunts that could only be described as having military precision.

“Where are you taking me, CJ?”

“Heaven.”

A few feet further along, everything suddenly made sense.

Standing before us was the grandest structure I’d ever seen. Well, it was the size of an airport, at least. And wrapped in blue and gold stripes of every type imaginable.

“Follow me, Jude. I know the best spot.”

We dumped our bikes and headed into a random tunnel beneath the structure. The closer we got, the bigger this thing got. Until finally we entered the football stadium and headed for CJ’s favorite stand.

Around eighty athletes glistened in the sunshine, around half of them shirtless. A cluster of coaches chatted away, sharing things on iPads and nodding knowingly. Others, dressed in black and white stripes, ordered the players around.

“The shirtless guys are the second-string team,” CJ said.

I found it difficult to know where to look. But not in a uncomfortable way.

“See number twenty-one, Jude?”

“The guy with the killer arse.”

“Yep, that’s Will.”

No wonder that arse appeared familiar.

“Number eight is off limits,” CJ said.

“And why would that be?”

“He’s got a gorgeous girlfriend and is not interested in anyone else.”

“Oh, he’s your boyfriend.”

“Yep. Number eight is not for you, Jude.”

After sitting and watching the guys train for half an hour, everything felt wonderful again. Although I did tell CJ about Bevan and his alarming approach.

“It won’t be your last stalker. I’ve had plenty of them. That’s why I have a quarterback boyfriend. It keeps the nutters away,” CJ said.

“Perhaps you could set me up with one of his friends?”

“I think you’re doing well enough on your own,” CJ replied with a smile.

Around ten minutes later, two of the first-string team visited us. Surprisingly, I saw a softer side of CJ. Her boyfriend came to the fence and CJ threw her arms around his neck and kissed him with venom. Will walked over to me.

“How was your first day?” Will asked.

“Wonderful…”

“… except for the stalker,” CJ Interjected.

“What do you mean? What happened?” Will asked.

I quickly ran through the situation as CJ added elements.

“My offer is open. If there’s anything I can do, just ask,” Will said.

“How about you start by dropping Jude off to class tomorrow morning?” CJ said.

“You don’t need to do that,” I said, turning away and blushing.

After riding home, I logged into my account. OMG, I had fifty thousand followers and two thousand messages.

“CJ, how do you handle the volume of messages?”

“Give them content. It’s the only way to control things. Here, use my old cameras and microphone. I’ve recently upgraded.”

After plugging in and testing the equipment, I decided to run a small, first live-stream. Ten minutes long, enough to take back control of the narrative. Taking a leaf out of CJ’s book, I introduced myself, talked briefly about my day, and asked my followers to vote on an outfit for the following day. That first live-stream brought in five hundred dollars in donations, which, given only a few thousand followers streamed it, wasn’t bad. I uploaded it to my YouTube channel and left a couple of active votes up overnight.

My phone dinged shortly after the live-stream with a message.

“Not a bad start. Paint your nails, use more mascara, pout those lips and wear something to highlight those Amazonian pins,” CJ messaged.

I found it hard to wipe the smile off my face.

Well, until the next phone ding, anyway.

“You’re a natural. Nice live-stream, Jude. What time do you want me to drop by in the morning?” Will messaged.

I could hardly focus on the keypad, as my hands shook with excitement.

“Thanks for the encouragement, Will. 8:15 am will do fine.”

Unable to stop thinking about Will, I tried to engage him further.

“Which outfit should I wear tomorrow?” I messaged.

The brief pause while the three dots teased me was almost too much to handle.

“I’ve already voted. My handle is Willendowed21. Don’t blame me. CJ picked the name,” Will replied.

“Hi honey, how did your first day go?” Mum asked, a little bleary-eyed.

“I hope I didn’t wake you up, Mum. Day one was challenging but I took your advice.”

“Judging by the makeup you went with your heart, Jude.”

“Yes, for the first time, I feel like I fit in.”

Mum and I chatted away for about half an hour. I did most of the talking, mainly brief questions with long answers. But towards the end, she imparted her womanly wisdom to me. It was as a series of tips I quickly noted in my phone. Cheats for looking like a million dollars when you don’t have the time. And importantly, how to stay safe as a desirable girl in the city. I figured she re-ran her talks with Jane and Jenny. I bet she never expected to give the lecture to me.

“They say it’s a man’s world, honey. But in my experience, a strong woman can run rings around any man.”

“I see that in my roommate. I hope I’m strong enough, Mum.”

“It took a lot of strength to do what you did today. I know you’ve got it in you.”

“Thanks, Mum. I love you.”


CHAPTER SEVEN


WILL APPEARED TO be a man of his word. As I stared at my reflection in the bathroom mirror, the clock showed 8:15 am as the doorbell rang. I’d never worried about how I looked as much as at that moment. Would he like the outfit that I wore? Was my makeup a little too sexy for daytime wear? Why was my hair flat this morning? Many questions ran through my mind as I opened the door to those sweet honey eyes and rippling muscles. And Will wasn’t wearing a tracksuit. Though I wouldn’t have minded either way.

“Your chaperone to the ball, my lady,” Will said, holding out his arm.

I felt like Cinderella meeting Prince Charming for the first time.

“Oh, and I thought you might like these,” Will said, thrusting forward a bunch of flowers from behind him.

“Thank you. You didn’t need to, Will.”

“It’s all part of my plan to impress you, Jude.”

“Well, you did that day one,” I said, without thinking too deeply.

“What do you mean?”

“Oh, nothing. I’m being silly.”

For the first time, I stepped out the door wearing a dress. It was a delicate white one with blue flowers all over it and a flattering Queen Anne neckline. I’d spent hours taping myself into it to avoid any unexpected showings from the top or bottom. My full hair flowed, and my eyes appeared darker and more dramatic than my previous attempts. Taking CJ’s advice, my nails had been stripped, a base coat applied and a navy blue topcoat added. Two silver bangles and rings borrowed from CJ accessorized perfectly. And as Will walked me to class, I took the opportunity to wear a pair of beige suede ankle boots with three-inch block heels.

“What do you think of the outfit, Will?”

“I’m glad I don’t have to sit in your class all day. I’d get nothing done.”

“Well, you voted for it. Though, I’m not sure if it got the popular vote.”

“It got twice as many votes as the other one, Jude, I seem to remember.”

That twenty-minute walk became the highlight of my life until that point. Every guy I walked past stared with lust, while every girl threw me visual daggers. To all intents and purposes, I’d scored the big man on campus. And I wanted everyone to know it. As we arrived at the Computer Science building, I turned to Will.

“Thank you for getting me here safely.”

“Let’s get you inside, Jude. Show me who the creepy stalker is.”

Will grabbed my hand as I turned and headed inside. Sending shivers throughout my body. Carefully, I ascended the stairs to the second floor. After all, this was my first time in somewhat high heels. From the hallway, I heard lots of chatter as we approached the classroom.

“This is it. Room 207,” I said.

But Will wasn’t done at the door. He kept rolling right on inside.

As we walked into the classroom hand in hand, everyone stopped what they were doing. You could hear a pin drop, and all eyes were on us.

“Where do you sit?”

“Over there. Next to him,” I replied, pointing.

“Is he the stalker?” Will asked, prompting me to nod.

“Hey champ. I’m Jude’s boyfriend, Will. How about you move over to the other side of the room?” Will said, placing his massive hand on Bevan’s diminutive shoulder to steer him.

“Sure thing. I prefer the view from over there anyway,” Bevan said.

I scanned across the room and saw Priya sitting next to another overattentive suitor.

“How about you swap back with Priya?” I added.

In less than thirty seconds, sanity had been restored. I turned to thank Will, who picked up my hand and kissed it.

“Call me when you get done for the day, babe,” Will said.

“Will do, sweetheart.”

As Will turned, I couldn’t resist any longer. I reached down and pinched his arse, a little too hard. But Will took it in his stride. Selling the story by not reacting.

By the time class had begun, Priya and I were lab partners and future besties again.

“Anything Bevan offers you, I’ll double. Remember that.”

“It won’t happen again. No amount of money is worth sitting next to Montgomery Hawthorne III,” Priya said with a laugh.

Without being asked, Will walked me to and from class for the rest of the week. Except for Friday night, as he had a game on. But never once did Will overstep the mark. He treated me like the lady I portrayed. Not once placing his hand anywhere inappropriate. And he never tried for a sneaky kiss. Much to my disappointment. Somehow, I’d come to the conclusion that Will and I had entered the friendship zone. A place so dire there was no escaping it. And yet I wanted much more.

Friday night’s game saw the Golden Bears take on Georgia Tech. CJ and I sat directly behind the players’ bench. I feared I’d wake up with eye strain, such was the quality of the prize cattle on show. And not only in the blue and gold. CJ’s boyfriend, Preston, and Will tore Georgia Tech a new one. According to CJ, anyway. Will took a dozen receives, including three touch downs. Apparently, that was pretty good. And Preston completed at one hundred percent with no sags. Again, that seemed to be a positive thing. As long as CJ was happy, I was happy.

I noticed Bevan in the stands across the field during the game. Anytime I accidentally looked in his direction, he stared directly at me. But as long as Will was nearby, I felt super safe. And when Preston and Will came over post-game, I noticed Bevan watching even more intently. Preston and CJ pashed non-stop while Will told me all about his three touchdowns. I got lost in his smile and wondered more about his touch-ups than touchdowns. But any time spent with Will was certainly worth it.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


THE WEEKEND BROUGHT with it a change in the weather. Clear skies and sunshine gave way to a gray overcast and wet morning. A light dusting of snow covered the tips of the distant mountains. I might as well have stayed in Britain. But at least I knew what to do. Hibernate. After rolling over and sleeping in to 9:00 am, a clanking of pots and pans in the kitchen prevented further dreaming. As I was about to open my bedroom door, I heard the distinctive sound of piss hitting water with force.

“Morning sunshine,” CJ said as I slinked into the bathroom once the coast was clear.

“Morning, CJ. I’ll be out in a minute.”

“Make sure you are decent, Jude. Preston stayed over.”

“Thanks for the heads up.”

Oh shit. I checked myself in the mirror. Thankfully, I couldn’t grow facial hair. But I completed a full body scan and removed every stray hair I found. I may have CJ and Will fooled but Preston posed a whole other challenge. After fifteen minutes, I scampered back into my bedroom and set about getting visitor ready. Almost thirty minutes after conversing with CJ, I strolled nonchalantly into the kitchen.

“Would you like some hash browns, eggs, and bacon?” Preston asked.

“I think I’ll stick to coffee, thanks,” I replied.

“Wow, you slept well. I was getting worried,” CJ said.

“I called Mum late last night. It’s the best time for us to chat.”

CJ dressed in a silk black robe. And little else, I guessed. She had the glow of post-coital satisfaction beaming from her makeup free face. I’d never seen her ‘au naturale’ before. Her natural beauty shone through but perhaps it was the satisfaction. Preston wasn’t quite as tall as Will but possessed a similar muscular physique. Square jawed and broad shouldered, he resembled the guy from American Dad. He wore a tight singlet and loose running shorts. And a closer inspection would likely reveal nothing else.

“What do you have planned for your first weekend off?” CJ asked.

“I’m well overdue for a live-stream.”

“You might need additional lighting, given the weather.”

“We will head out for lunch soon,” Preston said, before shoveling two over-sized strips of bacon with maple syrup into his mouth.

By the time I’d showered and prepped for the day, CJ and Preston had left. This was the first alone time I’d had in quite a while. Especially alone time outside my bedroom. In matching white lace bra and knickers, I headed to my wardrobe to pick out an outfit. I tried to channel CJ. She always knew what her followers liked. All my classroom clothes got pushed to one side. I needed to make a statement. One that accentuated my long legs and drew attention away from the banter.

The perfect outfit called out to me. But it would require a change of underwear. I picked out a shiny black PVC dress. Sleeveless with spaghetti straps and a gathered hemline that sat an inch below the business. Black fence net stockings placed focus on my pins, while bunny ears, a bowtie, and bangles added the fun element. I pulled out a pair of black patent leather ankle boots, six-inch heeled with an inch-and-a-half platform, to finish the ensemble. Standing in front of the full body mirror, my mind immediately shifted to what Will would think of the outfit? Would he approve?

Taking CJ’s advice, I borrowed a ring light from CJ to counter the dull daylight. Breathing deeply ten times, I sat before the cameras and checked my angles. Three cameras from above placed too much focus on my head, and lack of cleavage. Not even half a roll of electrical tape could make those puppies voluptuous. I moved two of the cameras to desktop level to elevate my legs. It worked a treat, teasing but not giving anything away. As the clock turned 11:00 am, my live-stream began.

“Good morning, Rosettes. It’s me, EnglishRose18 coming to you from beautiful Berkeley in the sunny Bay Area. Though it’s not awfully sunny today.”

Watching the feed, a few hundred followers were tuned in.

“I have to give a massive shout out to Alert346 for sending me this lovely outfit. Though I’m not sure if it suits me. But I figured it channeled my inner playboy bunny.”

Almost instantaneously my feed tripled in messages, most in support for the outfit. And the cash registers rang at a high frequency.

“Castlereigh25, you want me to twirl like a supermodel? Oh, shucks. You think I’m pretty.”

A one-hundred-dollar donation came in with a swirl request. What else could a girl do? I stood up carefully in my ridiculous heels and did two pirouettes. Just to be sure. The cash registers went berserk.

“I hope you liked my lame attempt at being a supermodel,“ I said, as I replayed the twirls from every angle.

Quickly, I’d clocked up one-thousand-dollars in donations and my live-stream followers had exploded to over a thousand, then two thousand. Control the narrative, immediately came to mind.

“Looks like a thumbs up on this outfit,” I said, while wiggling my nose like a rabbit.

For the next twenty minutes, I showed photos of other outfits I’d received. Even the crotchless knickers but from a non-revealing angle. I got a surprising thumbs up on a pink skin-tight dress with buckles up one thigh. And again, on an off-the-shoulder white satin and lace dress with matching heels. It provided valuable feedback for future live-streams.

“And now I have something exciting for you,” I said, reaching behind me for a box.

The box stood at least two feet high and was as heavy as hell. I placed it on a chair beside me and sliced open the lid.

“Now thank you, Willendowed21 for sending this package through.”

Oh crap. I hadn’t read the sender. This one was from Will. What will be in the box? Thankfully, there was a letter that I read while the cash registers rang.

“The note reads, here are a few local treats to get your palette accustomed to American tastes. Start with the candy first.”

I pulled out the candy. There were sugar-coated candies, sour candies, candy straps and boiled candies. I counted over twenty different varieties.

“I’m gonna try one. I’ll film my reaction to the others over the next week. But which one to try?” I said, lusting after the treats in front of me.

After sampling the sugar-coated sour straps and almost immediately dropping into a diabetic coma, I pulled out the remaining treats. There were sodas in flavors like Pumpkin Pie and Bacon. Things called Snickerdoodles and Pop Rocks. I set up a voting system for followers to direct the order of my treat sampling. But the time came to sign-off.

“I’ve had such a ball. No BotMaster007, I’m not looking to try your salty balls. Thank you for watching Rosettes. See you again real soon. EnglishRose18 out.”

Wow, that was way more intense than I’d expected. How does CJ keep tens of thousands of followers under control during the live-stream? My goal had been to provide content to wrestle back the narrative. And I hoped I’d achieved that goal. I checked my viewership during the live-stream. Almost no drop offs and over eight thousand followers at the peak. I was happy. My five-hundred-dollar goal had been smashed. But by how much? I needed to do a double take when I realized I’d earned three thousand, seven hundred and fifty-six dollars for the hour. Holy crap.


CHAPTER NINE


MONDAY MORNING BROUGHT a return to clear skies and sunshine. After a successful weekend of streaming, and a couple of valuable chats with Mum, I felt ready to take on anything. Feeling buoyed by a week of femininity, I embraced the assets I’d been given. Namely, the time had come to wear my first skirt out in public. And I knew exactly which one. CJ had given me a plaid skirt she’d said was too British for her ever to wear. While it wasn’t one you’d see at the Highland Games, it invoked images of models in Burberry advertisements.

After pairing the skirt with a simple black V-neck t-shirt with white neckline and sleeve hems, and slipping on a pair of black suede chunky four-inch platform ankle boots, I headed off to class. The boots weren’t the safest for bike riding but I slowed to enjoy winter’s impact on the greenery along the way. Locking my bike securely in the Computer Science basement, I hummed as I headed to class. After undoing the bike ride by re-winding my skirt back around to the front. This Berkeley life was awesome. New digs, new classmates, new friends. What more could an English Rose wish for? Well, Will was in Florida for a game. Meaning, anything else was out of the question. For now.

“Welcome to week two of first semester,” the professor said.

Noticing nobody sitting next to me, I scanned the room. Priya was nowhere to be seen. I made a mental note to collect two of anything important.

“As is often the case, we’ve had a few dropouts already. Feel free to move into a vacant seat closer to the front,” the professor said.

As if he’d teleported, Bevan suddenly sat beside me again. I scowled at him before ignoring him.

“I like that outfit on you, Jude. It brings out those hazel eyes.”

I channeled what Mum had taught me and ignored him.

“It’s almost live-stream worthy. I might vote it in for next Saturday’s session,” Bevan said.

Think happy thoughts. He won’t keep going forever.

“Those boots may be a hazard in the lab. Perhaps you should slip them off,” Bevan said.

This time Bevan didn’t time his comment well enough.

“Please tell us why you need to disrupt the class, Mr Birmingham-Brownhall,” the professor said.

“Nothing sir. It won’t happen again.”

“He asked me to take off my shoes. Apparently, he’s got some kind of foot-fetish,” I called out.

“Is that correct, Mr Birminham-Brownhall?” the professor asked.

“It’s a misunderstanding, sir.”

“How about you swap seats with Mr Hawthorne?” the professor said.

While happy to be clear of Bevan, Montgomery Hawthorne III brought a whole different set of creeper vibes.

For the next two hours, the professor lectured us about emerging technology trends. It was a fascinating lecture from a man at the research cutting edge. Given I hoped to work in Silicon Valley upon graduation, I fully engaged and learned a heap. Meanwhile, about an hour in, Montgomery passed me a handwritten note. I dreaded to open it but when we stopped for a brief break, I succumbed to curiosity.

“Bevan says your boyfriend isn’t real. The football player is a beard. Apparently, you’ve never kissed him, and he’s merely a friend who is trying to make you look popular,” Montgomery wrote.

I assumed I’d moved past getting handed notes in class. But alas, I was wrong.

“Bevan is wrong,” I said, sharply.

The professor started speaking about advanced applications for Artificial Intelligence. Research work yet to go public. I sat forward in my seat to better focus.

About fifty minutes later, another note arrived in front of me.

“Bevan says you have a secret. He knew you in England, and is collecting evidence to out you. Unless you meet up with him after class, he’s gonna spill the beans,” Montgomery wrote.

I re-read the note twice. Holy crap. Could I have known him in a previous life? All the tossers at my secondary school looked the same to me. It could be true.

“Bevan is a liar,” I said.

Montgomery’s words ate at me for the remainder of the day. Surely Bevan lashed out and made shit up. But what was his end game? He seemed enamored by me. But if he knew my real identity, he wouldn’t be lusting after me the way he does. I know lust when I see it. And Bevan’s got a serious case of it. Towards the end of class, Montgomery passed me another note. Only this one was from Bevan.

“Hi EnglishRose18 (Jude). It’s BBBBotMaster007 (Bevan), here. I know your relationship with football boy is a sham. I had planned to bring this up with you directly but I don’t mind a little gamesmanship to make the chase more titillating. You may recall me from The Cotswold School. Although I have had quite the growth spurt since classes ended. Yes, not only height wise,” Bevan wrote.

I chuckled to myself, as Bevan stood at least four inches shorter than me without heels.

“Anyhow, I know all your secrets. And as I have a wonderful group of friends in high places. Well, student records, anyway. I think you need to understand who has the power here. Wait for me outside and come back to my place for a chat. Else, I can’t be held responsible for the consequences of your actions. P.S. It would be sad to see your live-streaming activities come to an end. P.P.S. I also have the dirt on CJ and Preston. It’d be unfortunate if it got out. Speak soon,” Bevan.

No matter which way I looked at this, Bevan had the upper hand. I could fess up, tell CJ and Will my secret and head back to England with my tail between my legs. Or I could be outed by this shithead. And I still did not know what his end game was. Why would he want to crush me as I started to blossom? Did I do something awful to him at high school? His face wasn’t vaguely familiar. And what was this shit about CJ and Preston? All I knew was that if I met him outside, he would have the upper hand. And that was the last thing I needed.


CHAPTER TEN


UNLOCKING MY BIKE, I thought long and hard about my dilemma. I needed to talk to Mum but it was the middle of the night in England. My instincts told me not to give up without a fight. When I saw Bevan waiting outside the Computer Science building, I confidently walked up to him.

“The written word is such a poor substitute for conversation,” Bevan said.

“But sometimes things are clearer when you read them, don’t you think, Bevan?”

“Hey, I like the skirt, is it Burberry?” Bevan asked, reaching out and rubbing the fabric between his fingers.

“I think it’s from BBBBotMaster007, so probably a knock-off.”

“We don’t have to be this combative. All I’m after is a little respect, Jude.”

“Oh, is that what they call blackmail these days?”

“It’s for the greater good. You’ll see, Jude. I want us to be together.”

“Well, it won’t happen tonight. I gotta cook for four and am running late.”

“It didn’t have to come to this. We’ve always had a connection. I was one of your first fans.”

“I’m not sure what you are talking about. But do what you need to do,” I said, before riding away.

The feel of the crisp, cool breeze against my legs brought me to life as I rode home a little quickly. Thankfully, my boots stayed on the peddles and traffic aversions were unnecessary. No matter which way I considered it, I saw nothing positive coming from succumbing to Bevan’s blackmail tactics. I needed the night to speak to Mum before making any rash moves. Surely, he wouldn’t out me overnight. He wouldn’t, he couldn’t. Could he?

“When are the boys back, CJ?” I asked as I walked in the door.

“Not until the midnight flight.”

“Can you get them to come over tonight? I got something important to tell them.”

“Sure, Preston is dropping by anyway. I’ll get him to bring Will.”

I headed straight into my room and shut the door. As I closed the door, my phone dinged.

“Look what student records sent to me by mistake,” Bevan wrote.

I clicked on the attachment. A copy of my passport popped up, clearly showing my gender as male. I didn’t respond. I wasn’t sure how Bevan had gotten my contact details. I’d never given them to him,

I ate dinner in virtual silence. CJ tried to pry it out of me but I kept quiet about everything.

“The boys will be here shortly after the bus gets in. It’ll be late.”

“Thanks, CJ. I need to get everyone together.”

After washing the dishes and cleaning up the kitchen, I retired to my bedroom as the sounds of cash registers rang out on CJ’s computer.

“Mum, thank god you are home.”

“Hey honey. What’s wrong?”

I told Mum everything that had occurred. How I’d assumed Bevan was taken care of by Will, he threatened to let my secret out.

“Is that Bevan Birmingham-Brownhall from The Cotswold School?” Mum asked.

“Yes, why do you ask?”

“He was one of the boys you kissed at pre-school. When you insisted on wearing Jenny’s dress to school. But you were determined. Poor Bevan. I think your kiss was the closest thing to romance he’s ever known.”

“Poor Bevan. He’s about to ruin my life, Mum.”

“That’s when I knew you were wired a little different from the other boys. What happened at home with your sisters was one thing but you wanted to dress like that in public.”

“All children play dress ups.”

“Can I call you back in half an hour, honey?”

“But you haven’t told me what to do.”

The following thirty minutes lasted forever. I must have glanced at the clock at least once a minute. With fifteen minutes to go, I couldn’t take it anymore. I called Mum. But her line was busy. Right on thirty minutes later, Mum called back.

“Hello honey, sorry for the delay.”

“What should I do, Mum?”

“Follow your heart, dear.”

“But Bevan is going to explode my universe.”

Mum followed up with sage advice about successfully navigating life as a young woman. And not succumbing to coercion.

“Bevan won’t be the last arsehole you come across. You need to learn to handle them. A little sugar can be more effective than a lot of salt.”

Shortly after mid-night the boys arrived. Will had a black-eye but seemed upbeat. Beating their arch-rivals for the State Championship does that, apparently.

“The reason I wanted to speak to you all is to clear the air. I’ve been hiding something, and you people mean too much to me for me to keep secrets from you,” I said.

“This sounds serious,” CJ said.

“Before I came to Berkeley, I wasn’t the confident babe you see before you.”

“I know. I saw you when you arrived,” CJ said.

“You need to know that Jude from Bourton-on-the-Water wasn’t born female. But I’ve discovered the real me and I don’t want it to change.”

“Is that all?” CJ asked.

“Why aren’t you all shocked?”

“We’ve known all along. That’s why I took you under my wing. Because I saw much of me in you, Jude.”

“You mean, you’re not born female either?”

“It’s not something I advertise, but no.”

“And I love her exactly as she is,” Preston said.

“I honestly did not know. My focus has been on my own dramas. Noticing nothing else,” I said, causing CJ to crack a smile.

“Why the rush to tell us?” CJ asked.

“Bevan from class followed me here from England. He knows my little secret.”

“Wow, that’s quite the commitment,” Will said.

“We kissed once but it’s a long story.”

“You must be some sort of kisser,” Preston said, before getting jabbed in the ribs by CJ.

“We were little kids. Anyway, that’s not important.”

“And he’s gonna out you, Jude?”

“He would’ve, CJ, had my mother not helped me out. She got his trust fund frozen.”

“So, he’s not gonna out you then?” CJ asked.

“No, he’s on his way back to England. But it wasn’t me I was worried about. He wanted to out you as well, CJ. And I couldn’t have allowed that.”

“I’m out. Look back through my YouTube channel videos. I don’t hide who I am and where I’ve come from. And one day you’ll feel as comfortable as I am. It simply takes time.”

Over the course of fifteen minutes, my heart rate dropped to where I stopped panting. CJ and Preston headed off to CJ’s room. I grabbed some frozen veg for Will’s eye.

“Why didn’t Bevan believe we were going out?” Will asked.

“He never saw you kiss me.”

“Perhaps I should correct that now?”

“I warn you, Will. One kiss from me is never enough.”


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


“I’D LOVE TO see what you’ve done with your room, Jude.”

“Is that an excuse for a make-out session, Will?”

“You’re awfully skilled at reading boys.”

“Call it a gift. But boys are straightforward when you get down to it.”

I stood and held Will’s hand before leading him into my inner sanctum. Once a foot inside the door, I turned and closed the door securely. I wasn’t interested in any unexpected visitors. When I turned, I noticed Will had taken the initiative.

“I hope you don’t mind. My shirt was a little tight,” Will said, laying on my bed shirtless with his head resting on my pillow.

“Didn’t you want to kiss me?” I asked, prompting Will to shuffle up to the end of the bed.

With Will seated and me still in ridiculous heels, I had to bend my neck to close in for our first kiss. As I moved, I felt Will’s hands slide along the top of my plaid skirt and rest on my hips. That first touch caused me to quiver. I’d dreamed of this moment, and what hopefully would follow, ever since I’d first laid eyes on him. Goodbye friend zone, hello end zone.

Will straightened his back and pulled me close. Our lips sat less than an inch apart. His honey eyes glistened in the dim light. His breath exuded peppermint.

“Goddam, you are beautiful,” Will whispered before our lips touched for the first time.

Will’s lips felt strong yet soft, and his tongue instantly became active, probing every inch of my mouth.

I felt my cock harden and poke into Will’s chest. Ashamed, I pulled back.

“What’s the matter, Jude? What did I do wrong?”

“I’m sorry, I couldn’t control it,” I replied, pointing down below.

Will lifted my skirt and kissed my silken panty bulge before coming back in for a kiss.

My oops only heightened Will’s desire for me. Not wanting to second guess anything, I pushed Will back on the bed and kissed him with intent. I slid my body up until we were face to face, chest to chest and, most importantly, cock to cock. I wasn’t the only one pumping blood away from my brain. And Will appeared to more than live up to his handle. Something I must admit scared me a little.

Will rolled me over and took the upper position. His kisses moved from my mouth to my neck and ears. I lay back and enjoyed the experience of being pleasured by another human. Especially one with the body of an Adonis and the face of a movie star. Even Will’s black eye appealed. Giving him a sort of tough guy look.

“Are you fine with me going to second base?” Will asked, prompting me to nod.

Will rolled me back on top of him. I raised my arms, and he slid my t-shirt up over my head, gently pulling my long hair through the neck hole. I suddenly worried Will would be disappointed with what lay beneath my bra, so quickly removed the pair of socks, throwing them on the floor behind me.

“Your neck is exquisite,” Will said, moving forward to kiss me and work his way down towards my lace bra.

The time had come for the reveal. And if this didn’t disappoint him, nothing would. But before I had time to unclip my bra, Will had unclasped it and gently slid the straps over my shoulders. He moved back to my neck, kissing across from left to right. When he hit the nape of my neck, I let out an audible groan. Will pulled my butt cheeks towards him, causing my cock to slide within the silken enclosure. Any thoughts I had drifted into nothingness as he kissed his way down to my nipples.

Until that moment, I did not know all nipples were sensitive. And how much joy I’d been missing. Will kissed, sucked and bit on my nipples, sending waves of excitement through me. Meanwhile, my satin knickers continued to grind against his washboard chest. I feared I’d explode uncontrollably if something did not change.

“How’s third base looking?” Will asked.

“Promising,” was all I could utter.

Will pulled my butt tightly as he nibbled on my nipples. Thank goodness the grind had stopped, and I could regain composure. And while I was having a lot of fun, I could barely control myself. I knew it was my time to act. As Will’s hand slid from my hip up under my skirt, I rolled us over. This caught Will by surprise as I slid my body up his torso and kissed him with intent.

“Wow, who’s the boss here?” Will asked.

“Me, of course,” I replied, grinning.

I kissed my way down Will’s washboard abs toward the top of his pants. Holding both sides, I slid his pants down to unveil a bright yellow pair of Calvin Kleins. Although it was hard to read the name as his manhood well and truly distorted the waistband. For a moment, I felt scared. What would I do when faced with the beast within? But lust soon took over, and I slid his Calvin Klein’s down to reveal a specimen Michelangelo’s David would have been happy to own.

Face to face with the first penis not attached to my body, I glanced upward to see Will about to explode with expectation. I slid my nails of both hands down from Will’s chest, leaving red marks but not drawing blood. Once they reached his pelvis, I wrapped the crimson polished fingers of my right hand around his substantial girth.

“Oh, my goodness. Yes, yes,” Will moaned.

I turned my head to the side and slid my tongue along the full length of his manhood. A series of moans and groans accompanied the subtle movement of Will’s backside. Understanding there was no need to delay things anymore, I pulled my knees up and took Will’s eight inches with one movement. My throat spasmed as I held Will’s manhood inside my throat for what seemed like minutes. But was probably more like fifteen seconds.

“I’m coming,” Will screamed.


CHAPTER TWELVE


THE VOLUME OF Will’s load surprised me. I’d never been on the receiving end of an oral delight before and it went on forever. Again, it was probably only ten seconds but time moves slowly in such circumstances. I felt Will’s seed spew forth from his manhood, and it bounce off the back of my throat. But I moved from deep-throating to sucking seamlessly as his orgasm played out.

“I’m sorry, I couldn’t stop,” Will said.

“Looks like someone’s been saving up for a special occasion,” I said, before licking his manhood dry and kissing him deeply again.

Gazing into Will’s eyes, he gently slid my hair away from my face.

“That’s the moneymaker,” Will said.

“Do you think I’m pretty?” I asked, prompting Will to nod.

“What about my legs?” I asked, kneeling up on the bed.

“I like this leg,” Will replied, sliding his hand up my right leg.

A shiver ran through me at Will’s touch.

“And I like this leg,” Will said, sliding his hand up my left leg.

“What about my arse?” I asked, turning away from Will and glancing back coyly over my left shoulder.

“Well, I hope to become well acquainted with your arse very soon,” Will replied.

“You reckon you’re getting to home base tonight, don’t you?”

“If I were a betting man, I’d say it’s a strong chance,” Will said, reaching out and pinching me.

“Well, let me think. You want to put that monster in here? It’s a good thing you don’t bet. Because it’s what we call a sure thing.”

Will’s eyes lit up as I slid my silk knickers down and rolled over to pass them over my suede boots. I reached into my side table and pulled out a tube of lube. I knew I’d need plenty if I was to accommodate Will even once. Though I felt he had further adventures on his mind.

“Hands out,” I said, squirting a massive dob of lube into Will’s hands.

He moved to lube himself up, prompting me to slap his wrist.

“Not so fast, boyo.”

“Sorry, Ma’am.”

I placed a serious dob of lube on my hand and moved my hands towards Will’s manhood.

“You need to get me ready. I’ll do you.”

Will didn’t need any further instructions. He rolled me over, so my head rested on a pillow, and pushed my thighs upward with his massive shoulders. Realistically, he could have thrown me around like a rag doll. But he was gentle, yet strong.

“I think I’ll need a little more lube,” Will said, assessing at my backside for the first time.

“Are you calling me fat?”

The cooling sensation of the lube stopped me in my tracks. Placing a thick dob of lube on his middle finger, Will ran his hand across my arse, leaving quite a thick cover. I felt my cock quiver as his finger approached. But my cock was not the target here. That lay about two inches below.

“You better be thorough,” I said with a smile.

“No-one has ever been as thorough as I’ll be.”

Will ran his middle finger along my crack before reloading and repeating the action. My shivers encouraged him to explore a little further. The next pass, Will’s finger dwelled a little above the sphincter before he swept his hand onward and brushed my cock. A wiggle was all the encouragement Will needed.

“Oh, that’s nice,” I said.

With his left hand gently holding my cock, Will slid his finger inside me. At first it felt weird but I’d read about the ‘pain before pleasure’ experience. As Will’s left hand slowly massaged me from the outside, his finger slid in and out, acclimatizing my arse to foreign invasion.

“Faster, faster,” I said.

Will knew what I wanted before I did, slowing his left hand and speeding up his right.

I threw my head sideways and gave into the immense pleasure waves pulsating through my body. I lost all sense of time until my cock exploded with the deepest orgasm of my life. Will kept using his finger well after the explosion, which he thankfully diverted away from my Burberry skirt.

“Fuck, that’s incredible,” I moaned, my body rolling from side to side in ecstasy.

“I think I’m ready for your gift now,” I said.

Will’s expression was precious. And something I’ll never forget. Like a Labrador being given a treat. His honey eyes open wide.

“Come over here and let’s get you ready,” I said, before moving onto my hands and knees and crawling across the bed.

I grabbed a fresh dob of lube and placed myself a few inches from the monster. This is gonna hurt way more than a finger. But it’s the band-aid I need to pull off. No, it’s the band-aid I desperately want to pull off. After covering Will’s manhood with butterfly kisses, I wrapped my lubed hand around his full girth. Moving slowly at first, I covered the root with lube before proceeding towards the tip. It came to life quickly and didn’t need a lot of encouragement. And let’s face it, my arse was hungry for the main event.

Proud of my work, and faced away from Will, I grabbed my pillow with both hands.

“Tell me if it hurts, Jude.”

“Just stick it in there.”

Will thrust his manhood deep within me. Deeper than any finger could go, even one from Will’s massive mitts.

“Fuck, that’s it,” I screamed.

Will needed little encouragement. It was seconds before I felt his balls slap against mine in a rhythm that instantly overcame any pain. With his hands on my hips, Will thrust deeper and deeper until I felt some part of him would break out of another orifice.

“Your arse fits me like a glove,” Will said.

Though he’d come once already, Will was in no rush to complete this mission. He skillfully worked himself back from the brink a couple of times as I felt impending explosions back down. Each time Will went deep, a rush of endorphins surged through me. And each time he drew back, my arse became hungrier for the next thrust. Finally, after what seemed like twenty minutes, my arse filled with warmth and Will collapsed onto my back. I turned my head and kissed him deeply.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT FIRST NIGHT with Will removed any doubt I had about embracing my new life. Not only was the lovemaking more intense than I’d imagined, being treated like a princess was something I never expected. Will was built like a man. One who could squash me like a fly at any time. But his lovemaking was kind and gentle. I never once felt in the least bit threatened. And his body. Where do I start? I could stare at him for weeks and not lose interest. My only feedback encouraged him to follow his instincts rather than ask permission.

While life without Bevan left me feeling safer, Will insisted on walking me to class every day. And in order not to give anyone else the wrong idea, we spent at least five minutes each morning kissing. I found it better than coffee to get my heart racing. Helping me get through the boring recap, the professor labored through at the start of each class. I got paired with Montgomery as a lab partner. But after a pep talk from Will, he was both respectful and hands-off. Turns out he didn’t like Bevan either and was more than happy with the outcome.

My next week of streaming grew my follower base exponentially. It felt weird to be alone in my room, yet speaking and interacting with tens of thousands of lonely geeks from across the globe. Getting showered with gifts made developing new content easy. Half my screen time was spent opening boxes and trying on new clothing. The rest was spent responding to messages. But my favorite outfits, the ones that created butterflies in my stomach, came from Wilendowed21. Each time I received a box from him, I knew I’d get plenty of wear out if whatever lay inside the box.

While I blocked BBBBotMaster007 that first night. I heard from Bevan one more time. His mother insisted her son apologize, so set up a four-way video call. Mum was the fourth participant. During the call, he apologized for his ‘unacceptable behavior’ and wished Will and me well. Apparently, that was part of the ten-step program he’d been forced to attend by his mother. I thanked him but made it clear he was lucky our parents were friends. Else, things would have ended far worse for him.

With a YouTube channel more than covering my expenses, a hunky boyfriend and wonderful new friends, my future looked more than rosy. Though even CJ told me that she often had to deal with some awfully wild followers. Sex toys were not the worst thing she’d received through the mail. Fingers crossed, I’ll avoid the prairie oysters she received from a Texan fan. But she showed me how to get the camera angles right and told me to pre-open any gifts that didn’t feel right. And how to handle anything else that came streaming in.


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


ONE WILD WEEKEND
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Can your friends really know you better than you know yourself? Do they see things that you are blind to?

Teddy Rose never had trouble attracting potential life partners. But keeping them was quite the other thing.

So, when he joins his lifelong friends for a weekend away in the wine country, his friends instantly jump into action. There’s suddenly more wingmen than at a Top Gun convention. And they assure Teddy they all know him better than he knows himself.

One of his friends even has private plans for Teddy. Laying in wait for the opportunity, she makes it crystal clear what is on offer. If he simply says the word.

But from the moment Teddy’s helped to first base with a local, his life changes forever.

If you like romances with plenty of heart, like ‘Pretty Woman’, you’ll love ‘ONE WILD WEEKEND’, the latest story from indie-author, Yumi Cox.

Will Teddy’s friends help or hinder his search for love? And will his weekend fling fizzle out like every other relationship?


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

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

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

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

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

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


TRAPPED
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Would you travel halfway around the world at an hour’s notice? What checks and balances would you insist on?

Robert Fletcher is a lucky guy. At twenty-six, this conservative mid-western guy works out of the Boston office of a top global consulting firm. With an apartment in the trendy Beacon Hill district, he gets to travel the US each week solving complex problems for the largest companies in the country. And his latest assignment has tongues wagging and consultants worldwide eager to pick his brain.

But Robert’s dreams are bigger. And he knows that the spotlight in consulting is fleeting. To leverage his great work, he needs to jag a global assignment. One that will launch his career into the consulting stratosphere. So, when someone pulls out of the perfect assignment at the eleventh hour, Robert’s name comes to the top of the list. And he gets the opportunity of a lifetime. One where he is paired with the firm’s gun consultant, a force of nature who takes no prisoners and never fails to deliver, Cassie Johnson.

Naturally, Robert jumps at the chance to work in Glasgow for three months, on a project that will be as challenging as it will be career-defining. But when he hastily agrees to join Cassie at her hotel of choice, he signs up for Cassie’s lifestyle, twenty-four-seven. And that places him in completely foreign territory. Three months is a long time to be trapped in someone else’s life. Especially when that someone is your polar opposite. But sometimes adversity is what you need in order to find success. And Robert quickly discovers opportunities he never imagined possible.

If you like transgender romances with action and heart, like ‘Love Actually’, then you’ll love ‘TRAPPED’. The latest story from indie-author, Yumi Cox.

Will Robert successfully resist temptation, or will new opportunities prove just a little too enticing?


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

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

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

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

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

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


THE SUPERHOST

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

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


THE APPRENTICE

[image: ]

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

OEBPS/image_rsrcZU.jpg
Transgender Romance Novelist





OEBPS/image_rsrcZY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc100.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZV.jpg
Transgenderﬂ@mam’e‘lﬂpv&est





OEBPS/image_rsrcZZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc101.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZW.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcZX.jpg





