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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“OH, MY GOODNESS. This is it. My time is about to arrive,” Holly said.

“I gather you had a good day at school,” I said, ceasing my piano playing.

“How many times have I told you it’s not school?” Holly said.

“Sorry, I gather you had a good day at drama class,” I said.

“Oh, my goodness, yes. They’re casting a new film. And I have the inside running,” Holly said.

“How? Why?” I asked.

“My friend Dana has a friend Trudy, who knows the girl who is doing the makeup for the auditions,” Holly replied, losing me after the first four words.

I loved seeing Holly in an upbeat mood. Since moving to Hollywood together almost a year prior, she’d rarely shown that side of her. Back in Nashville, Indiana, Holly’s smile would light up the town. People’s spirits immediately lifted when she walked into a room. She energised all those around her. Since first hitting the stage as a four-year-old in ‘Annie’, she’d been the first person cast in any theatre production in town. That’s why I signed up to support her Los Angeles dream. I worked three jobs to pay for whatever we needed to survive until Holly struck it big.

“The movie follows the tragic story of a woman whose husband dies. She pretends to be a man to secure a well-paying job and support her family,” Holly said.

“And which role are you going for?” I asked.

“The lead, of course. Auditions start next week,” Holly replied indignantly.

“If you need to practice any songs, I’m happy to help,” I said.

“No music this time, Taylor. But I liked what you were playing when I walked in?” Holly asked.

“It’s just something I’ve been writing for my demo,” I replied.

“Well it sounds like a keeper to me,” Holly said, before immediately returning to her description of the film.

Putting my bias to one side, Holly was perfect in every way. From her killer smile, to her cognac-coloured bedroom eyes, to her luscious plump bee-stung lips, every part of her was a highlight. And over the past ten years, I’d watched her change from a cute kid into a sensual young woman. One that few men wouldn’t watch closely as she walked by. Around 5ft 7in, slim and with shoulder-length waves of brown hair, Holly’s legs and arse could stop traffic, even on Hollywood Boulevard.

“This role will be my breakout opportunity,” Holly said.

“Well, let me know if I can do anything to help,” I said.

“I need a head start. Impress the casting agent before the auditions are even called,” Holly said.

Holly stood in the kitchen, head down, furiously tapping on her phone.

“Sounds sensible. How are you gonna do that?” I asked.

“Dana’s wrangled us invites for an A-List party. An industry party for the casting director. Dana’s friend Alfonso is catering the event,” Holly replied.

Following Holly’s line of conversation always challenged me. Her divergent thinking was great for improv, but often meant I lost track midway during our chats.

“Dana’s suggested treating the party as an audition. She’s going to make me over. To convince the casting director I’m perfect for the lead role,” Holly said.

While Dana’s suggestion obviously appealed to Holly, I struggled to understand how the whole audition idea would work. Turning up to an industry party dressed as a guy, in a sea of two hundred plus beautiful actresses. It seemed more a whim than a plan. But I wanted to be supportive.

“Well, let me know if I can help. Perhaps I can be your Uber driver?” I asked.

“Well, I’m not going alone,” Holly replied.

“Weren’t you going with Dana?” I asked.

“No, she’s got a night-time shoot on the strip to work on. She’ll meet us there later. I need my wingman,” Holly replied.

Holly’s comments filled me with dread. Since arriving in Los Angeles, I’d wing-manned the shit out of it for Holly. Ten of her last twelve relationships came from my wingman actions. Not that any of the vacuous idiots she’d hooked up with were worthy of a goddess like Holly. And since she’d broken up with Aaron during the week, I hoped my time may have come. At least as a wingman, I’d spend the night with her at the party. And possibly take my chance. After tapping away furiously on her phone, Holly turned and looked at me.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” I asked.

“Just something Dana mentioned,” Holly replied, returning to the phone screen.

“And what would that be?” I asked.

“Dana thinks it might help if we went as a couple,” Holly replied.

“Count me in. I’m more than happy to go as your boyfriend,” I said.

“That was unexpectedly easy,” Holly said.

“I’m happy to do anything to help you make it in Hollywood,” I said, trying to mask my excitement.

“I don’t know where I’d be without you,” Holly said, leaning down and kissing me on the cheek.

This was the moment I’d waited for my entire life. Holly had been my one and only love interest since I’d first seen her at the local church as a three-year-old. Smitten instantly, I’d never even looked at another girl since. And here was my opportunity to attend an industry party with Holly on my arm. Holly, the most beautiful woman in the world. Well, I saw her that way. This was like a dream come true. One that I’d wished for every day for the past fifteen years. As Holly’s delicate vanilla body scent flooded my airways, my excitement boiled over.

“Oh, one more thing,” Holly said.

“Name it. I’ll do it,” I said.

“Dana says you can’t go as a guy. You must go as my girlfriend,” Holly said.

“Why on earth do I need to do that?” I asked.

“Because the story is about a woman pretending to be a hetero man. Going with a guy wouldn’t make sense,” Holly replied.

Holly stood firm, no matter how persuasive my argument was. If I didn’t go, I’d leave Holly in the lurch. If I went, I’d go dressed as a girl with Holly dressed as a guy. Not the way I imagined us hooking up, but as long as we hooked up, I frankly didn’t care about the how.

“I don’t have any women’s clothes?” I asked.

“My cupboards are full. And as I’ll be wearing yours, you can wear mine,” Holly replied.

“What about hair and makeup?” I asked.

“I’m sure our fabulous neighbour, Skye, the drag queen, will be happy to help,” Holly replied.

I was running out of wiggle room. It wouldn’t be the first time I’d dressed up. The Nashville Players were quite the cutting edge ensemble, staging shows including ‘Hedwig and The Angry Inch’ and ‘The Rocky Horror Show’. Both of which had seen me dress for lead parts, although it was my singing voice that secured me those roles rather than my physical appearance. But this wasn’t on stage, it was in real life. And I’d be mixing with a sophisticated crowd. There were many ways I could end up with egg on my face. But, then again, Holly needed me.

“I don’t know why I let you talk me into these things,” I said.

“Because you love me. And I appreciate everything you do for me,” Holly said, kissing me on the cheek.

Holly was dead right about my motives. But her appreciation sounded staged.


CHAPTER TWO


WITH HOLLY STAYING back after class to be transformed, I was under strict instructions to be ready by 6:30 pm. And having performed en-femme before, preparations would take at least two hours. My wingman role would see me come face to face with Hollywood heavyweights. Attention to detail was everything: else it’d reflect badly on Holly. Skye arrived right on the dot of 4:00 pm, teetering on ridiculously high heels and lugging a massive pink suitcase behind her. Time had escaped me, and my demo tape was still playing when she walked in.

“Who’s the artist?” Skye asked.

“Me, I’m trying to finish a demo to shop around the record companies,” I replied.

“Who’d have known I have such a talented neighbour?” Skye said.

“And I’m not the most talented one,” I said.

“Now, I’m under strict instructions to ensure you blend in,” Skye said.

“Sounds good to me,” I said.

“But I was never one for following instructions. Do better, is my motto,” Skye said.

“Now I’m a little worried,” I said.

Skye had been our neighbour since we’d moved in. A transgender flight attendant, she travelled a lot of the time, spending a few nights away each week. But mainly early in the week, as she performed in drag shows from Thursday through Saturday. Standing around 5ft 9in and very leggy, she looked incredible. With a full face of makeup from her day in the air, and her long ombre coloured hair tied securely in a high ponytail, she oozed femininity. While I’d met her alter ego Stuart once, when her parents were in town, I’d rarely seen Skye without a full face of makeup and wearing the highest of high heels.

“Let’s head to the wardrobe and find you a killer outfit. What mood are you in?” Skye asked.

“How about this one?” I replied, pulling out the first thing I found.

“Definitely a hard no. Leather shouldn’t come in canary yellow. And yellow is not your colour,” Skye said.

While the feedback sounded a little harsh, Skye had good intentions.

“How about this one?” I asked, pulling out a white off-the-shoulder dress with ruffles.

“I’m not sure why Holly’s still got her prom dress. But remember, you have no breasts to hold it up,” Skye replied.

I needed to think a little harder about this.

“Then how about this outfit?” I asked, holding up a black skin-tight maxi-dress with a matching leather jacket.

“I like the jacket. And you could pair it with jeans,” Skye replied.

“Isn’t that too casual?” I asked.

“Not with these jeans. Decision made,” Skye replied, handing me the full outfit.

“Now, let’s move to hair and makeup,” Skye said.

“I didn’t sign up for this,” I said.

“Do you want to look like a guy in a dress? Then, stop whinging. I’d kill for your bone structure. When I’m finished, you’ll be fighting the guys off,” Skye said.

“I’m not sure that is the aim here,” I said.

“What colour do you want to be?” Skye asked.

“My hair is brown. Blend in, remember,” I replied.

“Then I’m gonna give you some extensions,” Skye said.

“Okay, but only if my hair stays brown,” I said.

“Deal. Now, into the bathroom. Shower and shave everything,” Skye said.

“What the freaking hell for?” I asked.

“Guy in a dress. How many times do I need to tell you?” Skye replied.

I looked at the jeans and top. Skye was right. The ripped jeans left a few inches of skin at the bottom. While the top revealed chest and upper arms.

“Put on the bra and panties so I can see what I’ve got to work with,” Skye said when I returned to the bedroom.

“Why do I need to wear a bra? Sorry, I remember. Guy in a dress,” I said.

“Hold still while I remove the last hairs,” Skye said, scanning my body for the rogues.

Skye jumped in and plucked the eyebrows from the left of my face. Leaving me little option but to let her finish the job.

“I promised you’d be freaking hot when I finished,” Skye said.

With the hair extensions attached, I’d watched in awe as Skye transformed me from nerdy musician Taylor to Hollywood red-carpet girl-candy Taylor. With my long straightened and extended hair flowing over my shoulders and down my back, and a dramatic yet subtle face of makeup, the girl staring back in the mirror was hot. Damn hot.

It took me a few minutes to register who and what lay beneath the woman in the mirror. A cerulean-blue halter-neck silk top with black lace edging sat over a pair of black skin-tight jeans with rips around the knees. A pair of black four-inch stiletto ankle boots and a black leather fitted jacket with a wide diagonal zip completed the outfit. Somehow, Skye had given me the impression of a cleavage Holly would have been proud of.

“Thank you, Skye. You are a master,” I said.

“If Holly asks. Tell her this is my version of blend in,” Skye said, before heading out the door.

A touch after 6:00 pm, I awaited Holly’s arrival. Heading into the bathroom, I took a few selfies. Holly arrived home mid selfie-session.

“I’m ready when you are,” I said, heading into the lounge room.

“Sorry, Miss,” Holly said, walking out of her bedroom.

“Yeah, funny,” I said.

Holly stood dumbfounded in front of me. The first time I’d ever seen her lost for words.

“You can’t go like that,” Holly said.

“Why not? I’ve just spent two and a half hours getting ready,” I said.

“Me too. But I said don’t take the attention away from me,” Holly said.

“Hang on. Is that my interview suit?” I asked.

Holly stood before me, dressed head to toe in my green single-breasted suit, with a light blue long-sleeved shirt and an emerald-green tie. A pair of trendy tan shoes that I only wore to perform in completed the outfit. With slicked back hair and an artificial three-day growth, she was unrecognisable, too.

“Well, you’re wearing my brand new leather jacket and boots,” Holly replied, as my phone dinged, signalling that the Uber was waiting.

“Do you want me to come along or not?” I asked.

“Yes, but stay in the background. And don’t upstage me,” Holly replied.

“Why would I do that? You know I hate people,” I said.

“But I have a feeling people won’t hate you tonight,” Holly said.


CHAPTER THREE


“I’M GONNA HAVE to drop you off here,” the Uber driver said.

“That’s fine. We’ll walk the rest,” Holly said.

I looked at Holly’s shoes and then at mine. I could see why she wasn’t worried and crossed my fingers for a driveway of anything but cobble stones. After thanking the Uber driver, I joined Holly on the trek towards the music.

“Who owns this place?” I asked.

“Not sure. But I’m looking out for a casting director called Gina Love,” Holly replied.

“I’ll let you know if I bump into her in the ladies’ loo,” I said, chuckling.

“Oh, crap. I forgot I’d have to deal with men’s urinals,” Holly said.

Thankfully, asphalt covered the driveway. While my feet hurt from the one-mile walk, at least I didn’t twist an ankle on the way to the front door. Once inside, Holly and I headed for the bar.

“I’ll have a vodka with cranberry juice,” Holly said.

“Isn’t it the guy’s job to buy the drinks?” I asked.

“Good catch. A pina colada for you and a vodka for me,” Holly replied, giggling to herself.

Taking a seat near a piano, I scanned the crowd while trying to be feminine. While crossing my legs wasn’t natural for me, Skye had insisted I tuck to avoid an embarrassing situation. That made it easier to remember to sit lady-like. The house was a palace, but not in a tacky over the top LA way. The decor was pleasant enough. But everything about the house, from the twenty plus foot ceilings to the fifty-metre pool, signalled wealth and opulence. I wondered how much it cost to furnish a place this large, reckoning at least half a million in just what I could see.

“You like that song, do you?” a voice from the side asked.

I turned to see a piano player smiling gratefully at me. My foot tapped along with a wonderful rendition of a little known song.

“A very underrated song. One of his best,” I replied.

“Unusual to meet someone with musical pedigree at an event like this. I’m Brad,” Brad said.

“I’m Taylor. I’m really just a plus one,” I said.

“Is that your boyfriend heading this way with the drinks?” Brad asked.

“Boyfriend no, we’re merely friends,” I replied.

“Pleasing to know,” Brad said.

“I can’t see Gina Love anywhere,” Holly said, handing me a drink.

“She had to fly to New York at the last minute,” Brad said.

“Sorry, and you are?” Holly asked.

“Her brother and business partner, Bradley,” Brad replied.

“And you’re playing the piano,” Holly said.

“Well, I’m not the entertainment. It’s my piano,” Brad said.

“I bet you are very talented,” Holly said, feigning a smile.

“He’s actually pretty good. A solid eight,” I interjected.

“I should have known you’d be ‘nerding’ out with the help,” Holly said.

Holly caught me up on the Hollywood A-List gossip while we consumed a few drinks. Without Gina in attendance, she wasn’t sure who to schmooze instead. I tried everything to connect with her romantically, but without success. She was on a mission, and it appeared I’d played my part. Meanwhile, Brad finished a diverse but impressive set before taking a brief break. A small crowd, including me, applauded him as he stood and headed for the bar. Ten minutes later, he was back, upping the tempo with a couple of rousing cabaret tunes.

Around an hour after we arrived, Holly noticed Dana enter the party and hurried over to say hello.

“He’s a firecracker. You’re lucky his girlfriend has arrived,” Brad said.

“They’re merely friends,” I said.

“I wouldn’t bet on that,” Brad said.

Unsure about the meaning of Brad’s comment, I watched intently as Holly seemed to console Dana. She appeared on edge, a mix of angry and scared. Dana pointed over to a far corner of the massive living room, causing Holly to look menacingly in that direction. Holly headed in that direction, only for Dana to pull her back by the arm. After conversing for another fifteen minutes, Holly consoled Dana with several long hugs. It looked weird for a guy to console a girl in that way. I stood and headed over to the girls.

“Sorry to interrupt, but as your wingman, this doesn’t look good,” I said.

“If Gina isn’t here, it doesn’t matter how it looks,” Holly said.

“What’s happened?” I asked.

“Dana is being stalked by an ex. He’s over in the far corner,” Holly replied.

“Which one is he?” I asked.

“He’s moved out of view,” Dana replied.

”What’s he look like?” I asked.

“He’s big and muscular,” Dana replied.

“Then, how can I help?” I asked.

“I’ve got it under control, sugar,” Holly replied.

“I could pretend to be your boyfriend. I’m happy to change,” I said.

“Change into what? You’ve got nothing to wear,” Holly said.

“Well, you are wearing my clothes and I’m wearing yours,” I said.

“Holly’s makeup won’t come off that easily. And neither will yours,” Dana said.

“There must be something I can do to help,” I said.

“Short of blowing Dana’s ex, I don’t know what else,” Holly said.

“Perhaps you could pretend to be my boyfriend, Holly?” Dana asked.

“But she’s not a guy,” I interjected.

“She’s looks more masculine than you do,” Dana added.

“Sure. Sounds like good practice for the audition,” Holly replied.

It sure was a surreal moment seeing the girl of my dreams, Holly, slide her arm around Dana’s slim waist and pull her tight. But then when Dana guided Holly’s hand a little lower onto her black leather mini-skirt, that took it to a whole other level. And Dana’s hand didn’t just guide Holly’s, Dana’s palm remained on Holly’s hand, causing Holly to smile. But when Dana slid her hand around Holly’s waist and she planted her thumb in the side pocket of my suit, all hope left my body. Luckily, Skye had tucked me, as my loins tingled at the sight of the two girls.

“How’s that?” Holly asked.

“A wonderful start, sweetheart. Don’t worry, I’ll give you cues,” Dana replied, squeezing Holly’s hand.

“Let me know if I go too far,” Holly said.

“There’s no danger of that,” Dana said.

“Would you like to dance?” Holly asked, stepping up and embodying her newfound confidence.

“Sure. That would be lovely, babe,” Dana replied.

As the two girls headed to the dance floor, I wondered how my big night with Holly had gone pear-shaped so quickly. Here I stood, a guy in a dress, so to speak, watching the girl of his dreams feign affection with another girl. Or was she feigning? Perhaps it was great acting. I hoped that was the case. Losing the girl of my dreams to another girl was not something I wanted to consider.

Go big or go home, came to mind. And it looked like my only opportunity was to go home. I resumed my seat by the piano and contemplated my next move.

“Won’t say I told you so,” Brad said, as I sat down.

“You are very perceptive,” I said.

“It’s a gift. I can read people. How do you think I knew you carried a flame for your friend?” Brad asked.

“Unfortunately, it’s only one way,” I replied.

“Perhaps you should move on. You could do much better,” Brad said.

“Thanks. But the heart wants what the heart wants,” I said.

“Don’t go anywhere. I need to schmooze for a few minutes,” Brad said.

Brad finished playing a subtle lounge song before heading off to socialise.

After several songs worth of heavy body grinding, an apparent show for Dana’s ex, Holly and Dana joined me with a fresh round of drinks. Even with Holly carrying three drinks, Dana’s hands sat on her hips, guiding her seductively through the crowd.

“That was fun. For once, I didn’t have to worry about what people thought,” Holly said.

“Welcome to being an invisible male,” I said.

Holly took a seat and crossed her legs.

“Uncross, babe,” Dana says before dropping onto Holly’s lap.

Holly steadied Dana on her lap, turned her body ninety degrees, and locked her arms around Dana’s waist. With Holly’s hands otherwise occupied, Dana did what came naturally to her. She leaned down and kissed Holly with a passion that truly surprised me.

“I think your ex is well and truly gone now,” I said after watching the girls kiss for a solid fifteen minutes.

A minute or two later, the girls came up for air. Both appeared flushed but excited.

“I don’t trust him. He could be watching,” Dana said.

“Don’t worry, babe. Your my girl now,” Holly said.

Dana was the type that looked like she needed protecting. Around 5ft 2in and slim, she wouldn’t have weighed more than a hundred pounds. And it sounded like her ex stood well over 6ft. I wondered how they could safely have sex. But while she wasn’t attractive, she wasn’t ugly either. Just someone you’d walk past on the street without bothering to notice.

“I suppose the kissing is practice for the audition, too,” I said.

“Jealous doesn’t look good on you, Taylor. I’m simply auditioning for a role,” Holly said.

“Anyway, you and Bradley seem cosy,” Holly added.

“He was just being a gracious host,” I said.

“Well, you’re not in Nashville anymore. You’ve got the perfect opportunity to find yourself,” Holly said.

“I’m not gay,” I said.

“Then why have I never seen you with a girlfriend?” Holly asked.

“I’ve got my eye on someone,” I replied.

“Take it from someone who’s used to being fawned over by men. Brad’s more than a little interested,” Holly said.

Holly’s comments concerned me. Why would she think I would be interested in Brad? Maybe that’s why Holly had never given me a shot. But then Holly and Dana’s lips locked and remained that way for the following hour. And once I’d stomached the kissing, Holly’s hands started moving up under Dana’s blouse. And Dana was more than happy to provide full access. That shocked me more than a little.

Thankfully, the girls headed back towards the dance floor, giving me a few moments of reprieve. That coincided with Brad’s return, brandishing a couple of glasses of red wine.

“You look like you could use a drink,” Brad said.

“At least someone is a gentleman,” I said.

“You know they left, don’t you?” Brad said.


CHAPTER FOUR


“LOOKS LIKE I need to order an Uber,” I said.

“Or you could keep listening to my music,” Brad said.

“As much as I’m tempted, I should probably go,” I said.

“What could I play to cheer you up?” Brad said.

“Do you know ‘Maps’, by the Yeah, Yeah, Yeahs?” I asked.

“Or I could play something else,” Brad replied.

“How about ‘Somebody That I Used to Know’, by Gotye?” I asked.

“I’m not having much luck, am I?” Brad replied.

“Should we try again, or should I play something?” I asked.

“Do you know ‘Maps’, by the Yeah, Yeah, Yeahs?” Brad replied.

“Slide your backside over,” I said.

I stood and casually sauntered to the piano, gently swinging my hips as I did. Playing a few notes, I got a feel for the action of the instrument.

“Does it meet your needs, maestro?” Brad asked.

“I think I can make do,” I replied, reaching for the peddles and brushing Brad’s leg.

Brad held his ground, making it impossible for me to play without bumping his muscular leg regularly. And Brad’s feint, musky scent melded with my lavender and bergamot fragrance to mask a distinct cigar smell emanating from behind the piano. After playing ‘Maps’ from start to finish, I stood.

“Impressive. I should have hired you instead,” Brad said.

“Perhaps we could duet. Can you sing?” I asked.

“I’ve been known to knock one out,” Brad replied.

“But can you sing?” I asked, smiling cheekily.

“How about you start off and I’ll come in with the harmonies?” Brad replied.

I sat and played ‘Somebody That I Used to Know’, by Gotye, changing the words to the female perspective. I could easily switch in and out of falsetto, making it sound like a girl singing. Brad added soulful harmonies in the chorus. Once we finished, Brad stood and clapped his hands, as did a small crowd that had gathered about us.

“Thank you. That was fun,” I said.

“You can’t stop now. Not with fans waiting,” Brad said.

The crowd stood expectantly about us, waiting for another song.

“Only if we take turns,” I said.

“How about we stick to the music for now?” Brad said, causing my face to redden.

For the next thirty minutes, Brad and I put on a mini-concert for a crowd that grew to around one hundred strong. We changed lead and harmony with each song. Though I seemed to have the greater repertoire on the piano. Brad kicked off a new song, then I sang one. This continued until the finale, ‘I Got You Babe’, by Sonny and Cher. A duet in the pure sense of the word. Once we finished, the crowd applauded enthusiastically. They assumed we were part of the paid entertainment.

Brad took my hand and helped me to stand. We bowed as the crowd increased the applause.

“You have a genuine talent,” Brad said.

“It’s more of a passion at this stage,” I said.

After another bow, Brad led me to my seat.

“Can I show you around before you have to go?” Brad asked.

“As long as you don’t try any funny stuff,” I replied.

“I promise to hold back all jokes for another day,” Brad said.

“You know what I mean,” I said.

I stood face to face with Brad for the first time. Even with me wearing four-inch heels, he stood an inch or two taller. And in the brighter lights away from the piano, his sky-blue eyes sparkled with an intensity that made it difficult to look away. A strong, rugged jawline sat beneath a raspy three-day growth. Much more convincing than the one Dana had applied to Holly. And he smelled of musk mixed with apples. Not at all like the grungy musicians in my circle.

“Then I won’t show you any of the ten bedrooms,” Brad said.

“Well, maybe one or two will be alright,” I said.

“Okay, but I’ll leave the master suite for another day,” Brad said.

“That sounds fair,” I said.

Brad took my hand in his and directed me through room after room in his palace of a house. From the third story, a night view of the hills sparkled brightly with street and house lights. Even for a nerd like me, the twenty seat cinema with voice activation wasn’t quite the highlight. That was the music room, as Brad called it, fully equipped with a rare Bösendorfer grand piano and a full recording studio. Apart from the piano, the studio had a drum full set, several guitars and basses, an electric piano and several other keyboards. Everything you could ever need.

He even showed me the control room. With both analogue and digital boards, and the largest mixer I’d ever seen in real life, I wondered if there was anything this setup couldn’t do. Once I looked up, I saw a line of a half dozen gold and platinum records on the wall. A couple of dozen photos flanked them, all with a similar inscription. Thanks, Bradley. From heavy hitters like the Rolling Stones to local legends like Blondie, the list contained a remarkable talent pool. I felt privileged beyond belief merely to be standing in that room.

“Oh, my goodness. I’m in heaven,” I said.

“And we haven’t even seen the master bedroom yet,” Brad said.

“Fuck the bedroom. I’d sleep here,” I said.

“Why don’t you give me your number?” Brad asked once we returned to the party.

“I don’t really play parties, I’m afraid,” I replied.

“I was more thinking of dinner,” Brad said.

A wave of warmth rushed across my face.

“I assume you eat from time to time,” Brad said.

“Yes, but…” I said.

“… I promise I’ll be the perfect gentleman,” Brad interjected.

“But I hardly know you,” I said, unsure of how to navigate this line of questioning.

“Can you think of a better way to start?” Brad asked.

“We could do this again,” I replied.

“Okay, I can tell you’re going to make me work for it. I’m hosting an event next weekend. Consider yourself invited. Give me your number and I’ll send the invite,” Brad said.

“I don’t think I should,” I said.

“Why not?” Brad asked.

“Because you know nothing about me. I might be a psycho stalker for all you know,” I replied.

“I’ll take that risk. Remember, I read people for a living,” Brad said.

For a moment, I had forgotten about Holly. During the performance and subsequent tour of Brad’s house, the excitement of the moment left me thinking of nothing else. But as I headed home in the Uber, it hit me. Holly had hooked up with Dana instead of me. Intentionally. Why would she make out with a girl when she could’ve made out with me? I bet it was Dana’s plan all along. I never liked her. She’s trying to steal Holly away from me. Just when her dreams of stardom are about to come true.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


SATURDAY MORNING, I woke at 7:00 am and headed straight out for a run. My sleep had been restless, with flashbacks to the night before keeping me awake for hours on end. My process to counter such situations was to sweat it out. Quietly heading outside into the bright Los Angeles sunshine, traffic and construction noise replaced the quiet of my dark and messy sound-proofed nerd cave. There was no doubting it. I wasn’t in Bel Air any longer.

Heading west to the Hollywood Freeway, I tracked it north-west, weaving my way through apartment filled suburban streets until I reached Santa Monica Boulevard. I upped the pace as I sprinted through East Hollywood until I hit Sunset Boulevard. Pacing myself along the busier stretch, I continued on to Echo Park. The warm down saw me take Silver Lake Boulevard back to Vigil Avenue. Standing outside the apartment in a pool of sweat, I grabbed a coffee to go.

Throughout the run, my mind replayed the night before. It wasn’t Holly’s antics that had kept me awake. I was used to her flights of fancy when preparing for auditions. While she had few female friends, there’d been no romantic inklings. This thing with Dana was a one-off. Research. But what kept me awake was the thrill of being in a thousand person crowd with everyone treating me as a desirable girl. That must be how Holly felt everyday. No wonder she’d become a little vain. It was great fun. A total rush.

Returning to the apartment, I headed straight into the bathroom. Looking in the mirror, I expected to see everyday Taylor. But something was different. I glowed. With Skye’s hair extensions still attached, and perfectly shaped eyebrows, an androgynous Taylor peered back at me. The type of face that you weren’t sure what gender they occupied. They may even switch gender day by day. Gender fluid. Washing my shapely hairless legs got me more than a little horny. I immediately understood where feminine power came from. A knock on the door interrupted the trance-like moment.

“Can you hurry? I’m bursting,” Holly asked.

“Give me a minute to dress,” I replied.

Taking a soft silk robe from the back of the door, I covered myself and let Holly in. Holly, still sporting a three-day growth, burst forward and threw herself on the toilet. She didn’t wait for me to leave before expunging all the alcohol consumed the night before.

“Did you go to sleep like that?” I asked.

“Well, I didn’t put it on again this morning. And why are you wearing my robe?” Holly replied sarcastically.

“Probably for the same reason you’re wearing my trunks and singlet,” I said.

With the conversation degrading, it was time for breakfast.

“Where did you go last night?” I asked.

“I came straight home,” Holly replied.

“You realise you left me at the party, don’t you?” I asked.

“Sorry. I got a little sidetracked,” Holly replied.

“That was quite the believable act you put on last night,” I said.

“Don’t get all possessive. I’m a free spirit,” Holly said.

“You surprised me. I’ve never seen you show passion like that before,” I said.

“I was channelling a role for the audition,” Holly said.

“What was your excuse?” Holly asked.

“What do you mean?” I replied.

“You virtually threw yourself at the piano player,” Holly said.

“How would you know? You left,” I said.

“It’s all over the Internet,” Holly said, looking at her phone.

“Show me that,” I said, sliding the phone in front of me.

Someone had recorded Brad and me performing our set for the crowd. It wasn’t the entire thirty minutes but cut into a highlights reel. Brad had shared it before his sister Gina picked it up and re-posted it on her socials.

“Is that a lot of views?” I asked.

“So much for keeping a low profile, wingman,” Holly replied.

“At least I’m on Gina’s radar,” I said.

“And how does that help me?” Holly asked.

A rustling noise emanated from Holly’s bedroom. I looked at Holly, who didn’t divert from her phone. Seconds later, Dana walked into the kitchen wearing one of Holly’s t-shirts and nothing more.

“I was cold without your body warmth, babe,” Dana said, leaning down and kissing Holly with intent.

Holly reciprocated, even sliding her hand up under the t-shirt.

“I’d love some coffee, babe, before helping you climax again,” Dana said, kissing her way down Holly’s cleavage.

Dana turned and sauntered across into the bathroom.

“I guess the audition continues,” I said.

“Research is the actor’s best friend,” Holly said.

Dana returned, pouring two cups of coffee and placing them on the table in front of Holly. She stood behind Holly, leaning down and sliding her blood-red fingernails up and down Holly’s thighs while kissing her neck. Holly responded by feeding Dana muesli and toast over her shoulder.

“I’ve got my strength back, babe,” Dana said.

“I’ll clean my teeth and see you in bed in a couple of minutes,” Holly said.

Dana kissed Holly one more time. This time, it must have clocked two minutes.

“I can almost taste you already,” Holly said, watching Dana close the bedroom door before looking at me.

“I got nothing,” I said.

“Bi-sexual actresses are white-hot right now,” Holly said.

“Oh, now you are bi-sexual,” I said.

“No, but I’m auditioning for a bi-sexual role,” Holly said.

“Well, you’re very believable. I’m convinced,” I said.

“You always say such lovely things about my acting,” Holly said.

“No, I mean it. I wouldn’t know you weren’t bi-sexual,” I said.

“Thanks, Taylor. You’re always supportive. Time for more research,” Holly said, standing and kissing me on the cheek.

“Does Dana know it’s research?” I asked.

“We don’t like to put labels on it,” Holly replied.

After cleaning her teeth and preening herself in the mirror, Holly closed the bedroom door behind her. It took less than five minutes before one girl climaxed. Then the other reciprocated less than ten minutes later. After both girls climaxed together fifteen minutes later, I visited my neighbour, and makeup artist extraordinaire, Skye.

“Sounds like someone’s enjoying a solid workout this morning,” Skye said, placing a coffee in front of me.

“Don’t get me started,” I said.

“My offer still stands, if you're feeling curious,” Skye said.

“I’m confused enough right now. I couldn’t handle any more surprises,” I said.

“What happened to you? I could’ve sworn you’d pull a crowd dressed like that,” Skye asked.

“I had fun. But Holly didn’t pay me any attention,” I replied.

“Do you wanna keep the weave?” Skye asked.

“Maybe, just for the next week,” I replied.

“Sounds like you have a hot date. Is it with the piano player?” Skye asked.

“How did you know about that?” I replied.

“Social media, babes. Nothing is private anymore,” Skye said.

“I wouldn’t call it a hot date,” I said.

“Well, I’m happy to give you some tips for the bedroom, as well as for your makeup,” Skye said.

“That won’t be needed. He’s quite the gentleman,” I said.

“In my experience, it’s the gentlemen you want to impress,” Skye said.

With moaning still audible through the apartment wall, my mind drifted back to the night before. I’d really enjoyed spending time with Brad. Each time our bodies brushed against each other, electricity seemed to flow. But perhaps it was merely static. With Holly going through a phase, perhaps it was time for me to explore my femininity a little more. Who knows, it may help Holly notice me.


CHAPTER SIX


THINKING BACK TO Friday night, one of Holly’s comments stuck with me. The first time she saw me dressed for the party, she suggested that I’d be popular. That was the first unprompted positive feedback I’d ever received from Holly. Especially about how I looked. And given that she was now bi-sexual, I figured she may see me as the best of both worlds. The perfect partner for a bi-sexual. I simply needed to keep myself looking pretty. Well, prettier than Dana.

“Can I borrow some of your clothes again next Friday?” I asked.

“I don’t want you soiling my best outfits,” Holly replied.

“Pot calling kettle black, don’t you think? You defiled my interview suit,” I said.

“I’m not sure I want to be sharing clothes with you forever,” Holly said.

“Just for the next week, while I explore my feminine side,” I said.

“What’s in it for me?” Holly asked.

“You can wear anything of mine,” I replied.

“I can do that anyway,” Holly said, smiling.

I reflected on the double standard here. It wasn’t fair that I virtually had to beg for permission, while Holly had unfettered access.

“Doesn’t Dana want you to dress masculine for her?” I asked.

“We’ve moved on. We’re lipstick lesbians, not butch lesbians,” Holly replied.

“My mistake. I’m struggling to keep up with your sexual identity,” I said.

“Lesbian actresses who can play straight are white-hot right now,” Holly said.

I found it interesting to hear Holly call herself a lesbian. It shocked me to think of her only with women. But something life-affirming must have occurred behind closed doors, else she was preparing for another role. But love was love, and if Holly wanted a sexy woman, I had to become a sexy woman.

The ding of my phone broke the awkward silence.

“I enjoyed spending time with you on Friday night, Taylor. Here’s the invite to my event this Friday. Can’t wait to see you there. Brad xoxo,” Brad messaged.

“What’s wrong? Why the dumb look on your face?” Holly asked.

“Oh, nothing really,” I replied, trying to prevent the message from being seen by Holly.

“Show me. Is this why you want to play dress-ups again?” Holly asked.

Holly snatched the phone out of my hand. For a skinny girl, she was unexpectedly strong. Or perhaps I was just weak? Holly walked away, reading the text before clicking on the attached invite.

“Are you freaking kidding me? You are taking me,” Holly said.

“It’s an invitation for me only,” I said.

“Message your boyfriend and ask for a ticket for me,” Holly instructed.

“He’s not my boyfriend,” I said.

“Then message your fuck-buddy and ask for a ticket for me,” Holly said.

“I can’t,” I said.

“Then you can’t borrow my clothes,” Holly said.

Holly had me over a barrel. I couldn’t go to the event without access to Holly’s clothes. And we both knew it. Skye’s drag outfits weren’t classy, and Skye’s 38DD top posed a problem. No amount of padding could fill that void.

I needed to dress feminine to attract Holly’s attention. And now she was a lesbian, femininity appeared my only hope to impress her. I didn’t care where that led. Nothing was a bridge too far. But my window was closing as Dana and Holly spent more time together. Holly’s love slipped through my fingers even as I sat thinking about it. With permanent access to Holly’s clothing, I could impress her with my femininity every day. It was my only chance.

“Okay. But if I get you an invitation, you have to provide full access to anything in this apartment,” I said.

“Anything but me,” Holly said.

“You have a deal,” I said, holding out my perfectly manicured hand emblazoned with crimson nail polish.

Holly and I shook on it. This had been our way since the first grade. If we shook on it, it was a blood oath. Something that neither of us could break. Now I just needed the invite.

“And make it a plus one. I want to show-off my lesbian girlfriend,” Holly said.

It took me two days to muster up the courage to reply to Brad. And when I did, I mentioned breaking a promise to my flatmate. Although a high-risk move, Brad agreed, sending an invitation directly to Holly, with a plus one.

“You are the best wingman ever,” Holly said, when the invite came through.

“Now, what should I wear?” I said, walking into Holly’s bedroom and opening her wardrobe.

Holly’s happiness instantly shifted to reality. While I filled my lungs with glorious feminine aromas, she’d lost all privacy. What was hers was mine. Not something she expected to face immediately. Standing in front of Holly’s wardrobe, eagerly sampling many fashion-forward items, I spun out. Friday loomed, and many questions popped into my head. What should I wear? How should I act? What colour lipstick and nail polish did I need? The questions went on forever. Sweat beads slid past my temples. I needed help, and Holly wasn’t the answer.

Skye answered her door with a full face of dramatic makeup and dressed in sequins head to toe.

“I need your help,” I said.

“Where?” Skye asked.

“In the closet,” I replied.

“Darling, I haven’t been in the closet since I was eight,” Skye said.

“No, Holly’s closet. I need to pick an outfit,” I said.

“Then, lead on,” Skye said, towering above me in six-inch heels.

“Run anything you want past me first,” Holly said, as Skye flipped through the outfits.

“Our agreement was anything in the apartment,” I said.

“Unless I’m wearing it,” Holly said.

“Don’t worry, Taylor’s not interested in lesbian clothing,” Skye said.

Holly, unimpressed with Skye’s comment, stormed off. That left me and Skye time to plan a killer outfit for Friday night.

“Can he borrow this for the event?” Skye asked Holly sarcastically.

“Fine, but it won’t suit you,” Holly replied.

I followed Skye into her apartment for a trial fitting. My excitement hit boiling point as I saw Skye’s vision become a reality. With a different hairstyle, and more dramatic makeup, I looked every bit the elegant A-List party-goer.

Skye applied a wave to my straight ombre coloured hair, making it flow seductively over my shoulders and down my back. A white silk blouse, unbuttoned to show previews of a white lace bra, tucked neatly into a black skin-tight leather mini-skirt with a full length zipper proudly displaying at the front. To add an edge, a black leather jacket, with padded shoulders and elbows and three-quarter sleeves, showed more than enough to tempt. A pair of black suede four-inch stiletto ankle boots, and a small black evening bag with a chain strap, completed the outfit.

“This is going to attract you a lot of admirers,” Skye said.

After living in Holly’s shadow for the past twelve years, I realised the beauty standing before me would make her jealous, but hopefully entice her, too. It wasn’t too late, if she came to her senses soon. Else, I couldn’t guarantee this gorgeous package would be on the shelf for much longer.

“Do you want me to give you a few tips?” Skye asked.

“As long as you style me, I should be okay,” I replied.

“For the bedroom, I mean,” Skye said.

“I’m not having sex with Brad. He’s just a tool to make Holly jealous,” I said.

“Are you certain? It doesn’t sound that way to me,” Skye said.

I hardly knew Brad but considered myself an expert judge of character.

“Either prepare for it, or don’t spend time alone with him,” Skye added.

This was a risk. But one I had to take if I was to win over Holly.

Lost in my reflection, I imagined walking arm in arm up the red carpet with Holly. Arriving at her breakout Hollywood preview as her date. My phone suddenly dinged.

“Here are some links that may help you out. Say cock sucker,” Skye messaged.

I followed the links to see a series of sex videos. Instructional, showing how to please a guy in the bedroom.

“Best to be prepared. Just in case,” Skye said.


CHAPTER SEVEN


AS WE HEADED for the Uber, the return of the old Holly pleasantly surprised me. With her hair long and flowing, she wore a sage-green three-quarter sleeved tailored top, with two oversized buttons, a formal collar, and a large red rose attached to the right side lapel. Beneath was a matching pair of hot-pants, in a velour style fabric, short and extremely tight. A pair of olive green four-inch stiletto over-the-knee suede boots completed the outfit. The outfit must have been new, or I have noticed it in her wardrobe.

Crossing the road to the car, I imagined heading out on a lesbian date with Holly. Just the two of us, dressed completely feminine and demanding attention from every guy. They’d undress us with their eyes, but we’d only undress for each other. But Dana was already waiting in the car, meaning I sat in the front while she and Holly shared the back seat. By the time I’d provided Bradley’s address to the driver, Holly and Dana’s lips had locked and both girl’s hands were actively exciting the other. With such a show going on in the back seat, I had to forgive the driver for erratic driving.

Dana could have stepped off the set of Ellen. She’d cut, styled and dyed her long blonde hair to look like a brunette punk pixie. She wore a white business shirt with a black velour suit and white runners. The roles in the relationship became clearer as Dana took the lead during the action-filled make-out session. And Holly seemed to appreciate Dana’s more masculine appearance. It seemed I may have missed the boat yet again by dressing feminine to impress Holly.

“I’ll have to drop you here,” the Uber driver said as we approached the turnoff to Brad’s house.

“That’s not an option. You’ll need to drop us closer. I’m wearing heels,” Holly said.

“I’ll back up as far as possible,” the Uber driver said.

“Consider it payment for the show you’ve been enjoying in the mirror,” Dana said.

While I found it hypocritical that Holly cared about the walk this week, I was grateful that I didn’t have to trek for a mile in high heels.

“Tickets, please,” the security guard said as Holly and Dana approached.

The girls hadn’t waited for me to complete the Uber transaction, which left me a few spots behind them in the queue.

“Ah, Taylor. Mister Love is waiting for you in the VIP section. Follow me please,” a second security guard said.

I carefully followed the security guard up the stairs and into the house.

“What would you like to drink, Taylor?” the barman asked.

“Two champagne flutes, thanks, Reuben,” Brad interjected.

I turned to see Brad standing before me, flashing his delightful smile. He leaned forward and kissed me on each cheek. My face flushed with excitement at the welcome. This guy sure made an impressive entrance. My phone dinged with a message, but I ignored it.

“Thank you, Bradley. Exactly what I needed,” I said.

“One glass is mine,” Bradley said, chuckling to himself.

“Lovely to see you again, Taylor,” Brad said.

My phone dinged with a message, but I ignored it.

“The event appears to be going well,” I added.

“Protecting the VIPs from the rabble is my only challenge,” Brad said.

“Not that I’m calling your flat mate rabble,” Brad added.

“You’re actually pretty accurate,” I said, turning to look for Holly.

My phone dinged with a message, but I ignored it. With around ninety percent of the crowd in the backyard, I eventually spotted Holly and Dana crammed into a far corner by the pool. My phone rang, but I rejected the call.

“I’m under strict instructions from my sister not to dabble on the keys tonight,” Brad said.

“And here was I, hoping to finish judging your musical taste,” I said.

“But singing isn’t off the table,” Brad said.

“I find anyone can fake music taste orally,” I said.

Luckily, the champagne flutes arrived as I finished the comment.

“Perhaps we can pick up on the merits of oral later in the night,” Brad said.

My face warmed as embarrassment took over. I heard my phone ding with a message, but I ignored it.

“You sure spruce up pretty well,” Brad said, lifting my hand and encouraging me to spin.

“Well, it is our first official date,” I said.

“You should have told me. I would have dressed to impress,” Brad said.

Brad wore a grey chequered single breasted suit. Italian wool if I was any judge. And not off the rack. It hugged every inch of his masculine 6ft 2in body. A crisp white cotton shirt, a navy blue tie, and black brogues completed the outfit. But it wasn’t what he wore that made him glow. The sparkle from his sky-blue eyes set him apart. I struggled to regain my composure.

“Well, you asked me to accompany you. Isn’t that a date?” I asked.

“Then I promise I’ll make it up to you during our next few dates,” Brad replied.

“Three more dates. You’re being a little presumptuous,” I said.

“What can I say? I’m pushy,” Brad said.

My phone rang, but I rejected the call. Meanwhile, Brad got tapped on the shoulder by one of his staff. They held a brief but animated discussion.

“I’ve got a minor emergency that I need to sort out. I’ll only be a couple of minutes,” Bradley said.

“Let me leave you in the capable hands of my sister, Gina,” Bradley added.

“Gina, let me introduce you to a friend of mine, Taylor,” Brad said, before heading off.

“Lovely to meet you, Gina. He must have been a handful growing up,” I said.

“I think we were both as intense as each other,” Gina said.

My phone dinged repeatedly with messages, but I ignored them.

“So, you’re the girl who has captured my brother’s heart,” Gina said.

“That’s possibly a little strong. We’ve only known each other a week,” I said.

“He falls hard and fast. And it’s not merely your musical talent that attracts him,” Gina said.

It was weird to realise that someone liked me, physically. My phone rang, but I rejected the call.

“We had a fun time at the piano last week,” I said.

“He’s always been a show-off. Good to see someone can show him up,” Gina said.

“You are too kind, Gina. And thank you for re-posting our performance,” I said.

“It wasn’t because of Brad’s talent, I can assure you,” Gina said.

“I’m sorry about that. All sorted now,” Brad said, refilling my champagne flute.

My phone dinged, but I ignored it.

“We’ve got a slight problem, sis,” Brad said, turning serious.

“We haven’t run out of champagne, have we?” Gina asked.

“No, all good on that front. But our headliner is stuck in a Canadian blizzard,” Brad replied.

I wondered who the headliner could be. My mind immediately turned to Celine, but anything seemed possible. My phone dinged, but I ignored it.

“This isn’t a poor excuse for you to perform, is it?” Gina asked.

“Then how about a duet?” Brad replied.

“Still sounds like you showing-off to me,” Gina said.

“What if I take the back seat?” Brad asked.

“Okay. We need to do something,” Gina replied.

Brad excused himself and headed upstairs with a couple of his staff. My phone rang, but I rejected it. Brad returned less than five minutes later with a broad smile.

“Can you play the songs in red?” Brad asked.

“Sure, why?” I replied.

“Follow me,” Brad said, grabbing my hand and leading me upstairs.

Sitting on a landing at the top of the stairs was a small stage setup. The Bösendorfer grand piano sat pride of place on the edge of the stage.

“Who’s the lucky sod who’ll be playing that?” I asked.

“Have you looked in a mirror lately?” Brad replied.

“But I haven’t prepared,” I said.

Someone switched off the music and switched on the public address system.

“Welcome to our headline entertainment for the night. You may have seen them on my social media feed during the week. Please put your hands together for Taylor and my brother, Bradley,” Gina announced.

“I gave you prime billing. Count me in when you’re ready,” Brad said.

For the next forty minutes, Brad and I played our way through what looked like Celine Dion’s set. It was challenging, especially in falsetto, but we bumbled through it together. Playing the Bösendorfer, an instrument worth more than my apartment, was like a dream. A highlight of my life. Well, until that point. Around five hundred rabble, and a hundred or more Hollywood heavyweights, listened attentively, applauding at the end of each song. Bradley played up to the crowd, taking the focus off me from time to time.

As we finished the last song, a wave of relief washed over me. I was glad to take a bow and head off-stage, back into anonymity where I belonged. But Brad had other ideas. He was buzzing from the performance. Leading me from the stage, we headed down a nearby hallway. Brad stopped and turned to me. His face was alive with excitement. Before I knew it, Bradley pushed me back against the wall and kissed me deeply. When I didn’t pull back, he lent his body against mine while our tongues wrestled for control. Skye had been right. Things could spiral out of control quickly.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


STILL FEELING EUPHORIC from the performance the night before, I went for a run early on Saturday morning. That performance was such a rush. I relived every second over and over as I sped through East Hollywood. And then I got to meet all the VIP party goers afterwards. The crème de la crème of Hollywood’s A-List. People I’d pinned on my bedroom walls growing up. It was like every dream coming true all at once.

But it was Brad’s kiss after the performance that planted an all-day smile on my face. Though I struggled to understand why he picked me to kiss, when he could literally have anyone. Rich, tick. Handsome, tick. Powerful, tick. And talented, tick.

“I’m still not talking to you, Judas,” Holly said, as I returned to the apartment.

“I’m not sure what you expected me to do?” I asked.

“Be a good wingman, and introduce me to Gina,” Holly replied.

“It all happened in a blur. I wasn’t in control,” I said.

“Is that why you didn’t answer my calls or respond to my texts?” Holly asked.

“I got you the invite. And you deserted me at the Uber,” I replied.

“All I wanted was a little face time with Gina,” Holly said.

“I couldn’t wrangle that, I’m afraid,” I said.

“Probably because you were too busy shoving your tongue down her brother’s throat,” Holly said.

“I don’t know what you mean,” I said.

“You know there were cameras on you upstairs, beaming the performance to us plebs in the backyard?” Holly said.

“Both shows. The musical performance and the soft porn love story,” Dana interjected.

In the heat of the moment, I hadn’t figured on the performance being screened to the sizeable crowd outside. Shit, had I outed myself and Brad to half of Hollywood?

Quickly scanning Gina’s social media feed, my panic washed away. While they had captured the musical performance, thankfully, they hadn’t captured Brad’s tongue lashing.

“What happened to the shy mid-western Taylor I grew up with,” Holly said.

“You should be happy I’m no longer that guy,” I said.

“You aren’t any sort of guy anymore. At least I recognised that Taylor,” Holly said.

“But you wouldn’t have even been at the event if it wasn’t for the new me,” I said.

“Please don’t tell me you’re going to continue playing dress-ups,” Holly said.

“Well, I have unlimited access to a pretty amazing wardrobe,” I said.

“Don’t you see where this is going? Have you told him you’re a guy yet?” Holly asked.

Holly’s words hit me like a high street bus. Brad thinks I’m a girl. I can’t hide that forever. Eventually, he’ll find out. And the longer it takes, the worse it’ll be for both of us.

“Not yet. But we’re taking it slowly,” I replied.

Dana dragged Holly away for more time in the bedroom. Hell, she could barely keep her hands off her while we were arguing. I needed to think this situation through. Seek the sage advice of a seasoned pro. I needed wisdom from someone who had been through everything that I was facing. I needed a bit of Skye time.

“Tell me everything. And don’t leave out the good stuff,” Skye said, pouring the tea.

“Bradley took me into the VIP area,” I said.

“And how did Holly take that?” Skye asked.

“Not well,” I replied.

Holly let out an orgasmic scream that shook the apartment wall.

“Sounds like she’s working out her anger issues with Dana’s tongue right now,” Skye said.

“Then Brad and I did a forty-minute duet session for around seven hundred people,” I said.

“I never imagined you could sing that well in falsetto,” Skye said, watching the feed on Gina’s socials.

“Then Brad kissed me,” I said.

“Now I’m interested. Tell me more,” Skye said.

“He pushed me up against the wall and gave it to me with both barrels,” I said.

“Tongue and cock. I warned you. Did you blow him?” Skye asked.

“Anyway, he kissed me in the hallway,” I said, ignoring Skye’s question.

“Was it only a handy, then?” Skye asked.

“I may have checked his vitals,” I replied.

“You shameless little slut,” Skye said, smiling.

“He caught me by surprise,” I said.

“Was he packing?” Skye asked.

“Oh yes. There was no doubt about that,” I replied, smiling.

Skye separated her hands. I stopped her at about seven inches.

“Did he make it to second base?” Skye asked.

“I may have given him a feel over my bra,” I replied.

“Did he make it to third base?” Skye asked.

“No, but I did,” I replied, beaming.

“Tell me everything, fuck puppet,” Skye said.

“Well, he steered me down the hallway where our lips locked, and into his bedroom,” I said.

“I won’t say I told you so, but…” Skye said.

“… and he started moving his hand down,” I said.

“What did you do?” Skye asked.

“Well, I couldn’t tell him the truth. I did the only thing I could think of,” I replied.

“You gave him a blowy?” Skye asked.

“Yes, it was amazing. I felt the blood pump through him. Because of me. But don’t tell Holly,” I replied.

“Is that why you dumped me outside all night?” Holly interjected.

I turned to see Holly and Dana behind me. Holly’s eyes seethed with a fury I’d never witnessed before.

“Cat got your tongue? Go on,” Holly said.

“I’m sorry, Holly. Please forgive me,” I said.

“You are never placing your faggot hands on any of this,” Holly said, moving her hands up and down her body.

“You realise we all stand under the same LGBT umbrella, don’t you?” Skye asked.

“I ain’t standing under anything with you gay boys,” Holly replied.

“You understand what a lesbian is, don’t you?” Skye asked.

“I’m merely playing a role for the audition,” Holly replied.

“Then what am I? Some sort of prop?” Dana asked.

“I didn’t mean it like that, babes,” Holly replied.

“I don’t know why you slum it with these losers,” Dana said, before storming off.

Holly turned and followed Dana. Skye and I continued the chat. But within five minutes Dana screamed in climax, just as Skye poured me a cup of tea.

“As much as I want to say I hated every minute, I didn’t,” I said.

Brad was the most incredible person I’d ever met. For the first time in twelve months, someone other than Holly interested me. And they liked me back.

While I felt confident and excited, my world was based on lies. I asked Skye about her past relationships. How did she know a decent guy from a loser? She kept it positive but gave me tips for spotting a loser. None of them applied to Brad. I’d never imagined life from the feminine perspective before. It all sounded confusing. At least Skye had a world of experience and a willingness to share it.

Heading back into the apartment later that afternoon, the full wrath of Holly hit me.

“You’ve shown your true colours,” Holly said.

“I said I was sorry,” I said.

“You’ve blocked my big break and offended my girlfriend. I revoke all clothing access. I’m moving in with Dana and taking all my clothes with me,” Holly said.

Where was this coming from? Why was Holly angry with me? I’d never seen her like this. It made little sense. Until I saw what was on Holly’s laptop. In big bold letters.

“Who is the billionaire playboy’s mystery ‘it girl’?” the headline read.

Oh shit. Things were blowing up. My life was spiralling out of control and no matter which way I turned, all paths led to disaster.


CHAPTER NINE


“CAN I SEE you tomorrow night?” Brad messaged.

“Sure, open any of the tabloids,” I responded.

“I meant in person,” Brad messaged.

“It’s a bit early for a booty call,” I responded.

“I was thinking more like dinner,” Brad messaged.

I wasn’t sure how to respond.

“What time should I pick you up?” Brad messaged.

No freaking way did I want him visiting my apartment.

“Where did you have in mind?” I responded.

“A friend of mine has a casual restaurant just down the road. Vibrato Grill,” Brad messaged.

I needed to talk to him. To tell him about the real me. Skye suggested I should have done that prior to the blow job. But that ship had passed. Somewhere quiet, but public was probably best. Somewhere I could deal with the aftermath, and easily make it home, safely.

“I’ll meet you at the restaurant. What time is the booking?” I responded.

“See you at 8:00 pm, Brad xoxo,” he messaged.

Straight after sending the message, I checked out the restaurant. Are you freaking kidding me? The preeminent jazz club in the whole of the USA. And Taylor Dayne is performing with Herb Alpert. I couldn’t think straight. My brain went into overload.

After lying awake for an hour, I got up and grabbed a cup of cocoa. My brain was still whirring away. Even the cocoa was struggling to slow my mind down. When should I tell him? Before dinner or after? If I did it before, it could ruin his night. But if I left it too long, he may get hot and heavy again. That would only make things worse. The visions would be fresher in his mind.

My mind headed down some dark alleys. Why would a billionaire playboy want to spend time with me? Surely, he had his choice of the women of Los Angeles. The world, probably. He could have any woman he wanted. Woman being the key word. What was I doing? I needed to cancel immediately and block him from my phone.

But I’d only just accepted. And he must have booked a table at the restaurant. I didn’t want Brad to look like an idiot. And I really like him. He’s smart, and he’s funny, and he knows how to kiss. And gifted where it counted. What am I saying? It’ll gross him out when he finds out he kissed a guy. But perhaps I could spend one more night with him? An actual date at a restaurant. It would be incredibly romantic. He’d never need to know the truth.

“Why are you so pleased with yourself?” Holly asked.

“No reason,” I replied.

“Show me,” Holly said, snatching the phone from my grip.

“Give it back,” I said.

“How’s he gonna feel when you show up in come-stained tracksuit pants?” Holly asked.

Holly’s comments left me furious. The anger was boiling up from within. I’d supported her by working three jobs since we landed in Los Angeles. I paid for everything. She paid nothing for food, rent, utilities, or anything I could think of. And she led me on sexually while hooking up with a string of suitors. But Dana was the last straw. And Holly derides my choices. Oh, a butch trainee makeup artist or a handsome billionaire. Which one would I choose? Let me think about it for a second.

We had an agreement. And I’d fulfilled my side of the deal. Just because Holly’s perfect outcome didn’t occur, doesn’t mean I didn’t do my part. Who was she to tell me she had revoked my privileges? Holly headed into the bathroom. That gave me fifteen minutes to act. I grabbed a few tools and dismantled the lock on her bedroom door. There was no way Holly would ruin my big night.

“Hey Skye. Can you make me up tomorrow night?” I messaged.

“Is the pope Catholic?” Skye responded.

“I’m going five stars,” I messaged.

“I know the perfect look,” Skye responded.

“I need to be in Bel Air by 8:00 pm. What time should I come over?” I messaged.

“Around 6:00 pm should give us enough time,” Skye responded.

“See you then,” I messaged.

Holly walked out of the bathroom as I picked out the perfect outfit. But I still needed the perfect jewellery.

“Out of my bedroom, freak,” Holly directed.

“When I’m done,” I said.

“How dare you speak to me like that?” Holly said.

“We have a deal, and it still stands,” I said.

“How the hell did you get in? I locked the door,” Holly said.

“That lock hasn’t worked for as long as I can remember,” I said.

“What do you mean, it doesn’t work?” Holly said, fiddling with the doorknob.

“That should do me. You really have wonderful fashion sense. For a lesbian,” I said.

Knowing I’d be confessing my deepest, darkest secrets to Brad, I wanted him to see me at my best. Remind him of what he was missing out on when he broke it off. The theatre motto came to mind. You can never be overdressed. I visualised arriving at Vibrato Grill wearing the outfit. It was totally feminine, but with a streak of danger. It said, I don’t care what you think of me because every other guy in the place would trade places with you in an instant.

“You’d better make it to home base tomorrow night. Because I move in with Dana on the weekend,” Holly said.

“And how does she feel about funding your LA A-List lifestyle?” I asked.

“At least she has faith in me,” Holly replied.

“I’m sure that will wear thin when you turn straight again,” I said.


CHAPTER TEN


AS SKYE APPLIED the final coat of lip gloss, I stared at the beauty sitting before me. Two weeks ago, I would never have known that a night like this could be possible. But here I was, dressed to thrill and about to meet the date of my dreams for a romantic dinner in Bel Air.

“Did you check out the links I sent you?” Skye asked.

“Yes, I did. Not that it’ll come to that once he finds out,” I replied.

“Just remember to use plenty of lube,” Skye said.

“I’m not sure I’m ready to go that far,” I said.

“I’ve slipped a tube in your handbag, along with some condoms,” Skye said.

“Thanks,” I said.

Looking back at me from the mirror was a stunning beauty. There was no doubting that. With my long flowing hair floating about my gorgeous feminine face, this was the sort of girl I would have found too intimidating to speak to mere weeks before. Wearing a silver and black long-sleeved sequin dress that barely covered my panties, I looked red carpet ready. And a pair of black four-inch stiletto suede over-the-knee boots signalled a touch of rebellion. The outfit said, I’m your ultimate dream girl, and a tiger in the bedroom.

After exiting the Uber outside of Vibrato Grill, I checked my makeup in a mirror. Perfect, just as Skye had left me. As I turned to approach the entrance, I saw a burgundy Maserati dramatically pull up at the valet parking. The driver’s door opened upwards, allowing Brad to step out and hand the keys to the valet. My timing, as always where Brad was concerned, was perfect. He glanced up at me, and the broadest smile engulfed his gorgeous face. Unable to hold himself back, he stood in front of me seconds later.

“You look stunning,” Brad said, leaning forward for a kiss.

In a panic, I turned my face to let Brad kiss me on the cheek.

“Thanks, Bradley,” I said.

“What am I, your nana?” Brad asked.

“I’m sorry. I’m nervous,” I replied.

“Then let us try that again,” Brad said.

Brad leaned forward and kissed me with intent. Excitement surged through all parts of my body at once. I didn’t want it to end, but realised it had to.

“Better. Being publicly rejected by the prettiest girl in LA isn’t good for my reputation,” Brad said.

Brad’s comment made me flush.

“Are you sure you trust the valet with your pride and joy?” I asked.

“There’s an unspoken rule with valets. If you bruise it, you bought it,” Brad replied.

“I never realised it was such a high stakes job,” I said.

“The Maserati is just a car. One of twenty. I’ll show you them all later if you like,” Brad said.

Stepping into the restaurant, Herb Alpert immediately welcomed us. In the flesh. And he obviously knew Brad well. Brad was the perfect gentleman, but had obviously worded Herb up beforehand.

“And this must be the lovely and talented Taylor Moon,” Herb said.

“It’s an honour to meet you, sir,” I said, more than a little star-struck.

Herb’s daughter, the restaurant manager, led us to our table. The venue was multi-story with a mezzanine and stalls level. We followed the manager right through the rows and rows of tables until she stopped a foot from the stage, direct centre.

“A bottle of Dom Perignon, thanks Eden,” Brad said.

“I’ll send it right over, Brad,” the manager said.

The venue was chilled as hell. I sat and watched Taylor Dayne’s band set up to play mere feet away from where we sipped champagne. Brad reached out and held my hand.

“To the first of many dates,” Brad said.

“This is incredible. If this is our first date, you’ve set the bar high,” I said.

Once the band set up, Taylor walked out from a side entry and across to where Brad and I sat. She grinned as she approached, causing Brad to stand and kiss her on both cheeks. I stood, following Brad’s lead and held out my hand for a handshake, before realising and dropping it quickly.

“Taylor Dayne, let me introduce you to Taylor Moon,” Brad said.

“I’m thrilled to meet you, Miss Dayne,” I said.

“Please, call me Taylor,” Taylor Dayne said.

“I’m such a fan,” I said, flashing back to a teenager with posters on my bedroom wall.

“What’s your favourite song?” Taylor Dayne asked.

“It has to be ‘Send Me a Lover’, Miss Dayne,” I replied.

“Taylor plays piano and sings,” Brad said.

“Would you play it for me?” Taylor Dayne asked.

“Sure. I just hope I do it justice,” I replied.

“I know you will,” Brad said.

I sauntered up onto the stage. Looking back into the restaurant, where around two hundred people chatted away, glasses clinked. After working out how to sit at the piano without flashing my lace underwear for the front row, I began the intro of the song. As I played, Taylor’s face lit up with a smile. And her band stopped their preparations and watched me finish.

“I told you she could perform,” Brad said.

“Do you know any of my other songs?” Taylor Dayne asked.

“Ninety percent of the set list,” I replied.

Taylor Dayne’s face turned from joy to disbelief.

“But why isn’t ‘Love Will Lead You Back’ on the set list?” I asked.

“I don’t want to appear stuck in the nineteen-eighties,” Taylor replied.

“It’s got a strong melody. Have you tried it stripped back as an acoustic number?” I asked.

Taylor Dayne looks across to her band mates and then Brad.

“I mean, I don’t want to appear rude,” I added.

Taylor Dayne finished up chatting with Brad before heading backstage. I returned to my seat, amazed by the quality of the venue, and to the applause of a small group of restaurant patrons nearby.

Taylor Dayne’s set went off. Her voice was incredible. Such a range. Such a delightful timbre in her voice. And the acoustics of the venue rocked. Built by musicians, for musicians. Such a joy to play at. As Taylor Dayne’s set list ended, she walked off-stage before returning for the encore.

“For this next song, I want to invite a special guest up on stage to accompany me,” Taylor Dayne said.

“Please put your hands together for Taylor Moon,” Taylor Dayne announced.

My heart was beating faster than a Maserati at top speed. Brad kissed me and helped me upon stage.

“You deserve to be on a stage like this,” Brad said.

I sat at the grand piano and played the into. Taylor Dayne sang lead while I added harmonies. The crowd's reaction was incredible. Their energy bounced off us and rocketed across the room. And when it was over, I was both excited and relieved.

The applause continued for at least a couple of minutes. I stood and took a bow before turning to return to my seat.

“Not so fast, young lady. Would you like to hear another duet?” Taylor Dayne asked.

The crowd erupted into a massive round of applause, egged on by Brad standing at the very front of stage.

“Here’s a stripped back version of an old favourite,” Taylor Dayne said, looking directly at me.

I knew what she meant instantly. I slowly began playing an intro for ‘Love Will Lead You Back’. Taylor came in and adapted to the new tempo perfectly. I added clever harmonies that took the song in an unexpected direction. But the crowd sat silent, appreciating every second of the performance. At the end, I stood, took a bow and headed back to my seat, with Brad’s help to step off the stage.

“That was such a buzz,” I said, hugging Brad tightly.

“You realise only the best of the best perform here,” Brad said.

“I was merely playing piano and singing the odd harmony,” I said.

“I love that you don’t know how talented you are,” Brad said.

“Have you played here?” I asked.

“Not yet. But I keep asking Herb every time I come,” Brad replied.

“Well, I’d be happy to accompany you when you perform,” I said.

“I think you’ll secure another shot before I do,” Brad said.

Heading to the valet service after the show, the Maserati was waiting for us. Shit, I can’t let Brad drop me off at the apartment. He’ll know I’m not the girl of his dreams.

“Taylor Dayne has invited us back to hers for drinks,” Brad said.

Concern washed over me. This wasn’t fair to Brad. I headed out, determined to tell him everything. Not dig a deeper hole, too deep to escape from.

“I need to talk to you in private before we go anywhere else,” I said.

“We can talk on the way to Taylor Dayne’s house,” Brad said.

“No. Can we stop at your house?” I asked.

While it was dangerous to head to Brad’s place, telling him in a small sports car wasn’t the right answer.

As Brad took a left onto Mulholland Drive, his muscular hand moved onto my left thigh. Resting on my soft suede boot, I let it stay there. I didn’t want to create a scene. But I told myself if his hand moved even an inch, I’d slap it away. Turning onto Chantilly Road, Brad pulled up directly outside his house. He turned and looked at me with a smile.

“What do you need to tell me?” Brad asked.

“Can we step inside the house?” I replied.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


“I’M SORRY I never told you sooner,” I said.

“It’s on me. I didn’t give you a chance?” Brad said.

For the first time since I’d met him, Brad appeared lost for words. Surprised that he’d remained calm, I waited for his reaction.

“What does that all mean?” Brad asked.

“Under all the war paint, I’m flat chested and have a penis,” I replied.

“Wow, not what I pictured when I first met you,” Brad said.

“I understand my revelation is a game changer. But I had to tell you,” I said.

“But how do you look feminine? And incredibly hot?” Brad asked.

“There are a few tricks, but basically good genes,” I replied.

“And have you always dressed like this?” Brad asked.

“Two weeks ago, someone asked me to attend a party in fancy dress,” I replied.

“Are you telling me you walk around as a guy all day?” Brad asked.

“Definitely not. I want to dress like this every day and become the woman I should be,” I replied.

“Well, we could pick out the perfect set of breasts that we both love,” Brad said.

I took the risk and stepped towards him. His kiss sent chills throughout my body.

“I’m not sure I could afford Hollywood plastic surgeon rates,” I said.

“Consider it an investment in our future,” Brad said.

Brad leaned in and our tongues jostled for position.

“Anyway, I know a guy,” Brad said.

“But you understand I have a penis,” I said.

“Is it bigger than mine?” Brad said.

“Hell no. It’s quite small. Do you think that’ll be a problem?” I asked.

“Let’s wait a few more dates before we decide,” Brad replied.

“Does this mean you still want to go out with me?” I asked.

“Well, Taylor Dayne is waiting for us,” Brad replied.

I tried unsuccessfully to contain the massive smile that spread across my face.

“Although now I’ve got you alone at home, other inside activities come to mind,” Brad said.

“Like laying down demos in your recording studio,” I said.

“Sure, but my rate is one sleepover per track,” Brad said.

“Sounds like a sweetheart deal,” I said.

“Don’t worry, the rate could double at any time,” Brad said.

Brad kissed me before backing me up against the door. He held my wrists against the door with his massive hands, while he kissed around my neck. My excitement level hit eleven. Brad’s manhood grew as he ground his body against mine.

“Oh, shit. I’ve lost my clothes,” I exclaimed.

“Hold that thought. You’re a few minutes early,” Brad said.

“No, my flatmate Holly has lent me her clothes. And she’s about to move out,” I said.

“I’ll buy you new clothes,” Brad said.

“I can’t ask you to do that. And I wouldn’t know where to start,” I said.

“Then how do we stop her from moving out?” Brad asked.

I pondered Brad’s question. There was only one perfect answer.

“Gina has cast me in her new movie. And you made it happen,” Holly messaged.

“Congratulations. I’ve always had faith in you,” I responded.

“You are the best wingman ever,” Holly messaged.

“I’d prefer to be known as your wing-woman,” I responded.

“I think you’ve well and truly earned that promotion,” Holly messaged.

“How’s the packing coming along?” I responded.

“I won’t be moving out. Dana and I broke up,” Holly messaged.

For the first time, Holly was single again, and I didn’t care. It didn’t interest me. I simply saw her as a friend. One with an incredible wardrobe full of clothes that looked better on me than her. I was one hundred percent satisfied.

“Now, where were we?” I asked.

“I was about to take you to my beach house and extract payment for your first recording,” Brad replied.

My hand didn’t leave Brad’s thigh during the thirty-minute drive from Bel Air along the coast. Brad called Taylor Dayne and arranged an alternate time to catch up. She was fine with it but was keen to discuss arrangements for some of her other back-catalogue songs. Arriving at the garage of Brad’s Malibu beach house, I viewed two Ferraris, a Rolls Royce, and a Lamborghini. Brad parked by a lift, which took us directly to the fourth floor master suite.

My jaw dropped to the floor as I stepped out of the lift. The suite was bigger than my entire apartment. As well as a massive king-sized bed, an enormous desk sat on one side of the window, while a baby grand piano sat on the other. Unable to control myself, a squeal of delight left my lips. But the twenty-foot tall windows were the highlight, providing a one hundred and eighty degree uninterrupted view of the ocean and coastline back to Venice Beach. While I ran to the window, standing like a child at the Macy’s Christmas display, Brad headed into the en suite.

“Okay, let’s see what we’ve got to work with,” Brad said as he walked back into the bedroom.

“I’ll show you mine if you show me…” I said, turning to see Brad naked, walking towards me.

Unsure of where to look first, I decided it didn’t matter. Brad was the perfect specimen of manhood. Strong jawed, broad shouldered, with washboard abs, and incredible muscle tone. He had it all. I’d never appreciated the beauty of a chiselled from stone Adonis before, and soaked in every piece of the picture.

“Fuck, you never told me you were a Greek god,” I said.

Then I looked a little lower and audibly gulped. How the hell was I gonna accommodate that stunning piece of man meat swaying freely in the breeze? Unable to avert my gaze, it even got larger as Brad approached. Brad stopped a foot in front of me. He lent forward and gave me a kiss, while dropping his hands onto my arse and pulling me close. Unable to wait, my hand slid down and wrapped around his monster while our tongues danced.

“Hang on. One of us is not like the other,” Brad said.

He walked across to the piano and played a song. Within three notes, I recognised it clearly and took the hint. As Brad sang ‘Leave Your Hat On’, only replacing hat with boots, I started dancing to the soulful beat. As Brad suggested I remove my panties, I did as requested. Then when he suggested I remove my bra. I did. Standing in a short skin-tight sequined dress with my excitement clearly showing, Brad suggested I remove the dress.


CHAPTER TWELVE


I WALKED ACROSS to the piano and busted out some stripper moves, using Brad as the stripper pole. My experience playing Hedwig in Nashville finally paid big dividends, as I teased the pianist incessantly. Finally, as he reached the finale of the song, I lifted my suede boot clad foot up onto the baby grand piano, allowing the dress to slide back and reveal five inches of semi-hard cock for the first time. Brad’s reaction was unexpected. He slid his powerful hands up my stocking-clad thighs before cupping my balls with one hand and wrapping his hand around my cock with the other.

“Oh, fuck, that’s unexpected,” I said.

I’d never had another human touch me before. And instantly, I discovered what I’d been missing. I lent down and kissed Brad, pulling his mouth hard against mine. Our tongues thrust and parried as Brad took me to the point of no return.

“Stop, I want this moment to be special,” I said.

I stepped back and helped Brad to his feet. Stepping forward, I took his cock in my right hand before adding mine to the mix. Skye’s tips came to the fore as I watched the excitement of two rock hard, yet incredibly soft cocks work against my hand, and each other. Brad’s cock was gorging, full of blood furiously pumping from anywhere in his body. Mine, albeit smaller, twanged as the excitement level peaked. As Brad’s tongue darted erratically about my mouth and my hand movements became ragged, a great gush of sweet nectar blew up onto our chests.

“Fuck, that was insane,” Brad said.

“Well, we gotta enjoy two cocks while we’ve got ‘em,” I said.

“I think we’ll defer the judgement on losing yours anytime soon,” Brad said.

“I hoped you’d say that,” I said.

“Boots on or off for the next instalment?” I asked.

“Oh, definitely boots on,” Brad replied.

“I picked these out with you in mind,” I said.

“Am I that transparent?” Brad said.

I walked Brad over to the bed, kissing him with increasing passion. When he reached the bed, I stood up straight and pushed him back with both hands against his rock-hard chest.

“Make yourself comfortable. You’re gonna be here a while,” I said.

Brad placed a pillow under his head and sat back, smiling like a child on Halloween.

Kneeling on the bed, I reached out and wrapped my hand around Brad’s semi flaccid cock.

“Can I make a suggestion?” Brad asked.

“Sure,” I replied.

“Turn around and let me prepare your arse while you prepare my cock,” Brad said.

Crawling along the bed, I straddled Brad’s enormous chest before addressing his semi-flaccid cock with hands and mouth. Meanwhile, Brad opened my arse cheeks and kissed his way towards my flower. Once there, Brad accosted my arse like a madman, sending bolts of pleasure deep within me. I struggled to concentrate on the job at hand, but soon gained an even footing that saw us both gleefully anticipating the next movement.

“Fuck yeah, that feels incredible,” I said.

Breaking from an exquisite moment, I sat up and shimmied my way down Brad’s torso. With my soft suede boots attached to his hips, I slowly dropped while Brad positioned his cock against my lubed up flower. I remembered Skye’s comments, ensuring there was plenty of lube on my arse and on Brad’s cock. I let gravity apply the pressure while my thighs controlled progress. The first inch or two were hell, but once Brad was inside me, I craved to have him go deeper. I dropped quickly until my arse rested against his pelvis. My excitement level instantly shot through the roof.

Lifting my hips with my thighs, I assumed a slow and steady rhythm, rising, then dropping back down. Each drop provided a special treat as Brad’s cock caressed my G-spot. But the feel of Brad’s meat sliding within my core was a wondrous treat in itself. After working up my speed, Brad went quiet. There were small moans of pleasure, but I needed to share this moment with him. Eye to eye.

“Ready for the home run?” I asked.

I stopped and turned one hundred and eighty degrees to face Brad. His forehead was sweating, his face was flushed, but the twinkle in his sparkling sky-blue eyes and smile said I needed to hang on for a fitting finale. Taking the lead, I upped the pace and depth of stroke to provide maximum pleasure for both of us. With each thrust, my cock bounced back and forth like a metronome. Feeling Brad was past the point of no return, I lent down and kissed him deeply while he held my hips and guided my rhythm.

“I’m gonna come,” Brad said.

Seconds later, a wave of warmth radiated from within me. While I kept moving, the build-up was over. I kissed Brad deeply as we slowed the thrusts to a gentle rock.

“I love you so much, Brad. Thank you for making my first time wonderful,” I said.

“Fuck, if that was your first time. Goodness, help me in a few months,” Brad said.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


POPPING MY CHERRY could not have been any more perfect. In a Malibu mansion, with stunning night views along the LA coastline, and with a baby grand piano a mere foot or two from the bed, things couldn’t have been any more perfect. Well, the ideal partner helped too. Brad and I made love until the morning sun glistened on super yachts sitting just off the coast. And by that time, I’d experienced enough to know that this had to be my path. Brad didn’t seem too unhappy with our night together, either.

We eventually visited Taylor Dayne once the weekend in Malibu was over. Brad took me along Rodeo Drive to get a few essential outfits on the way. So, I didn’t feel in the least bit self-conscious. And Taylor Dayne gratefully introduced me to her record company after I provided several new takes on other parts of her extensive back catalogue. At least five old songs became new again, and returned to her set list for future concerts.

After re-recording my full demo in Brad’s studio, I shopped it around a dozen record companies. Eventually, I signed with Herb Alpert’s record company, after he arranged a private show at Vibrato Grill. He even provided his backing band to give a few of the songs a little more sting. Brad recorded the concert for release with the album. And true to my word, I asked Brad to accompany me on one song, meaning he finally got to perform at the incredible venue.

Billionaire playboy Brad never looked at a woman the same way again. Gina was right. He fell deep and hard and thankfully, it was for me and that never changed. We quickly became the ‘it couple’ of Hollywood, bringing with it a level of fame that Brad soaked up and I endured. Until our fifteen minutes of fame was over. We were distinct personalities, but somehow it all clicked into place. Especially within the four immense walls of our massive bedroom. While I had the perfect pair of 36D breasts within a few weeks, we deferred the decision on my cock each time it came up.

Holly’s performance in ‘Man Up’, Gina’s gender bending movie, received critical acclaim. But she played the role so well, she only got considered for similar roles thereafter. When I moved in with Brad six months later, Holly rented a slightly too expensive apartment. Confident the offers would rush in, she ended up sharing Dana’s one-bedroom apartment six months later, when the money ran out. It seemed out and proud lesbian actresses were white-hot. Or so Holly claimed. But we kept in touch, and I introduced her to a few Hollywood heavyweights when asked.

But my attention shifted to Brad, and it never wavered. Our relationship was everything I’d dreamed of. Walking red carpets arm in arm, being part of an industry power couple, and both of us maintained successful careers. It simply took me a while to realise which side of the relationship suited me best. But I never forgot how Holly pushed me out of my comfort zone. And how the audition changed my life forever.
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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


FAMILIAR FACE
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Is it really possible for people to change? Or are we destined to follow our childhood path blindly into adulthood, and for the rest of our lives?

Lewis Ludwig is returning to his hometown of Staunton, Virginia, for the first time in ten years. Something he promised he’d never do. Since moving to New York City straight out of high school, this ex-football star, heartthrob and all-round bad-boy had worked hard to change his negative outlook on life, and most of his wicked ways. But no-one back in Staunton knows or cares about that.

So, when Lewis steps off the plane to join the wedding party for his best buddy, Gary’s wedding, he instantly feels the wrath for things done a lifetime ago. And no matter where he goes and who he meets, everyone seems to have bad memories of being on the wrong end of Lewis Ludwig’s bad deeds. Especially, the bride and fellow members of the wedding party.

But when Lewis spots Stacy, a fellow wedding party member and visitor to Staunton, he believes his luck may have changed. Stacy, is smart and sexy and, as she’s from out of town, won’t hold his bad boy history against him. Although she looks somewhat familiar, something he puts down to her modelling picture adorning his dorm room wall throughout college.

If you like wedding romances with heart, where people really can surprise you, like ‘Four Weddings and a Funeral’, then you’ll love ‘FAMILIAR FACE’. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Can Lewis make a positive first impression on his dream girl Stacy, or will his bad-boy reputation ruin his chances?


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

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

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

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

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

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


THE FRIEND ZONE
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How far would you go to protect the love of your life? Would you put your own happiness aside, or risk alienating your family, for love?

Edward Alpine believes that life couldn’t get any sweeter. He’s living in a wonderful studio apartment in downtown Manchester, just minutes from his favourite bars and restaurants, and sharing it all with his soul mate, Luna. And he still gets to catch up with loving parents at his suburban childhood home every Friday night for dinner. Things have never been so perfect.

But when his mother mentions a taboo subject once too often during Friday night dinner, her words cause actions that blow Edward’s world apart. When hot blooded Latino Luna takes offence at the comments, Edward’s life spirals completely out of control, creating an outcome that he never saw coming.

Edward finds himself in the friend zone, permanently. And not the friends with benefits zone, either. And with Luna determined to find a replacement soul mate, Edward gets dragged along by the friendship leash, to help Luna’s quest to find her alternate dream guy. Somehow, Edwards must convince Luna to fall in love with him all over again, before helping her find his replacement, or risk losing his soul mate forever.

If you like your romances with equal measures of drama and heart, like ‘The Notebook’, then you’ll love ‘THE FRIEND ZONE’. The latest story from indie author, Yumi Cox.

How will Edward convince Luna that her true soul mate is right in front of her, before she settles for a second-rate replacement?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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?


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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