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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“A QUICK GAME is a good game, Brandon,” Robyn said.

“Don’t rush me,” I said.

“None of us are getting any younger.”

“Especially you, sis,” Matt commented, attracting a response that could have soured goat’s milk.

Robyn embodied that type A personality to a tee. Around 5ft 1in tall, she always had a dozen or more activities on the go. You could call her a pocket rocket, but I reckon that underplayed her energy level. While not unattractive, I’d never considered her anything more than a friend. Being my best mate’s sister, and a solid eight inches below my target height, I simply didn’t look at her romantically. At my 6ft 3in, we would have looked like the odd couple, regardless of whether Robyn wore six-inch heels, instead of her usual flats.

“I’ll see you, Robyn,” I said.

“Why don’t you grow some balls, Brandon?” Robyn said.

“I’ll second that,” Derek said.

“There you go. Princess Derek thinks you’re a wimp, too.”

Friday night poker had been a tradition at my house for the past two years. Since I’d joined the paramedics, I’d witnessed some pretty horrible stuff. Albeit we lived in the quiet town of Denton, Texas. Our Friday night decompress session helped the team wind down and switch off for the weekend. The games had started with the paramedics, Matt, Derek, and me. But somehow, after a couple of weeks, Matt’s sister, Robyn, invited herself along and never stopped attending. Not only did she spend every Friday evening in my home, but she lived three doors up. Which meant she often dropped in uninvited. There was no escaping Robyn, it appeared.

“No, I meant I’ll see you too, Robyn,” Derek clarified.

“Perhaps I should bring a few pretty dresses next time. Will that make you girls more comfortable? And you could plait each other’s hair and paint each other’s nails.”

“Settle down, sis. This is supposed to be fun.”

“How about you, little bro? Do you have the balls to raise the stakes, or should I pull out that cheerleader outfit you liked so much when you were younger?”

No one could control Robyn. When she got on a roll, you moved aside or got swept up in her vortex. But unlike the rest of us, sibling rivalry gave Matt the right to at least try. I guess his personality partly formed from growing up with a bossy big sister. And Matt could be quite the pest himself. Standing around 5ft 8in, and possessing unlimited confidence, Matt was the perfect wingman. What trouble he had dumped me in over the past two years. Still, it made life interesting, and provided the perfect release from the serious nature of our work. Matt and Derek were our front-line paramedics. Whenever something went wrong, they got the first call.

“I’m out,” Matt said.

“What a surprise, little brother. And we only had to wait ten minutes for that decision.”

“What have you got, Robyn?” Derek asked.

“Kings over eights. Read ‘em and weep, princess.”

Derek, at twenty-four, was the youngest of our trio by a year. But his poise and confidence would have you believe otherwise. Unflappable was how our boss, Trevor, described him. At 5ft 6in, he was a couple of inches shorter than Matt, but his presence was undeniable. Most people deferred to him whenever the ambulance arrived. I wasn’t sure whether it was his calm persona or his steely composure, but people in need gravitated towards Derek. And instantly calmed down when they met him.

“Queens over sevens. Bummer,” Derek said.

“How about you, Brandon? I’m willing to take a barter if you prefer, handsome.”

“Three nines.”

“Yes, that pot will pamper my body all weekend.”

“Hold on, Robyn. And an ace. Oh, and what’s this? Yes, it’s another nine.”

The look on Robyn’s face was priceless.

“Beginner’s luck. But the barter offer still stands, handsome.” Robyn said, sliding her shoe up my calf.

“I’ll take the cash. Thank you, Robyn.”

“Your loss, handsome. But you hesitated this time. I’ll take that as a maybe.”

“Good call, Brandon,” Derek said, attracting the wrath of Robyn.

“Would you mind getting us some beers from the kitchen, sis?”

Robyn stood and headed out the back to the beer fridge. The second she was out of sight, Matt kicked me.

“What’s that for?” I replied, staring straight at Matt.

He motioned for me to look out the window. Not wanting to alert Derek, I slyly glanced over his shoulder. Matt had delivered yet again. A mere thirty feet away, standing at an upstairs window, stood the sexiest girl I’d laid my eyes on since moving to Denton.

She was totally gorgeous. Long brown hair flowed over her ample cleavage while ruby-red lips shone like a beacon in the moonlight. And she wore a pretty lace teddy. She stood at the window for a couple of minutes, breathing in the crisp night air, her breasts rising and holding before she expelled. Both Matt and I sat mesmerised, as if sailors viewing a siren for the first time. As Derek asked us the same question for the third time, he turned to see what had captivated us a second after the curtains closed.

“Thanks for making the trek for the beers, Robyn,” Robyn said sarcastically.

“Thanks, Robyn,” Derek said.

“What’s got into those two? Hello, Earth to Matt. Earth to Brandon.”

“Sorry, Robyn. Matt told me something disturbing while you were out.”

“Did my little brother finally come out of the closet?”

“No, as the eldest, you need to come out first, sis.”

“It was work related,” I said.

That first sip of beer brought me back to reality. I was at Friday night poker with my workmates, but unsure whose turn it was to deal.

“Brandon, are you gonna deal or has my barter offer got you daydreaming?” Robyn said.

“Oh, sorry. Is it my turn?” I asked, collecting the cards before shuffling the deck.

“About five minutes ago. Not that I don’t appreciate the view. But we’re here to play cards.”

“You could at least give me one picture card,” Derek said.

“You always say that, princess.”

“Then, eventually, I’ll be right.”

“I’ll open with a twenty,” Robyn said.

“I’ll raise you ten,” Derek said.

“A ballsy move for someone with shitty cards, princess.”

“Quantity, not quality, matters most in poker,” I said.

“How about you, little brother? You’re unusually quiet.”

“I’ll fold.”

“And you, handsome?”

“I’ll fold, too.”

“Then we’re left with the wolf and the lamb. Go grab the mint sauce, Matt. I’ll raise you another tenner.”

“You don’t like to make things easy, do you, Robyn?”

“I’ve got the perfect outfit for you, princess. Red leather miniskirt, white see-through blouse, long white stockings and red cowgirl boots.”

“I’ll see you, Robyn.”

“Not wearing that, you won’t. Three queens, just like you,” Robyn said as she reached for the pot.

“Three tens,” Derek said.

“Too bad, princess. Don’t worry, one day you’ll meet your prince,” Robyn said.

As Robyn heckled Derek and removed the pot from the centre of the table, Matt elbowed me. Knowing the signal, my eyes headed for the neighbour’s window. The curtains were open, and the neighbour obviously had company. Why wouldn’t she? She was gorgeous. I turned just in time to catch her unzip a little ball dress and watch it tumble to the floor. Wearing nothing but a black lace bra and panties, she pulled the curtains closed. I’m gonna have to introduce myself to the new neighbour.


CHAPTER TWO


PULLING INTO THE Fat Shack parking lot, Trevor parked the critical care ambulance next to the regular ambulance. Rarely did we park the two next to each other. As it installed fear in passers-by. But the only two spots were adjoining, and neither Trevor, nor I, was in the mood for a long walk. Matt and Derek were waiting when we arrived, keen to secure our usual table and hoe down on a hearty hoagie. As expected, when folks spied the only two ambulances in Denton together, a crowd quickly surrounded us.

“Is everything alright?” a lady asked.

“We’re just grabbing some lunch, Ma’am,” Trevor replied.

“Thank goodness. I feared there’d been an incident.”

“No incident Ma’am. Everything is fine.”

While Matt and I headed to the bright red counter to order, Trevor and Derek claimed our usual seats. Mondays at The Fat Shack were a tradition. And all four of us ordered the same thing each week. We merely took turns to order and pay for our partners. I ordered a Philly Cheesesteak for Trevor and my Triple Decker Burger, while Matt ordered Fat Donkey Lips for Derek and his half dozen Buffalo Wings. Four milkshakes and two serves of Deep-Fried Oreos to share completed the fast-food feast. Within three minutes, we sat on the black vinyl lounge, chatting about our weekends.

“Did you catch sight of your sexy neighbour again over the weekend?” Matt asked.

“I wish you guys had told me,” Derek interjected.

“We had to keep it on the down low. Especially with my sister being there.”

“I kept an eagle eye out, but she didn’t reappear over the weekend.”

“Where do you live, Brandon?” Trevor asked.

“Inner west. Near the hospital.”

“You should join us for poker one night,” Derek said.

“I’ll leave you young blokes to it.”

Trevor appeared the odd man out. As our boss, he spent all day every day with us. But once work finished, he moved in separate circles. Twenty years our senior, we had little in common. And being the boss, he liked to keep a level of formality in the relationship. An experienced leader, he knew when to be part of the team, but also when to lead. Around 5ft 7in and supremely fit, Trevor could have passed for thirty-something. Especially when hanging out with us. But since losing his wife a few years earlier, he’d lost his spark and never really recovered. He still tread water, waiting to wake from a bad dream.

“You gotta look harder,” Matt said.

“It’s apartments, with people coming and going day and night. I don’t want to look like a stalker.”

“You reckon she’s recently moved in, do you?”

“A moving van unloaded stuff the weekend before last. But I could have sworn a guy moved in.”

“That was no guy. Get to the bottom of it, Sherlock.”

“I could’ve sworn a guy headed out running on Saturday morning.”

“Then that is your opportunity.”

“To do what? Knock on the door and shag her while he was out,” I said sarcastically.

“Sure works for me.”

Thankfully, lunch arrived, delivered by a waitress who diverted Matt’s attention. Albeit briefly. With thirty minutes to eat, the table went silent as the delicious fast-food tantalised our taste buds. My burger, with hot molten tasty cheese, hardly touched the sides. And I’d rarely observed Matt sitting quietly for five minutes, let alone long enough to demolish a mountain of chicken wings. By the time we’d polished off the Deep-Fried Oreos, my belt strained.

“What if the guy was a sprinter?” I asked.

“The way she looked, I wouldn’t last two minutes.”

“When I spend a night with a woman, I stay all night.”

As I finished my words, I heard a choking sound emanate from a table a few feet away. Instinctively, I jumped up and ran to help. The guy had swallowed a long strip of bacon without chewing it first. Caught halfway down his throat, he struggled to breathe. He turned blue before my eyes. I pulled him to his feet and wrapped my arms around him. Making a fist, I placed my thumb side against his abdomen. Covering the fist with my other hand, I pushed forcefully with the thumb side, inward and upward with a quick thrust. After two jerks, the man coughed up the bacon and started breathing again.

“Oh, my goodness. How can we thank you?” the man’s wife asked.

“No need, Ma’am. It’s my job,” I replied, before washing my hands and returning to my seat.

“Solid Heimlich technique,” Trevor said.

“I learned from the best.”

It took a few minutes for the commotion to die down. All eyes were upon us for the next five minutes, but eventually, things returned to normal. Heart attack candidates returned to swallowing ridiculously large chunks of meat. Just another lunchtime in Texas.

“Is your new neighbour coming to the street party?” Matt asked.

“Well, she is a neighbour, at least. I don’t know how you got an invitation.”

“My lovely sister, Robyn. Chairman of the organising committee.”

“You know she only invites you to get to me, don’t you?”

“When are you gonna put her out of her misery and take her on a date?”

“Nothing personal. But I’d rather not join your family.”

“You know she doesn’t feel the same.”

“Matt, you gotta promise to run interference if the sexy new neighbour comes.”

For the previous two years, I’d done everything possible to avoid ending up alone with Robyn. She’d drop in uninvited and message me day and night. Once she even feigned injury, prompting me to call 9-1-1. But after two years, her passion had only increased. The past New Year’s Eve proved her intentions. After insisting that I walk her home safely, she asked me in while she checked the house for threats. I waited in the hallway, but heard a noise in the kitchen. Upon checking out the noise, I returned to the front entry to find Robyn naked.

“What’s it worth to you?”

“I’ll cover you for the Labour Day weekend.”

“And Robyn can join us for poker night for the next twelve months.”

“Deal.”

“Deal,” Matt said, holding out his hand to shake on it.

On the way out the door, the wife of the choking man pulled me aside.

“Thank you for saving my husband’s life.”

“You’re welcome, Ma’am. He was lucky every paramedic in Denton was in the store.”

“But I might suggest he chew his food next time. We won’t always be standing by,” Trevor said.


CHAPTER THREE


“WHY AM I coming along to this meeting?” Matt asked.

“Because I don’t want to walk into Robyn’s house to find her naked, like before,” I replied.

“And why do you want me to see that?”

“Neither of us do. That’s why you’re here?”

Hearing voices other than Robyn’s inside, I knocked on the door.

“Hello, Miss Louise. Sorry I’m late,” I said.

“Well, if it isn’t the late Brandon Butcher and his lapdog,” Robyn said.

“We’ve come from an emergency.”

Robyn had the small group of neighbours sitting on a couple of lounges while she stood at a whiteboard pointing a pen with intent. We’d obviously missed something, but with only the date written on the whiteboard, I assumed it was of little consequence. I took a seat next to Bernadette Peters, who lived directly across the street from me. Matt sat between Robyn’s neighbour, Miss Louise, and Mr Pringle, Bernadette’s next-door neighbour. All had cups of tea and were hoeing into one of Miss Louise’s signature jam squares.

“Now where was I?” Robyn said, over dramatically.

“You confirmed the date as this weekend,” Miss Louise said.

“Next, we have to decide where to hold the Independence Day party,” Robyn said.

“The past five years at Bernadette’s home have gone well,” Miss Louise said.

“I’ve enjoyed hosting,” Bernadette said.

“Seems like a simple decision, then. Can you host again this year?” Mr Pringle asked.

“Mr Pringle. May I remind you who the chairperson is?” Robyn interjected.

“Sorry, madam chairperson.”

“Bernadette, are you happy to host again this year?”

Before Bernadette responded, her phone rang.

“Sorry, I need to take this,” Bernadette said, before walking out onto the porch for some privacy.

“We don’t have many options for hosting fifty people. Of course, I’d do it, but my apartment isn’t large enough.”

“Bernadette’s place is perfect. The kids love the pool, and the adults love the outside bar,” Mr Pringle said.

“I’ll pencil in Bernadette’s place.”

Everybody nodded in agreement.

“Decision made,” Robyn said, documenting it on the whiteboard.

Bernadette stood outside the window, deep in conversation with someone. She appeared to be crying and fumbling to use her phone, which was now on speaker.

“Let’s move on to who. How many is that?” Robyn asked, after running through a list of acceptances.

“Forty-six, plus the five of us,” I replied.

A knock on the front door diverted the attention of everyone in the room. Miss Louise opened the door to find Bernadette standing on the step, her face as white as a ghost. I walked out to comfort her.

“Are you okay, Bernadette?”

“My mother has just passed away. I need to head to Buffalo, urgently.”

“Is there anything we can do to help?”

“No, I need to head home to pack my suitcases, sorry.”

“Let me walk you home safely.”

“I’m just a little shocked. It was totally unexpected.”

I walked Bernadette across the street and ensured her husband was aware of the situation. Upon my return, the meeting had turned heated. Robyn was freaking out, writing contingency plans all over the whiteboard, while everyone else sat silent.

“How long will she be away, Brandon?” Robyn barked.

“I’d assume two weeks.”

“But the party is this weekend.”

“I doubt she’s thinking about the party, Robyn.”

“Where are we gonna host it now?”

“Don’t stress. Matt and I will solve it.”

“I can’t host it here,” Robyn said, spinning further out of control.

“What about your place, Brandon?” Matt asked.

“But that would change the decorations and everything.”

“Sure. Robyn, leave it to me and Matt to sort out.”

“Are you sure, Brandon?”

“Yep, I’d be happy to host.”

“Well, it looks like Bernadette and family won’t be coming,” Mr Pringle said.

“But we need final numbers for the catering,” Robyn said, in a panicked voice.

I walked to the whiteboard and took the pen from Robyn.

“We had fifty-one. Bernadette and family will reduce numbers by four.”

“Have we forgotten anyone?” Mr Pringle asked.

“I have a new neighbour. It would be a little obvious if they were the only ones in the street not invited,” I replied.

“Good point. Mr and Mrs Dawson have moved out, too,” Mr Pringle said.

“Let’s assume two out and two in. That makes forty-seven,” I suggested.

“I need to know the new neighbour’s names for the invites,” Robyn said.

“Leave it to me, Robyn. I’ve got it sorted.”

Back on track, Robyn stood in front of a board that said when, where, and who. The committee made all the decisions. They assigned decorations and entertainment to Matt and me, but we dodged the catering. By the end of the night, all was in place for another successful Independence Day street party.

“How about we invite your neighbour now? While everything is fresh in our minds,” Matt said.

“I got a bit to check on. Don’t worry, I got it covered,” I said, giving Matt little option but to drive off.

Once Matt’s car turned the corner at the end of the street, I walked to the neighbour’s house. A set of sensor lights came on as I approached the door. After checking my hair in the window reflection, I rang the bell. A whiny sound above my head confirmed that someone had switched a camera on.

“How can I help you?” a voice asked through a speaker next to the door.

“I’m your next-door neighbour. I was hoping to speak to you for a minute.”

“Please wait.”

I heard activity upstairs. High heels moved across the floorboards before someone scampered down the stairs. A wave of excitement rushed over me as a shadow approached the door.

“Sorry for the wait,” a male voice said after partially opening the door.

“I’m Brandon from next door,” I said, reaching out my hand to shake.

The shake was awkward, as we didn’t make direct contact. The house remained completely black, leaving me thrusting my hand forward into darkness.

“Lovely to meet you. I’m Eustace. What can I help you with?”

“We are having an Independence Day party for around fifty neighbours on Saturday.”

“Where is it being held?”

“Well, that’s the thing. Next door at my place. I wanted to invite you.”

“Thanks, neighbour. What time should I arrive?”

“From 1:00 pm. But any time in the afternoon is fine. And bring any housemates or guests.”

“I live alone and work odd hours. But I’ll drop in sometime on Saturday afternoon,” Eustace said, before closing the door and heading back upstairs.


CHAPTER FOUR


SATURDAY MORNING, A bashing on my front door awoke me early.

“I was worried you’d sleep in. We’ve got plenty to do,” Robyn said, trying to push past me.

“Matt and I set up already. It’s ready to go,” I said, holding firm on the door.

“When did you do that?”

“We finished it late last night.”

Robyn’s low centre of gravity eventually enabled her to break past me and head through the house into the backyard.

“Bring a notepad and pencil, handsome.”

“Sure. I’ll be out in a minute.”

Robyn spent the next hour checking every single element of the party setup. First, she scoped the seating arrangements, which apparently were two seats short. Then she checked the stage, which luckily passed muster. Although it was a daytime party, apparently the lights needed higher wattage globes. I headed upstairs to dress after the first ten minutes. Still sore from the preparation activity the night before, I turned the water pressure up and flooded my back with hot water. Stepping out of the shower, I reached for my towel.

“I’m glad I stopped by early,” Robyn said, handing me the towel.

“Leave me the list and I’ll sort it out.”

“You’ve only got four hours before the guests arrive.”

“I’ll make it work.”

With a towel wrapped precariously around my waist and a three-page defect list in hand, I showed Robyn to the front door.

“If you need any help, you’ve got my number.”

“Oh, and you should wear these tonight,” Robyn added, handing me a red, white, and blue pair of Calvin Klein trunks.

“Thanks,” I said, trying to avoid eye contact.

“I hoped they’d put you in a festive mood. There’s a party outfit for you, too. It’s on your bed.”

“You didn’t need to.”

“I’ll wear something matching. We’ll look like a couple.”

“I’ve already got something organised with Matt.”

After shooing Robyn off the premises, I tackled the three-page defect list. Most items I passed on, considering them overkill. But Robyn was thorough. She’d spotted chairs and tables that wobbled, electric items not protected from the elements, tripping hazards, and plenty more things that I’d never considered. But I knew I’d never hear the end of it if there was an incident during the party. So, I complied with most of her requests.

“Thank goodness you’re here,” I said, as Matt entered the backyard later that morning.

“What has Robyn done now?”

After handing over the marked-up defect list, we divided up the activities. With two hours until the party started, there were still a dozen items I intended to address.

The food arrived about thirty minutes before the party started. Ten minutes later, the band staggered in. The children’s entertainment, face painting and pony rides dribbled in over the following ten minutes. Standing at the back door, ten minutes before the guests were due, everything was in place. We’d done it. Crisis averted. Unsurprisingly, Mr Pringle and Miss Louise were the first guests to arrive. Spot on 1:00 pm. Not that anyone had far to travel. Within five minutes, at least forty neighbours mingled in my backyard.

Matt graciously volunteered to be the party greeter, which seemed strange, as he didn’t live in the street. But he positioned himself on the driveway at the entrance to the backyard and offered a massive smile and handshake to everyone upon arrival. It wasn’t until half an hour later that I worked out he’d volunteered to position himself beside my new neighbour’s house. He spent any downtime staring at the bedroom window, hoping the curtain would open. Around half an hour into the party, my phone dinged with a message.

“Brandon, babe alert,” Matt messaged.

I turned to catch the gorgeous face of an angel peering outward, checking out the party. As she glanced in my direction, I instinctively waved. But she instantly closed the curtains again.

“Thanks, bud.”

My new neighbour attended. Around two hours into the party. And I could best describe it as a fleeting visit. But it wasn’t the babe we’d observed at the upstairs window. It wasn’t a girl at all. Still, Matt and I dropped everything to welcome the new arrival.

“I’m glad you could join us, Eustace. Let me introduce you around,” I said, holding my hand out for a handshake.

“Thanks, but I can’t stay long.”

“Is there someone you need to return to?” Matt asked.

“No, I have a few commitments.”

“Please, stay as long as you like.”

“Brandon and Matt, we have a problem,” Robyn screamed.

Eustace didn’t look like I expected. Clean shaven and with long brown hair tied back in a ponytail, he stood around 5ft 8in. Slim and with a heart-shaped face, he wore a pair of blue jeans with a white t-shirt and an oversized flannelette shirt over the top. Both ears featured simple gold sleepers, and he never removed a pair of oversized sunglasses. A near new pair of wheat coloured Timberland boots reinforced the country style. While everything matched, I’d best describe him as a familiar looking, manscaped country boy.

“And steer clear of that pocket rocket,” Matt said, pointing to his sister.

“Thanks for the tip.”

Matt and I rushed off to assist with the emergency. The band had hit a note that had spooked the horses. Two of the neighbours’ children sat sobbing on the ground after being thrown off. Luckily, Denton’s best paramedics were in attendance.

By the time the bandages were on, and the tears ceased, Eustace was gone. However, the party was an enormous success, with Robyn happily taking accolades on behalf of the committee. I kept one eye on the new neighbour’s window for the rest of the afternoon. While the curtain remained open, we never sighted the babe. Perhaps Eustace had scared her off. Perhaps she was simply a mirage. Something that I dreamed. But Matt had seen her too. That lead me to believe there was more to meet the eye with this mystery.

Around 6:00 pm, as the sun dropped over the horizon and the lights came on, it was just the stayers remaining. Apart from the organising committee, there were a couple of others enjoying the free bar and music. Matt jabbed me in the ribs, motioning to the neighbour’s house. As I turned, the sexy neighbour came into view wearing a crimson camisole, with a matching kiss-me shade of lipstick and her long brown hair flowing between her ample breasts. She smiled as she teased her hair in the window reflection, unaware that I was appreciating the view from below. After five minutes of preening, she closed the curtains and disappeared.

The last of the party guests departed around 10:00 pm. By the time Matt and I had cleaned up, it was midnight. I thanked him for his help and watched as he drove down the street, turning right at the first crossroad. Heading inside, I turned left and headed for the windows. I longed to catch my sexy neighbour again. But after readying myself for bed, I turned in, instead content to focus on the mental pictures I had of her.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


LATE SUNDAY NIGHT, I received a call from Robyn. I considered ignoring it, but knew she wasn’t the type to be ignored.

“Brandon, Mr Pringle has come down with COVID,” Robyn said.

“Is he alright? Does he need help?” I asked.

“He’s in the hospital. But everyone at the party needs to self-isolate.”

“Have you contacted all the neighbours?”

“Just the rest of the organising committee at this stage.”

“Send me the list and I’ll action it, Robyn.”

“If we all contact three households, we’ll have it covered.”

After spending the next half hour explaining the situation to bleary-eyed neighbours, I texted Trevor.

“Matt and I will be out of action this week. One of the party guests is in the ICU with COVID,” I messaged.

“Well, that sucks. But thanks for letting me know. And you wonder why I never socialise. No good ever comes of it,” Trevor responded.

Robyn’s news left me on edge. Well into his sixties, I failed to recall a time when Percy Pringle was in the best of health. And his neighbour, Miss Louise, at almost eighty, looked incredibly fragile. At twenty-five, I could fight off any virus. But removing half the paramedics in town, because of a street party, would certainly place pressure on the emergency health system. Still, I had little option but to self-isolate, rather than risk passing the virus onto the more vulnerable members of our community.

As I reflected on Robyn’s news, I wondered who’d contacted Eustace. It wasn’t me or Matt. Heading to my bedroom window, I noted the curtains sat open. For a brief few seconds, my gorgeous new neighbour stood in full sight dressed in a body hugging long red dress. With a split up one side revealing a tantalisingly tanned thigh and a deep, plunging neckline, she looked as if she’d stepped straight out of my dreams. Her hair sat back behind her shoulders, perfectly framing the most gorgeous face I’d laid my eyes on in Denton. Long silver earrings dangled tantalisingly close to her stunning, elongated neck.

A few minutes after my neighbour disappeared from view, a young guy headed down the front path and into his car. Concerned that Eustace had missed the COVID news, I headed over and knocked on the door, stepping back three metres for safety.

“Did you leave something upstairs, Jackson?” a vision of loveliness asked as she opened the door.

“Hello, I’m Brandon. Your next-door neighbour,” I replied, a little flummoxed.

“I’m sorry about that. I assumed you were someone else.”

“I was hoping to chat briefly to Eustace.”

“Unfortunately, he’s not available right now.”

“I remember. He works odd hours. Could you tell him that our neighbour, Mr Pringle, has come down with COVID?”

Any previous views of my new neighbour did her no justice. Standing on the front porch with the light dancing off her luscious long locks, it was difficult to concentrate. With turquoise eyes that caught the soft light as she moved, the cutest fringe that lapped over perfectly shaped eyebrows, and candy red lips that exposed a set of perfect teeth when she smiled, this girl flooded my stomach with swarms of butterflies. And that red dress was shapelier than I’d remembered, with sparkles in all the right places. Especially when her breasts heaved from the short run down the stairs.

“Is Mr Pringle alright?”

“Sorry, I’m Brandon. Your neighbour.”

“Yes, you mentioned that. And I’m Stacy.”

“Of course. Anyone who came in contact with Mr Pringle at the street party will need to self-isolate.”

It was rare for me to become flustered and out of control. But that red dress was distracting me in every way possible. And standing eye to eye with this six-foot beauty, radiating loveliness in the warm porch light, my eyes tracked from her gorgeous face to her incredible cleavage and down her tanned and toned legs. A gold bangle perched on her slender wrist captured my attention and further muddled my thoughts.

“I’ll pass the message on, Brandon.”

“Oh! And if anyone needs urgent help, I’m a paramedic.”

“If I need the kiss of life, you’ll be the first person I call.”

“I’ll leave my contact details in your letterbox.”

I wasn’t sure whether it was concern for my neighbours or horniness that made sleep difficult that night. But with COVID lurking, I ended up taking a sleeping tablet around midnight. When I awoke, Trevor had scheduled a Zoom call with my team. Quickly eating and dressing, I joined the call, perfectly fit and healthy. While I knew self-isolating was the right call, imposter-phobia filled me.

“Thanks for joining the call, team. How are you two today?” Trevor asked.

“Fit as a fiddle. Never better,” I replied.

“A little under the weather, I’m afraid,” Matt added.

“Well, you were the party greeter. It figures you’d catch it first.”

“It looks like we’ll be two men down for the week,” Trevor said.

Trevor presented his solution. Matt and I would work from home, if possible, for the week, while Derek and he would man the front-line ambulance service. Prioritising non-essential activity enabled the team to tackle smaller non-urgent jobs, ensuring service availability. Matt and I would catch up on training, if well enough. Being long overdue to retake several basic and advanced certifications, the solution seemed logical.

I called Matt immediately after the team Zoom call. While he sounded terrible, he was keen to chat. Isolation was not something that suited someone with his personality.

“I dropped by the neighbour’s place last night to let Eustace know about Mr Pringle,” I said.

“And I’m interested because?”

“Because Stacy answered the door. And she’s way hotter in the flesh.”

“Stacy, hey? Even her name sounds hot. You have my full attention, Brandon.”

“I figured you’d be interested.”

“Tell me all about her. Did she ask after me?”

“How would she know you exist, Matt?”

“I don’t know. A woman’s intuition. Did you bed her?”

“No, I kept my three meters’ separation.”

“What’s her story?”

“I don’t know. I mean, her name is Stacy, and she’s gorgeous.”

“You should have bedded her, Brandon. I would have.”

“Of course you would have. If only you were there with me.”

“You’ll have to introduce me.”

“Let’s focus on self-isolation first, Matt. At least for this week.”


CHAPTER SIX


TUESDAY MORNING, I woke up in perfect health. After completing an impromptu workout, using whatever I could find in the house, I showered and dressed for work. Ready for a day of training, I opened the curtains in my bedroom to stand face to face with Stacy. She dressed in a white cashmere cardigan, with a couple of buttons undone at the top, revealing a white lace bra, coupled with a blue and white striped pleated short skirt. As soon as she noticed me, a broad smile radiated across her gorgeous face.

Stacy waved, prompting me to do likewise. Then she turned and disappeared. Suddenly, my phone dinged with an incoming message.

“Neighbourhood Watch appears alive and well in Denton,” Stacy messaged.

Oh, shit. Does she think that I’m some sort of pervert? How do I respond? I did the only thing I could think of. I sent emojis.

First, I sent a hiding monkey face emoji to signal I had witnessed nothing untoward. Then I sent a bed emoji, to signal I had only just woken up. Finally, I sent a family emoji to reinforce the Neighbourhood Watch reference. I had explained myself. Albeit with emojis. Stacy replied in an instant with a single emoji. A smiling purple devil. As it arrived, my alarm told me it was time to dial into the daily Zoom call.

“Well, yesterday went well, although we missed you both on the front lines,” Trevor said.

Trevor discussed the activities of the day. Luckily, it had been a quiet one. Although Derek described how delicious the hoagies had been at The Fat Shack. At least no incidents occurred during Monday lunchtime.

“Do we have an update on Mr Pringle?” I asked.

“He’s doing well. Fully vaccinated, they caught him early enough to administer antiviral drugs.”

“Thank goodness. That’s a relief.”

“Looks like it was a super-spreader event, though. Two more of your neighbours are in the COVID ward too,” Derek said, sending pangs of guilt through me.

After the team call, I reached out to Matt. He’d worsened overnight but insisted on chatting to me from his bed. After covering off his declining health and my work plans, he asked me about Stacy.

“I had another personal interaction with Stacy this morning,” I said.

“You are supposed to be self-isolating.”

After explaining the circumstances, I relayed the message trail.

“You sent what?” Matt asked, his laughter turning into a violent, guttural cough.

“Three emojis. The hiding monkey face, bed and family. And she replied with the purple devil face with horns.”

“Dude, you gotta stop using emojis. You don’t have a clue.”

“They’re just pictures. No-one can take offence.”

“Well, you just told your new neighbour that you want to procreate with her.”

“Oh, shit. No wonder I got a horny devil face.”

As Matt’s laughter turned to coughing again, I looked back at the message trail. After Googling emojis, I confirmed Matt’s conclusion. Shit, he was right. Short of sending a dick-pick, I’d basically asked Stacy for a sleep-over.

“I need to apologise.”

“No need. It worked perfectly.”

“What do you mean?”

“She wouldn’t have sent the horny devil if she wasn’t interested.”

I reflected on what Matt said.

“You need face-to-face alone time with her,” Matt said.

“I haven’t seen hide nor hair of Eustace.”

“He’s probably self-isolating.”

“I don’t want to overstep the mark if Stacy’s his girlfriend.”

“Dude, if you ask me, Eustace wouldn’t know how to satisfy a girl like that.”

A car pulled up outside my neighbour’s house. A man in his mid-forties stepped onto the sidewalk. He wore a grey pin-striped suit and sported a bright red tie. He walked to the door and knocked. Instantly, Stacy moved to the window and closed the curtains. Noticing me watching, she gave me a brief wave. In a flash, she was gone. While she appeared to have a full face of makeup, I didn’t catch the outfit. Twenty seconds later, the man entered the house.

“What’s happening?” Matt asked.

“Stacy’s got a gentleman caller. She’s just closed the curtains.”

“Maybe Eustace came home.”

“He’d have to add a few years.”

“Something is going on. Yesterday Stacy had three callers, and she has another one today.”

“Perhaps she’s a working girl, Brandon.”

“No, she doesn’t seem the type.”

“And what type would that be?”

“You know, cheap looking with a fag hanging out her mouth.”

“I didn’t say street-walker, Brandon.”

I considered Matt’s comments for a moment. Stacy always dressed sexily. With both cleavage and legs prominently on display. But surely Matt had to be off base. I couldn’t be lusting after a working girl. That would make me a potential customer. And I knew our connection was much deeper than that.

“You reckon she might be a high-class call-girl?” I asked.

“She’d sure know her way around the bedroom.”

“I’m not sure I’m looking for that much experience.”

“Then give her my number,” Matt said, before his laugh turned guttural cough again.

It would explain the sixty-minute visits. And that the guys always walked away with massive smiles on their faces. But surely, I’d have picked up the vibe.

“Sorry Matt, but giving you her number would be like sending a lamb to the slaughter,” I said.

“I can more than hold my own.”

“I can’t remember the last time you didn’t need to hold your own.”

A half hour after chatting to Matt, I’d received a message from Trevor, asking if I was free for a call. The Zoom request followed around thirty seconds later.

“How is your health?” Trevor asked.

“No worries, boss. I’m as fit as a fiddle.”

“Well, we need to be safe. For you and those in need.”

“I hoped you wouldn’t say that, boss.”

As we spoke, Stacy opened the curtains again. I’d written the time of arrival on a piece of paper. Exactly one hour later, Stacy’s visitor had left. Attempting to check him out as he headed to his car, I noted his number plate and captured a brief description of him. I wanted to disprove Matt’s call-girl theory, once and for all.

“I said, is everything okay?” Trevor asked.

“Sorry, boss. I got a little sidetracked.”

“Doing your training, I hope.”

“I’m worried about my neighbour.”

“Another victim of the street party?”

“Hopefully not.”

“That’s why I almost never go out these days, Brandon.”

“Except for work, boss.”

“You keep safe and attempt some training if you’re well enough.”

“Yes, boss. I will.”

Stacy had another two visitors during the day. Both arrived by car and parked out front. One was well-dressed, a suit and tie type in his thirties. The other, a younger guy dressed in a work uniform. Both arrived a little fidgety, stayed exactly one hour, and left considerably happier than they arrived. Matt’s hypothesis was gaining traction.


CHAPTER SEVEN


WEDNESDAY MORNING, I observed a car parked outside Stacy’s home when I woke. It was 7:30 am, and while confident I hadn’t missed an all-nighter, I wondered who would visit a call-girl at 7:00 am. Curiosity got the better of me, causing me to watch Stacy’s window for the next thirty minutes. I simply had to understand who the visitor was. Spot on 8:00 am, Stacy opened the curtains, wearing a stunning white lace baby doll. She reapplied her lipstick in a small mirror, before showing the visitor out.

I rushed towards the front of the house to secure a better view of the visitor exiting. But this was no typical visitor. Instead, it was a couple who appeared to be in their fifties. They thanked Stacy at the door and walked to their car hand in hand like honeymooners. How weird. I assumed the visit was an hour and filled out my notes. Heading back into my bedroom, Stacy had quite the smile on her gorgeous face. Unlike any of the other visitors, this one placed her in an incredibly brilliant mood. She danced seductively before noticing my presence and skipping away from the window.

“I can’t wait until self-isolation is over,” Stacy messaged.

My mind immediately assumed that she was trying to drum up new clients. How would I play this? The last thing I wanted to do was commit to a rendezvous that I in no way needed or wanted. How should I respond? What should I say?

“Yes, it’d be wonderful to see the whole of you for a change,” I responded, prompting Stacy to send me a photo of her long, tanned legs on her bed.

I dialled into the team Zoom meeting at 8:30 am.

“Things were pretty quiet again yesterday,” Trevor said.

“Any word on my neighbours?”

“No new hospital admissions. Mr Pringle is back home, and they expect the others to be home by the end of the week.”

Matt remained on mute throughout the call. He appeared unable to stop coughing for the entire fifteen minutes. We skipped his turn for an update, although he messaged the prognosis of being one-hundred times better. If it wasn’t for the incessant cough, he’d be fit for work. Trevor encouraged Matt and me to keep working through the training, adding a module about the new defibrillator to my training plan. Before we finished up, Matt privately messaged me for a follow up Zoom call.

“What’s the latest on your working girl neighbour?” Matt asked.

“Look, we don’t know what Stacy does for a living.”

“If it walks like a duck and quacks like a duck, guess what?”

I explained a couple had visited Stacy earlier that morning. That simply encouraged a whole new line of inappropriate comments.

While undertaking three training courses, I monitored Stacy’s visitors during the day. Two more guys, both in their late twenties, visited for exactly an hour on either side of lunchtime. Then, just after dark, a van pulled up outside Stacy’s house. It was too dark to identify the type or driver, but their gait appeared familiar. But unlike all other visitors, this one knocked on the door, delivered a package, and headed straight off again. It must have been a delivery van. I’d rushed to get a view of Stacy’s window, meaning I missed the opportunity to identify him.

Stacy walked into her bedroom with a large white box with a red bow on it. She carefully placed it on the bed before removing the lid and lifting a Sapphire blue teddy out of the box. Holding it against her body in front of the mirror, Stacy twirled before heading out of view, presumably to try it on. My loins exploded upon Stacy’s return as she pirouetted in front of the mirror, wearing a massive smile. She’d obviously noted my presence. A few minutes later, I received a message.

“Do you prefer this one or the red baby doll?” Stacy messaged.

Before I had time to respond, I heard a knock on my front door. Oh, my goodness. Could that be Stacy, dressed in the stunning blue teddy, visiting me for a closer viewing? I dropped my phone and ran downstairs. Peering through the spy hole in my front door, something totally unexpected caught my attention.

“What’s wrong, Robyn?” I asked.

“I need to speak to you.”

Against my better judgement, I opened the door, but only a slither.

“We are supposed to be self-isolating.”

“I’m not doing well, Brandon.”

“Are you sick? What are your symptoms?”

“I’m fine, physically. But I’m struggling mentally.”

Robyn dressed in skin-tight jeans, a crimson crop-top, four-inch pumps, and had a full face of makeup. I could only recall her wearing heels once before. That infamous New Year’s Eve.

“I’m going stir-crazy in my little apartment,” Robyn said.

“We’re supposed to be self-isolating.”

“Can’t we self-isolate together?”

“That’s not how self-isolation works, I’m afraid.”

“I think my mental well-being is at stake.”

“You need to head home immediately.”

“I brought you some dinner.”

“Thanks, but you know I can’t accept it. And you need to head back inside.”

“But aren’t you supposed to help those in need?” Robyn asked.

“Yep. That’s why I’m self-isolating. And you’re putting that at risk by being here.”

“Are you sure I can’t tempt you with something sweet?”

“I need you to leave immediately.”

As Robyn turned and headed home, my phone dinged with a message.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t realise you were dating someone,” Stacy messaged.

“I’m not. She’s merely my best mate’s sister.”

“So, it’s not serious?”

“No, we’re merely friends.”

“I have a question for you, Brandon,” Stacy messaged, before sending emojis of a taco and hot dog.

Oh, crap. Not this weird game again. I’m totally clueless. Think clearly this time. She must mean grabbing dinner once I’m out of self-isolation. I instantly responded with a hot dog, adding a red pepper emoji to signal my preference for chilly dogs. Stacy replied with a heart then flame emoji, which I gathered meant I’d answered correctly.

Almost immediately, Stacy followed up with three emojis, a banana, two cherries, and a peach. Lost, I assumed it meant fruit salad for dessert. I responded with lips to show my approval. Then, I quickly called Matt.

“Send a thumbs up,” Matt said.

I responded with what resembled a thumbs up, a finger pointing to the sky. Stacy responded with a party face emoji. I figured we had dinner plans. Later, I shared the full exchange with Matt. Once again, our exchange was nothing like I’d assumed. Matt wouldn’t tell me what I’d agreed to, but his riotous laughter spoke volumes. Oh, shit. I’d done it again. At least I’d confirmed Stacy’s interest.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


BY THURSDAY MORNING, the lack of human contact was doing my head in. I desperately wanted to knock on Stacy’s door and take her in my arms. But I still had over twenty-four hours of isolation to go. A long day ahead awaited me. Especially given that Matt appeared to be recovering. And a healthy Matt was almost always an annoying Matt. And he knew exactly which buttons to push.

Stacy’s curtains remained open before our 8:30 am team Zoom call. All my neighbours were now out of hospital and recovering in the comfort of their homes. Something that was confirmed by Robyn on her street party Facebook page. And no-one else had as much as a sniffle. Making it likely that we’d dodged the super-spreader tag. Finally, things were almost back to normal, and next week, Matt and I would be back on the road. His excitement was obvious in his demeanour when we caught up later in the morning.

“Have you completed any training, Matt?” I asked.

“Don’t be silly. I’m just back from death’s door.”

With Matt a renowned exaggerator, I didn’t bite.

“Anyway, I’d suggest you study emojis 101, Brandon.”

“Are you gonna tell me what I’ve agreed to do with Stacy or not?”

“Let’s just say you’d have to pay a proctologist a lot more for the same outcome,” Matt replied, laughing uncontrollably.

“Well, that makes little sense. You’re just jealous and stirring me up.”

“Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

“She’s had another visitor this morning.”

“What was she wearing?”

“A white teddy with white five-inch stiletto patent leather ankle boots, I seem to remember.”

“I bet the guy left with a massive smile on his face.”

I knocked over one more course before lunchtime, when Trevor Zoom called to check-in on me. Following the usual series of questions, Trevor opened up on his personal life for the first time.

“I lost my wife five years ago. We lived the life in Dallas until Miriam got sick. The cancer was aggressive, starting two years of complete hell. She fought hard, but in the end her body couldn’t fight it off any longer,” Trevor said.

“Is that when you moved to Denton?”

“Yes. After burying Miriam, I needed a fresh start. I stepped down from my training role for her last six months and cared for her full time. It completely drained me. I sat in my house for four months before I was ready to start anew.”

“Have you dated again since?”

“Miriam was the love of my life. I’ll never be able to replace that.”

“But surely you can’t spend the rest of your life alone.”

“For three years I believed I could, but since then I’ve been working on the healing.”

“Is there someone particular in your life, boss?”

“Someone has helped me incredibly and is very dear to me.”

“Will you ever marry again?”

“No-one can ever fill that hole, I’m afraid.”

Intrigued by forging a deeper discussion with Trevor, I tried to respect his privacy and not push things too far.

“Tell me about this person, boss.”

“Nothing to tell, really. She’s unique and has helped me more than I could have ever imagined.”

“Where did you meet her?”

“Through a friend. I never would have pursued it if my sister hadn’t insisted.”

“Sounds like you have deep feelings for her.”

“I don’t want to say too much.”

I noted a tear forming in Trevor’s eye, so stopped asking questions.

“But when I’m with her, everything else just melts away. From the moment I soak in her beautiful smile, I can shut off and truly relax. For a short while, at least,” Trevor said.

“Why can’t you spend more time with her and make a genuine connection?”

“It’s not like that. I would never cheat on Miriam.”

Many things ran through my head. There were many questions I wanted to ask.

“But she’s different from my wife. Else I wouldn’t spend time with her,” Trevor said.

“But how can that be fulfilling?”

“This girl has a way about her.”

I held my tongue, instead leaving room for Trevor to reflect.

“She’s a unique woman,” Trevor said.

“What makes her unique?”

“She instinctively knows what I need and delivers it.”

While Stacy received another visitor during the afternoon, a twenty-something guy who could have been a running back, she never wore the new outfit. Although I had yet to be disappointed with what she wore when she popped into view. And she never failed but to wear it with a gorgeous smile. As the afternoon sun reflected off her stunning locks, each mere glimpse of her left me hungry for more.

Late in the evening, after the last guy had gone, Stacy pulled out the new outfit. I sat captivated, watching her dance in front of the window. Oh, shit. She totally caught me. My phone dinged immediately.

“No point hiding, Brandon. You’re better off owning it,” Stacy messaged.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to offend.”

“If I didn’t think you were cute, I’d close the curtains.”

I didn’t know how to reply. Not only had she caught me out. She’d called me out at the same time.

“Cat got your tongue?” Stacy messaged.

“I fear sending the wrong message.”

“Then Zoom me. Here are my contact details.”

Oh, my god. Excitement sizzled throughout my body at the mere idea of speaking to Stacy. Let alone viewing her dressed in that outfit. My hands shook on the keyboard as I typed in her number. I couldn’t believe I was about to speak with her in person. Well, as close as possible, given the self-isolation. Suddenly, a window popped up on my computer. It was Matt. Do I take the call? He’ll forgive me.

“How much longer are you in isolation?” Stacy asked.

“One day. I can leave tomorrow night.”

“Perhaps we can celebrate your release together?”

“What about Eustace?”

“Aren’t you the dark horse?”

“No, I meant, won’t he mind?”

“Eustace does his thing and I do mine.”

“Oh, you have an open relationship, then?”

“You could say that.”

“Will you wear the new outfit for me?”

“Sure, but not until the weekend.”

Stacy’s response sounded strange, but I was in no position to push the friendship.

“You’ve seen my outfit. What will you wear?” Stacy asked.

“I’m not sure I have something as exciting.”

“Put on that uniform and do a twirl for me.”

“What, this little old thing?”

“Nothing hotter than a man in uniform.”

“I can think of a few things.”

“Aren’t you the forward one, Brandon?”

I heard a doorbell ring over the Zoom call.

“How time flies when you’re having fun.”

“Great to connect, Stacy.”

“You have my number, Brandon. Don’t forget it.”

I sat and watched Stacy change into her red teddy, transfixed to the spot. Once dressed, Stacy twirled for me before closing the curtains. I logged the visit into my journal.


CHAPTER NINE


Friday morning, I woke with the excitement of a man about to be released from prison. Day five had arrived, and I now had less than eight hours before I could catch up with Stacy in the flesh, so to speak. My excitement bubbled over as I showered and consumed my self-isolation breakfast for the last time. Totally energised, nothing could ruin my day. One that I’d dreamed about for days now. After checking there were no unexpected early visitors, I joined the team Zoom call.

“Morning team. How is everyone today?” Trevor asked.

“Champing at the bit to get back on the road, boss.”

“You appear to be enjoying the view outside your window, Brandon.”

“Always the joker, aren’t you, Matt?”

“Sounds like everyone is A-okay. Back to plan A from Monday morning,” Trevor said.

“I won’t miss dialling into these bloody meetings,” Matt said.

“They’ve served their purpose.”

“I really appreciate the contact during my self-isolation, boss.”

After catching everyone up on the activities of the previous day, and rules for completing self-isolation, Trevor and Derek headed out, leaving Matt and me to undertake yet more training. I struggled with being the highest trained member of the team, yet the most useless. But I knew all that would soon be over. Within a minute of hanging up the team Zoom call, Matt’s meeting request buzzed on my screen.

“I’m bored. Entertain me. Did you break protocol and visit the neighbour?” Matt asked.

“Not exactly.”

“You mean you bedded her?”

“Not yet.”

I caught the confusion in Matt’s eyes.

“I didn’t bed Stacy. She’s not that type, Matt.”

“Classic, you couldn’t buy a lay from a call-girl.”

“She’s not a call-girl.”

“Then what is she?”

“She’s a lovely girl who works from home.”

“Charging by the hour to entertain guys, all while dressed in lingerie.”

While I wasn’t sure what Stacy did, I couldn’t accept on any level that she was a working girl.

“Cut to the chase. What happened, Brandon?”

“She got dressed up in something sexy and messaged me.”

“And then you bedded her?”

“No, I haven’t bedded her. Stop asking.”

I walked Matt through the Zoom call. He must have called me the luckiest bastard in the world at least five times. The view from his bedroom window only provided access to his ninety-year-old neighbour, Mr Johnson. Matt upgraded his cable access for the week to include a half dozen porn channels. How he’d had the energy while recovering from illness, I’ll never know. But he clocked enough hours to receive a message from his cable provider alerting him to a likely security breach.

Stacy received two visitors on the Friday. The first was a forty-something guy in a grey suit with a bowler hat. Not something you often observed in downtown Denton, Texas. But he pulled up in a luxury Jaguar and left with a broad smile like every visitor before him. Stacy wore the white baby doll during his visit and blew me a kiss as she closed the curtains. The second visitor came mid-afternoon. A young guy with what looked like his mother. He went in while she waited in the car. My mind was heading in all directions for the hour. Stacy wore the red teddy during his visit. By late afternoon, I was champing at the bit to escape my self-isolation and solve the Stacy mystery.

Around five o’clock, Trevor called me on Zoom to check in at the end of the week.

“I’ll be glad to have you back next week,” Trevor said.

“Happy to know you missed me.”

“Derek has potential, but he doesn’t know my routine.”

Comforted that Trevor had missed me, he drove as he spoke. I caught glimpses of the road he travelled, and parts of it looked quite familiar. I guessed it wasn’t far from where I lived. Not that Denton was a massive town. But Trevor never had a reason to visit me, or me him. I was curious about where he headed.

“I’m just calling to check whether you are still well,” Trevor said.

“All good, boss. This self-isolation thing was a complete bust.”

“Your seven neighbours admitted to hospital, and Matt may disagree.”

“Wasn’t it three neighbours?”

“I decided not to worry you. The last was Matt’s sister, earlier today.”

Wow, I sure dodged a bullet, not letting Robyn in. Perhaps she was delusional.

“Anyhow, I’m almost at my appointment, Brandon.”

“You’re not visiting your lady friend, are you, boss?”

“That would be none of your business. Catch you later.”

As Trevor ended the call, a visitor pulled up outside Stacy’s house. The car was enormous, possibly a van. In the failing light, I couldn’t quite make it out. Still an hour away from self-isolation exile, I ran to the front of the house to identify who the visitor was. The visitor had a stocky build and grey hair. I ran to check Stacy’s bedroom. She closed the curtains as I arrived, but I glimpsed her stunning new lingerie. This must have been the gentleman she saved it for.

The next hour dragged like nothing I’d ever experienced. Worse than waiting for my college acceptance to arrive, worse than waiting for Maggie Smith to agree to go to prom with me, that hour was pure agony. As the clock ticked down to the end of my self-isolation, the curtains opened. Stacy gave me a little wave before disappearing. I ran to the front of the house as Stacy’s visitor opened the door of his car and hopped inside. But this wasn’t a car. It was an ambulance. And not just any ambulance. This was my workplace. And the visitor was Trevor.

Regaining composure from the shock, I dialled Trevor. The phone rang and lit up the cabin of the ambulance. He pushed decline. I called again, with the same result. I called a third time, and this time Trevor picked up.

“Sorry, Brandon. I was at my appointment. What’s happened?” Trevor asked.

“I’m concerned about my neighbour. I gather you are still on the road.”

“Yes, I’m just about to head home. Do you need me to race to you?”

“No need to engage the sirens. How was the appointment?”

“I’m improving each time I visit.”

“So, what exactly do you and Stacy do during those visits, boss?”

“Sorry, what did you say, Brandon?”

“I’m interested to know what type of services you receive?”

I watched the clock tick over 5:00 pm. I was officially out of self-isolation. Trevor took a few moments to respond.

“I told you. What I do is personal, and I’m not gonna talk about it over the phone.”

“Then let’s chat face-to-face,” I said, standing at the ambulance door, holding eye contact with Trevor.


CHAPTER TEN


“BRANDON, YOU ARE supposed to be self-isolating?” Trevor asked.

“I’m a free man as of two-minutes ago. How did the appointment go?”

“Why are you so interested?”

“You know Stacy’s my next-door neighbour, don’t you?”

A look of fear swept across Trevor’s face. I held my ground, waiting for a response, but Trevor wasn’t offering anything further.

“Don’t worry, boss. Stacy hasn’t mentioned your sessions to me yet,” I said, prompting Trevor’s fearful expression to dissipate.

“How well do you know Stacy?”

“We’ll be catching up for dinner on the weekend.”

“Just the two of you?”

“Yep.”

“Are you taking her out?”

“Yep. Why would you ask?”

“It merely surprises me. I presumed Stacy appreciated her privacy.”

“Because of what she does for a living?”

Trevor looked embarrassed.

“No need to be embarrassed about it. All men have needs, boss.”

“I was thinking she might want to avoid running into her clients.”

What did Stacy do in that room? The curtains were always closed. And she always dressed ultra-sexy. Matt’s words, “I reckon she’s a working girl”, echoed in my ear.

“Then you know about her work, Brandon?”

Rather than disclose my ignorance, I nodded.

“Since my wife passed away, the concept of intimacy has petrified me.”

“And visiting Stacy has helped with that, boss?”

“She’s brilliant. A true professional. She’s really brought me out of my shell.”

“I’m happy for you.”

“She’s almost got me to the stage where I’m ready to date again.”

Why would sex with a hooker prepare you for dating and a relationship? Perhaps he’s worried that he won’t be able to follow through when he needs to.

“After three months of weekly visits, I can’t believe how quickly I’ve let my walls down,” Trevor said.

“That’s an interesting way to look at it, boss.”

Trevor looked at me kind of strangely. The cogs whirred in his head.

“You don’t know what Stacy does, do you?”

As the last word left his mouth, Stacy’s front door opened, and she called from the porch.

“In here, you two. Right now. I can’t have two uniformed men fighting in front of my house,” Stacy said.

Oh, shit. I’d gotten a little carried away. I needed to know what Stacy did and forgot how it must have looked.

“Then, let’s go into mine. Ambulance drivers are always visiting me.”

“Brandon, this is not how I imagined becoming acquainted with you face-to-face.”

“So, you two don’t know each other?”

“Not well. Brandon must be curious about me and fishing for answers.”

“Thank goodness you arrived when you did.”

“Trevor, are you okay if I tell him what I do? No specifics, of course.”

“I fear I won’t make it home tonight if you don’t.”

The moment of truth had arrived. I could no longer hide behind a veil of ignorance with Matt. The naked truth was about to be revealed. What if Stacy and Trevor were bumping uglies? How would I feel? Did I want to go to a place where my boss had spent the past three months?

“Brandon, I’m an intimacy coach.”

There it was. My dream girl had become tarnished…

“You do what?”

“I’m an intimacy coach.”

“Stacy has been helping me prepare for intimacy after the passing of my wife.”

Oh, shit. Now I was more confused. All I wanted to do was dig a hole and bury myself.

“Do you know what intimacy coaching is, Brandon?” Stacy asked.

“Not exactly. And I’m not sure if I’m ready to find out.”

“Can I go home now, Brandon?”

“Apologies for this breach of privacy. I should have guessed that Brandon would know you. Having seen him in his uniform.”

“No problems. I will not dig into your affairs,” Trevor said, frowning directly at me.

I turned my head away as my face warmed with embarrassment.

“Catch you next week, Stacy. And Brandon, I’ll see you bright and early at the station on Monday. And I know you’ll have caught up on all your training.”

As Trevor left the house, I couldn’t meet Stacy’s eyes. I’d overstepped the mark. No, my behaviour had been downright unacceptable. I’d pried into Trevor’s private business and breached Stacy’s confidence as a health professional. There was no excuse.

“You’re not one to go with the flow, are you?” Stacy asked.

“I’m trained for action, I’m afraid.”

“Okay, that’s not a bad thing in your line of work, I suppose. But you cannot act out and confront my clients. Else, this thing between us ain’t going anywhere.”

Expecting a totally pissed-off Stacy, her calm demeanour surprised me.

“I conduct intimacy coaching from home. But I’m a qualified sex therapist, too. So, I got a onetime offer for you, Brandon. But I think we’d both appreciate a stiff drink first.”

“I’m sorry. I got beer, wine, whiskey or gin.”

“Whiskey on ice, thanks. And you might as well bring the bottle.”

I headed into the kitchen, concerned about the request for a full bottle. Surely, I’d blown any chance I had with this goddess. My stupid impulsiveness had killed the relationship before it started.

Pouring two drinks, I expected to watch Stacy down her glass.

“I’m gonna show you what a sex therapist does. But only if you do everything I ask. And first on the list, I need you to temper that Action Man gene. Skol.”

I consumed the glass, surprised that Stacy’s drink remained untouched.

“One more and we should be ready to proceed. Skol.”

As an inner glow followed the liquid down my throat, I calmed down. Until then, I’d been in fight mode. Riled up and not thinking clearly, I’d missed my first opportunity to appreciate Stacy in the flesh. Her lustrous brown hair shone under my lounge room lights. She wore a cream overcoat, but I knew what was underneath. I’d watched her prepare for Trevor’s visit. That gorgeous new lingerie must have been sitting underneath the coat, less than a few feet away. Between the crimson painted lips that beckoned my kiss and her deep blue, five-inch stiletto ankle boots.

“Are you wearing that new lingerie?”

“Do you need another whiskey?”

“Sorry, I’m excited to discover what you do?”

“It’s what I can do. One more drink, and I will unveil all,” Stacy replied, emptying her glass of whiskey before encouraging me to do the same.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


“IT SURPRISED ME to discover you were such a fan of the hot dog. It started me thinking,” Stacy said.

“The spicier side of life has always enticed me.”

“Well, I guarantee I can help you with that.”

“I’m always up for personal growth.”

“Enough chatter. It’s time for action, Brandon.”

Stacy lent back in her seat, loosening her coat belt, revealing glimpses of what lay beneath.

“You must be a little warm. Can I take your coat?”

“Temper your enthusiasm, Action Man.”

Just a mere glimpse of Stacy’s cleavage in the sapphire blue baby doll sent waves of excitement through me. My stare must have been more than obvious.

“Interesting to see you are a breast man, too?” Stacy said.

“I feel I’m being assessed.”

“Is that a bad thing? Would you like me to stop?”

Stacy patted the seat next to her, beckoning me to join her on the couch. As I sat, Stacy crossed her legs, sliding her soft leather boot up my calf as she did. My pants strained immediately. Sitting mere inches away, I yearned for the opportunity to move forward and kiss those gorgeous, full lips. Again, my stare must have spoken volumes.

“You may kiss me now,” Stacy said.

Stacy appeared a step ahead of me, knowing exactly what I was thinking. It felt a little unnerving, but the payoff kept me going.

Leaning forward, I cupped Stacy’s face and gently drew her lips towards mine. That first kiss rocked my body to its core. She tasted better than she looked. If that was possible. With soft lips and a playful tongue, Stacy’s kiss provided the perfect prelude to what followed. As Stacy’s scent infused my soul, her hand slid slowly down my heaving chest before resting beside my burgeoning manhood. Oh, my goodness, yes. Just a couple of inches to the right.

“No need for us to rush, unless you have a prior engagement with Robyn,” Stacy said, before biting my lip to prevent a reply.

My breathing quickened, anticipating Stacy’s next move. Sensing my excitement, Stacy skilfully unfastened my zipper with her crimson coated fingers, releasing my rock-hard cock from its increasingly tight confines. A small shift in Stacy’s demeanour confirmed her satisfaction with the view. In a second, my cock became encased in Stacy’s delicate grip.

“That’s delightful,” I said.

I encouraged Stacy to remove her coat, but it wasn’t me who was in control. Breaking from her lips, I kissed my way to her ears before attacking her neck with passion and heading towards her enticing 36Cs. But before I could loosen her coat, Stacy slid from the seat, dropped to her knees, and pushed me back against the lounge. Stacy’s left hand cupped my balls while her right hand slid along my cock from root to tip. As she reached the head, Stacy rotated her grip, sending a supercharged burst of excitement through me.

“I reckon Action Man would be jealous of a rig like yours.”

“You don’t do this with every client, do you?”

“While I can’t go into specifics, intimacy coaching doesn’t call for this hands-on approach.”

“So, you’ve never touched Trevor’s winky?”

“Did you say winky? You need this session more than I imagined, Brandon.”

Being nervous around attractive women at the best of times, I started rambling. I wanted specifics about Trevor and the other clients I’d observed entering Stacy’s house. But not at the expense of this incredible opportunity.

“But I will say, I haven’t held a sausage like yours in quite a while. Are you done with the chatter yet?” Stacy said, prompting a gentle head nod in response.

What happened next emptied my brain of all rational thought. Laying back, and with my eyes trained on the roof, a delicious wetness enveloped my cock. Stacy’s tongue teased its way around my cock, sliding just under the head. She hit all the right places and angles, as you would expect from a trained professional, sending waves of pure joy through me. Unused to not repaying the favour, I struggled to breathe, let alone move towards a more balanced give and take arrangement. The moment I recovered slightly, Stacy took me deep and held me. Her throat pulsated against my cock, pleasuring me from all directions at once.

Stacy worked my cock with hands and mouth. It was seconds until she tipped me over the edge. Giving in to the immense pleasure, I leaned back and enjoyed the ride. Waves of pleasure washed over me as endorphins charged throughout my entire body. But in my haze of excitement, I felt Stacy insert something inside me. Too far gone to resist, I quickly realised it intensified my pleasure.

“I had a feeling you’d like that,” Stacy cooed.

Completely in control of her actions, Stacy guided me towards the orgasm of my life. I’d never experienced such sustained pleasure before. Her mouth was heavenly, her throat magical, and her fingers finely tuned into my needs. My breathing laboured. I struggled to take a single breath.

“I’m gonna come,” I moaned.

But Stacy stayed the course. She took me over the edge and out the other side. Not a single drop of my warm nectar spilled, and Stacy maintained a gorgeous smile throughout. Once she’d consumed every drop, Stacy’s beautiful face approached mine. Her delightful lips shared the feint remnants of my gift. But it wasn’t a gentle sampling. Stacy thrust her tongue deep, probing every inch of my mouth as her passion infused me.

“Are you ready to sample something spicier?” Stacy asked.

Stacy lay me along the full length of the lounge, carefully placing my head on a cushion. I happily complied with all directions. After all, she’d proven her skills, and the opportunity to engage with a qualified sex coach doesn’t come along too often. Once I lay horizontal, Stacy undid her coat belt and dropped it to the floor. Finally, I got to view the sapphire blue teddy in all its glory. Not to mention what lay behind it. I reached out to assist with the disrobing, but my hand got slapped away.

“For once you need to wait, Action Man.”

As Stacy’s coat dropped to the floor, she exposed a perfect set of 36Cs. While obscured by a sapphire blue lace baby doll, there was more than enough cleavage to stir me back to life.

“You sure are easy to please,” Stacy said.

As I scanned down the rest of the sapphire blue delight, I shivered with expectation. Stacy’s long, dark hair swept gracefully over the delicate material. And her bright crimson lips beckoned me.

Stacy placed herself behind me at the end of the lounge. Leaning down, she softly pressed her lips against mine. Her tongue invaded my mouth as her hands opened my shirt, exposing my six-pack.

“You promised me something spicy,” I said.

“Some things are worth waiting for. I promise you.”

Stacy reached down and encompassed my semi-hard cock with her long, graceful fingers. She kissed her way down my chest, stopping briefly at my left nipple, then my right. As her 36Cs came into view, I attacked her nipples with kisses and nibbles. But I knew this opportunity would be fleeting, and I was more than happy for Stacy to slide further down my body towards the end game. Around six inches from my cock, Stacy slowed.

“Are you ready for your spicy treat?” Stacy asked.

“I was born ready.”

As Stacy slid further down my body, something bumped against my head, before she arched her back and lifted her body away from mine. What was that? Was she wearing a strap-on? Is that what the fingers were preparing me for? Excitedly, I bit my tongue in anticipation. Dropping her body onto mine again, a semi-flaccid cock surrounded by a perfectly groomed ball sack hung but a few inches above my mouth. Panic turned my relaxed body stiff in an instant. What the hell was I staring at? Surely, there must have been something in the drink.

“Here comes your spicy treat,” Stacy said, before lowering her cock into my mouth, frozen open with fear.


CHAPTER TWELVE


STACY DROPPED HER heavenly mouth over my full six inches and skilfully tantalised me with lips and tongue. Her teasing blew my mind as endorphins raged throughout my body. I was rock hard and receiving the best blow job of my life. By a country mile. But I remained torn. Stacy worked my cock expertly from tip to root and back again. Holding deep each few down strokes, she provided total stimulation from all sides. My body said keep going, but I wasn’t sure what my mind thought. Finally, after a couple of minutes of inaction from me, Stacy stopped.

“Please tell me you knew,” Stacy said.

The time had arrived to nut up or shut up. Here I was lying on the lounge with the most gorgeous woman in Denton, possibly Dallas - Fort Worth. And she was delivering the most delightful blow job I had ever experienced, by a country mile. What was I to do? I’d agreed to comply with everything Stacy offered. Only I didn’t know what to do with the current offering.

“Sorry, I’m struggling with the angle,” I said.

“Okay, let me adjust my position,” Stacy said, lifting her body and repositioning her cock inches above my lips.

There. I’d agreed to try something I’d never imagined attempting. But I owed it to Stacy to give her the fully committed Action Man experience.

I held Stacy’s hips and guided her semi-hard cock towards my lips. I knew this situation called for a little give and take. And I’d taken a lot already. It was suddenly time to give. I closed my eyes and wrapped my lips around Stacy’s spicy sausage. A feint fragrance of citrus and apples wafted inside my nostrils. A wash of fear and confusion rushed over me. How should I be doing this? Stacy’s mouth approached heaven. How could I ever compete? I know, do what she did. After all, Stacy’s anatomy was something I was intimately familiar with. And an expert had shown me the way.

Stacy’s heavenly mouth tantalised all the right areas. I closed my lips and sampled Stacy’s spicy sausage for the first time. Sure, it was unfamiliar, but it responded instantly. I must have been doing something right.

“Yes, suck my spicy sausage. Suck it all up,” Stacy said.

With enthusiastic support, I slid my lips up and down Stacy’s shaft, tentatively at first, sucking harder with each down stroke to mimic my coach.

Stacy worked my cock like a madwoman. Her action was infinitely better than mine and boy, did I enjoy it. With hands and mouth, and the occasional addition of tongue, Stacy worked me to the point of no return. I tried to concentrate on the job at hand, but soon struggled to breathe, let alone do something still quite foreign to me. And then it happened. I reached the point of no return.

“Oh, fuck, that’s incredible.”

Having received yet another top-three orgasm, I knew the time had come for me to take a stand.

“The job is far from over yet, Brandon.”

I rolled Stacy over and placed the cushion under her head.

“You may need to guide me.”

“Rubbish, you were doing perfectly. Follow your instincts.”

I took Stacy’s semi-flaccid cock in both hands and brought it back to life. With one hand on the shaft and one hand on Stacy’s balls, I dropped my hungry mouth over her five inches and held.

“Solid start, Action Man. I knew you had it in you.”

With Stacy’s encouragement ringing in my ears, I plunged my mouth deeper and deeper with each stroke. Chirps of excitement reinforced I was on track.

Stacy’s cock gorged with blood, turning an almost iridescent purple. With hand and mouth, I soon achieved my aim. Stacy’s breathing laboured and her cock twinged in anticipation of the pleasure ahead. Deeper and deeper I drove, banging my chin against Stacy’s balls at the end of each down stroke. Within thirty seconds, I heard those magic words.

“I’m gonna come,” Stacy screamed.

Stacy pulled my hair with both hands, holding me deep while she flooded my throat with her warm, salty nectar. Panicking at first, I opened my throat and allowed her gift to flow unimpeded. Stacy’s cock twinged while I cleaned up all remnants with my tongue. Once Stacy released her grip, we shared her delightful bounty.

“You really are an Action Man.”

“You ain’t seen nothing yet.”

Basking in a post-coital glow, we kissed and cuddled on the lounge. Excited that I’d satisfied Stacy, I couldn’t contain my grin.

“Then what’s stopping you?”

“I’d be happy just to lie in your arms forever.”

“We can do that anytime. I got a hankering to feel Action Man deep inside me.”

Stacy sat me up on the seat. She dropped to her knees and had me rock-hard again in an instant. But this time, she lathered my cock with saliva to prepare for a new treat. Spitting on her hand, Stacy wiped a liberal dob on her flower before pushing my cock against it, hard. Unyielding at first, my cock burst through Stacy’s flimsy resistance. Forging forward using her full weight, Stacy dropped inch by inch until her arse rested against my pelvis. Using her toned legs, Stacy lifted herself, letting gravity return her securely with each stroke.

Stacy’s arse caressed my cock like a thousand fingers. And every inch of her rear cavern wrapped tightly around me as I moved. Taking control, Stacy increased the speed of her strokes, slamming down onto my pelvis harder with each down stroke. Blood rushed away from my brain as endorphins flooded in. My breathing hastened, sweat ran down my forehead, and Stacy’s soft leather boot wrapped around my calf, somehow pulling her increasingly tighter to me.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

I unloaded a torrent of nectar deep inside Stacy’s arse. Our bodies remained locked together to maximise the pleasure for both of us. Stacy savoured the warm inner glow I’d delivered. Nothing else mattered at that moment. I pulled Stacy’s body to mine and kissed her neck softly.

“Don’t tell me you’re up for another round already?”

“Well, I am your personal Action Man.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT NIGHT, STACY didn’t appear at her bedroom window. In fact, Stacy didn’t return home until the following afternoon. And with less than four hours’ sleep. All of it in my arms. I kissed Stacy goodbye just before noon. I’d solved the mystery of my sexy next-door neighbour, had the most incredible night of my life, and much, much more. Stacy showed me things I never imagined possible. And she took me places I never knew existed. We both appeared happy with how things turned out.

Matt left several messages for me on Friday night. Both he and Derek tested positive to COVID. And Robyn was still in the hospital. For the first time in two years, poker night had to be cancelled. I called Matt the moment Stacy left. I wanted to gloat and tell him everything, but I knew he couldn’t keep a secret from Robyn. So, I did the only thing possible; I lied. Only, as far as not telling him, we’d hooked up and I’d had the most incredible night of my life. That could wait for a face-to-face catch up. Sure, he called me a pussy, and he continued with the conspiracy theories, but I didn’t care. What I shared with Stacy was too wonderful to risk.

Two weeks later, when everyone was well again, Friday poker nights resumed. Except this time, instead of Matt being distracted by Stacy at her bedroom window, Stacy distracted Matt from the opposite side of the poker table. With a background in psychology, Stacy had the smarts and body language mastery required to more than mix it with any of us. Especially, wearing a tight knitted top and red leather miniskirt. None of the guys, including me, had any chance against her. Robyn posed a different challenge. But Stacy wore her down, and the two eventually became great friends.

I made it back to work on Monday morning, as discussed with Trevor. Without Matt and Derek, he and I had to man the front lines. But with the two best operators on the job, a trainer and the single most trained paramedic in Denton’s history, we managed the emergency workload until they returned. Trevor avoided getting sick. In the previous two years I’d never seen him miss a day of work. He loved what he did and lived to help others. And fortunately, with Stacy’s help he got back on the horse again. I noticed he had a great rapport with a single nurse at the hospital and wing manned the shit out of it for him. So, he soon got to put his learnings into practice.

Stacy’s business continued to flourish. Even without Trevor, intimacy coaching was big business in southern Texas. And pretty soon, Stacy’s schedule was full to brimming. But it never interfered with our time together. And I’m pretty sure she never offered sex therapy sessions to existing and new clients. Never again did I let jealousy raise its ugly head. I loved and respected Stacy and knew her love for me was true.

After six months, Stacy’s lease came up for renewal. I asked her to move in with me on the proviso that Eustace not join us. This concerned Stacy at first, but she came around and knew, deep in her heart, that I’d keep her safe. She no longer needed to hold on to her history. Her alter ego. It turned into a therapeutic moment. She bagged his clothes and donated them to a local charity. We exorcised that demon together, offering her the perfect opportunity to live one life to its fullest. She became the centre of someone’s life instead of merely the girl next door.
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TRAPPED
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Would you travel halfway around the world at an hour’s notice? What checks and balances would you insist on?

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

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

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

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

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


FIVE FIRST DATES
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Would you trust someone else to find the love of your life? What if that someone was a computer?

Tom Prince is a successful scientist, who is still living in his hometown of Kansas City. It’s not because he doesn’t have options. With too many patents to count and a string of life-saving medical breakthroughs under his belt, Tom has enjoyed the riches that come with success. Still, he prefers the quiet life.

But after losing the love of his life three years prior, all Tom does is work, eat, and sleep. Something that his sister Nancy, his one and only personal contact, believes is unhealthy and needs to change. And she isn’t letting it go until Tom moves on once and for all.

So, when Nancy sees an advertisement for SoulMates, a dating service that guarantees a match or your money back, she sees the opportunity to get Tom back on the bike. As a man of science, he can’t argue with ‘five dates to your soul mate or your money back’ promise. And he’ll spend time in five of the most romantic places in the country.

But when the SoulMates process insists Tom keeps his options wide open, he must decide between walking away from one-hundred grand or embracing life well outside his comfort zone.

If you like romances where sparks fly in all directions like Bridget Jones’s Diary or Mamma Mia, then you’ll love FIVE FIRST DATES. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Tom embrace the SoulMates process and live life outside his comfort zone, or will he play it safe and lose the chance to meet his soul mate, forever?


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?


FREE DRESS FRIDAY
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How far would you go to secure the job of your dreams? What lines would you cross? What lines wouldn’t you?

Harrison Tate is a mid-western farm boy looking to launch a stellar legal career with the most prestigious anti-discrimination law firm in the country. Securing one of the rarest and most sought after legal practice internships, Harrison knows he’s only one step away from the graduate role that could pave his future career with gold. After five years of hard work, he must make every post a winner during his ten week stint, or risk losing the opportunity of a lifetime.

From his first day at the firm, and first interactions with his co-workers, Harrison discovers his kryptonite. And there’s no shortage of it. It seems there’s a gorgeous woman around every corner. And most of them fall into his sexy mature woman sweet spot. Harrison finds it impossible to shift his focus from his colleagues and onto the work. And having been nick-name headshot Harry, it seems he may just about have the pick of any girl in the office. He even thinks there’s a bounty been placed on his back.

So, when Harrison gets a reprieve, he jumps at it. Two weeks in a sister office supporting the firm’s top legal eagle, gives Harrison a first-hand view of his future career. And removes him from temptation. Or so he thinks. Because his gorgeous boss, Karen Smith, is more of a handful than an office full of stunners. ‘Don’t sleep with the boss’, was his mentor’s parting words. But that looks increasingly difficult as Karen has him well and truly in her sights. Like a lamb to the slaughter, he finds himself in the hands of a seductress, in what seems like a very faraway land.

If you like transgender romances with more than a touch of drama and intrigue, like ‘The Crying Game’, then you’ll love ‘FREE DRESS FRIDAY’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Harrison be able to navigate his way through deep and treacherous waters, or will one night of pleasure destroy his dreams forever?


WE MET BY ACCIDENT

[image: ]

Do you believe that a single decision can change the direction of your life?

Dane Henson is not a risk taker. Born and bred in middle America, the most courageous thing Dane ever did was move two hours north to Minneapolis to join a graduate program straight out of college. Young, handsome and the sort of guy everybody gets along with, Dane’s exterior hides a shyness and conservative nature that keeps him well and truly out of love’s way.

After starting work as a salesman for a clothing wholesaler, his days and weeks are spent on the road hustling fashion accessories to make a sale. And six months into his new career, Dane has learned to use his youthful exuberance and good looks to his advantage. Both his sales results, and his star, are definitely on the rise. But a big part of his success has come from a relationship forged with the flamboyant Stef Moon, buyer for the five hundred store ‘Christopher and Banks’ fashion chain.

Returning from his regular Friday afternoon call on Stef, Dane is excited to ring the sales bell, signalling another extraordinary sales performance. But the gods seem to have other ideas. A one-hour commute quickly becomes a ten-mile carpark with no end in sight. Dane has always relied on his GPS for navigating his new town, but now he must choose whether to take a risk and forge his own path or end up sitting in traffic for hours.

If you like transgender romance stories in the vein of ‘Sliding Doors’ where a single decision can change a life forever, then you’ll love ‘We Met By Accident’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

How will Dane’s decision to follow his instincts lead him to find the love of his love life in the most unexpected place?


DOUBLE TROUBLE

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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

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

OEBPS/image_rsrc12R.jpg
Transgender Romance Novelist





OEBPS/image_rsrc12X.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12P.jpg
The Girl
NEXTRDOOR

fender Romance Novelist





OEBPS/image_rsrc12S.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12W.jpg
Transgender Romance





OEBPS/image_rsrc12U.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12V.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc12T.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc12Y.jpg





