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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“CONGRATULATIONS ON THE job,” I said trying to hide my disappointment. “Sounds like you’ll be hitting the UK first.”

“While I’ll only be a Nanny,” Eve said. “It’ll give me time to study for the NHS exams, and get a nursing role within the year.”

“Well at least one of us is having success,” I said. “I’ve applied for twenty roles and still have yet to get an interview.”

“Do you want another coffee?” I asked. “I’ll get us authentic lattes while we still can.”

“That’s the spirit,” Eve replied with a smile. “And yes, a latte would be wonderful.”

Eve and I had been friends forever. Our teachers always said we were thick as thieves. I couldn’t remember life without Eve. Although six-months younger, and yet to turn twenty-one, Eve and I did everything together.

“Tell me about the job. Who will you be working for, and where will you be located?” I asked.

“Professor Brown and his wife live in Holland Park, not far from Kensington Palace,” Eve replied. “So, I’m close to everything. Well, everything I want to be close too.”

While happy for Eve, I was also a little jealous. There hadn’t been a time we weren’t together. Let alone in the same country.

“Well you’d better enjoy the beautiful Australian weather while you can,” I said. “In two-weeks’ time, you’ll have nothing but grey skies and rain.”

“How are we going to get you to London with me?” Eve asked. “I can’t imagine not being able to catch up. And the time difference will suck.”

“I’ve applied for every job I can think of, without luck,” I replied. “My nursing degree has done little to help me.”

Unfortunately, to work in the National Health Service in the UK, I had to sit further exams and get re-qualified. And this took up to twelve months. So, I looked for any jobs possible.

“Perhaps, you should be a Nanny,” Eve said. “They love the whole qualified nursing thing.”

“I’m willing to try just about anything,” I replied. “Send me a link to your contacts.”

I found it difficult to hide my envy. Both Eve and I were dual Australian and UK citizens. So, working in London was easy. Truth be known, I’d graduated my nursing degree with honours, so was higher qualified. Plus, I had the better experience. But yet again, the attractive girl had been successful, while the weedy boy had been overlooked.

“I’ll chase your contacts and apply for everything,” I said. “I don’t want to be sending you off at the airport without me.”

“That would bum me out,” Eve said putting on a sad face. “Don’t worry, I’ll send you everything that comes my way.”

Over the next week, I applied for twenty Nanny jobs without success. Not even a phone call. By the time I caught up with Eve again, I was frustrated and started to panic.

“I can’t believe you haven’t been snapped up,” Eve said. “I mean there’s a well-documented Nanny shortage in the UK. And you’re so overqualified.”

“I just have to face it,” I said. “I’m not pretty enough.”

“We both know that’s bullshit,” Eve replied. “Whenever we go out with you dressed up, I don’t get a look-in. You’re such a total babe.”

She was right. At secondary school, I had won the female lead in several theatre productions including Romeo and Juliet. Thank goodness Romeo was Chester Knight. As gay as they came. I’d actually enjoyed presenting female so much that I got myself on hormone blockers when puberty hit. Unknown to Eve, I had also taken Estrogen for the past six-months. I felt the time to move forward approached.

“Hey, I’ve got an idea,” Eve said. “Why don’t I do a makeover on you, so you can apply for a job as Chrissy, instead of Chris?”

While desperate, this seemed a step too far. Doomed to failure from the get-go.

“I’m more than happy going out for a girls’ night with you,” I said. “But living as a girl full time may be a bit of a stretch. Especially in someone else’s home.”

“You said you’d try anything,” Eve said. “And I reckon you’d have multiple offers if you presented female.”

“Could you give me a makeover?” I asked. “And what would I wear? I don’t have a whole wardrobe of girl clothes. Just club wear.”

“I’d love to give you a makeover,” Eve replied. “And, I know just the outfit that’ll make you appear like a Hot Nanny.”

The more I thought about it, the more the idea made sense. It was bringing my transition forward. A new country, a new me.

“Okay, let’s do the makeover. When do you want to do it?” I asked.

“No time like the present. Let’s get this show on the road,” Eve replied.

Eve was a frustrated artist. While she pursued a career in nursing, she had a serious talent for makeup and fashion. But she was a stickler for perfection. I had to shave down, style my hair, get plucked. The whole shebang. But the photos she took were amazing. With her skill and my natural soft and feminine looks, the photo shoot was totally believable. I looked like a gorgeous girl.

I applied for six jobs that night, and within twelve hours had four interviews. Perhaps I didn't have to push my flight back. Perhaps we could travel to London together. I was lucky my name was multi-gendered. So, with the photos and the name, many agencies probably assumed I was cisgender female. Even though I clearly ticked the male box on any forms.

“I got a Nanny job,” I screamed with excitement. “We’re going to London together. Just like we dreamed.”

“Wow, that was quick. Who and where?” Eve asked.

“I’ll be working for Richard Waldorf,” I replied. “And here’s the kicker. I’ll be in Notting Hill. Only five minutes away from you.”


CHAPTER TWO


AFTER THE BEST part of thirty hours we arrived in London. We decided to stay in the city centre for a couple of days before starting our jobs. So, we travelled together to the hotel. Once checked, in I went to the bathroom to check myself out. No visible beard, check. In fact, I looked pretty cute. I had made the decision to live female 24-7. So, I brought no male clothes with me.

Upon arriving at the Waldorf family home in Notting Hill, I was gobsmacked. The house could be featured in a magazine. It was breath-taking, but in a tasteful way. Set over four floors, the rooms were grand, several featuring chandeliers and roman columns. Huge does not describe it. In my eyes, this place was a palace. Upon walking up the front stairs and to the massive double doors, you couldn’t help but feel intimidated.

“Hi, I’m Chrissy,” I said as the door opened. “I’m here to meet Mr Waldorf.”

“Ah, the Nanny,” the lady replied. “Please come in and I’ll let Mr Waldorf know you have arrived. Please leave your bags by the door, for now.”

Once inside, a magnificent spiral staircase dominated the vista. Floor to ceiling windows made the house light and bright. In fact, it was as bright indoors as out. The decor was elegant yet contemporary.

Suddenly, a second woman greeted me. I wasn’t sure who she was, but she seemed at ease in the home, and not like one of the service staff.

“Hi Chrissy,” the lady said. “I’m Nancy Southall. I’m the one who selected you. I’ll get you started until Mr Waldorf is free. Please follow me into the drawing room.”

I followed Nancy through a massive Roman arch and into a room that contained a grand piano, two tables, a lounge and an elegant marble fireplace.

“Welcome to the Waldorf home,” Nancy said. “I’m not sure if you know much about Mr Waldorf and his situation. I’ll start there.”

“No, I’m not familiar with him,” I said.

“Mr Waldorf was a champion footballer until recently,” Nancy said. “He played for Chelsea FC in the Premier League and for England internationally. He retired six months ago, after the passing of his wife. She was my sister, Ruth.”

“I’m so sorry to hear that,” I said.

“Football has been quite generous to Mr Waldorf,” Nancy continued. “He has this house, a country home about an hour South, and a beach house in Spain. Since retiring, Mr Waldorf has moved into a coaching role at Chelsea FC and is a commentator on BBC One.”

I was completely ignorant to football players. But he sounded very successful.

“Mr Waldorf’s diary is difficult to manage as he has three daughters, my nieces,” Nancy continued. “Sally is eight, Lisa is six and Victoria is four. Your role is to take care of the girls, two of which are at school.”

As Nancy paused for breath, a strikingly handsome gentleman walked in.

“You must be Chrissy,” the gentleman said. “I’m Richard. And welcome to my home. Don’t let me stop you, Nancy. I’ll go and get the girls.”

“Thank you, Mr Waldorf,” I said. “Lovely to meet you.”

“Oh, call me Richard,” Richard said.

“Also, on staff is Rosa, our housekeeper, who you’ve already met” Nancy said. “She also travels with the family. So, you two should become well acquainted.”

“And where do you fit in, Miss Nancy?” I asked.

“I’m helping Mr Waldorf through this difficult time,” Nancy replied. “I live nearby and promised my sister I would ensure the girls were properly taken care of.”

“Girls, say hello to Chrissy,” Richard said herding his daughters towards the couch. “She will be helping me look after you.”

“Hello girls. Let me guess. You must be Sally, you must be Lisa, and you must be Victoria. Did I get it right?” I asked.

“Well done Miss Chrissy,” Sally replied. “Three out of three.”

Nancy excused herself and motioned for Richard to walk her to the door.

“I hope I didn’t interrupt you when I arrived. What were you doing, Victoria?” I asked.

“I was holding a tea party with my dolls,” Victoria replied. “They can’t wait to meet you.”

“Well, I can’t wait to meet them either,” I said.

“And Lisa what were you doing?” I asked.

“I was watching a movie,” Lisa replied. “Do you know Frozen?”

“That’s one of my all-time favourites. I love a movie with cool music,” I said.

“And Sally, what were you doing?” I asked.

“I was doing my homework,” Sally said. “Well, I was practising for the school play.”

“Wow, I love the theatre,” I said. “Always my favourite part of school.”

“What play are you in?” I asked.

“The Wind In The Willows,” Sally replied. “I’m the Badger.”

“What a lovely role,” I said. “You must be very good to get that role. I can’t wait to hear you read.”

I noticed Nancy kiss Richard on the cheek as she left. It appeared she may be a little more than just a visitor. She also seemed like the sort of person I wouldn’t want to be opposed too. I decided to steer clear of her until I got a better view of things.

When Richard returned, I was deep in discussion with the girls.

“Can we show Chrissy our rooms?” Sally asked.

“Sure,” Richard replied. “But quickly, as we need to get her settled into her own room.”

After a tour of the girl’s sleeping quarters, I was shown to my room. It was a self-contained flat with a separate lockable internal and external entrance.

After unpacking my suitcases, I couldn’t resist sending a message to Eve.

“Score - best gig ever,” I messaged.

“You sound excited,” Eve responded.

“It’s a mansion - four stories with a separate flat for me,” I messaged.

“You bitch,” Eve responded.

“And the kicker,” I messaged.

“What’s that?” Eve responded.

“The boss is a thirty-year-old, super-hot football player,” I messaged.

“Now you’re just showing off,” Eve responded.

“Google Richard Waldorf. He’s way hot,” I messaged.

“You owe me big time,” Eve responded.


CHAPTER THREE


AT THE END of my second week, I got the opportunity to visit the Waldorf Country House. My goodness, it was bigger than the city house. And just as opulent. The occasion was a party thrown by Richard to celebrate the start of the new football season.

“It’s important for the team to bond with the new members,” Richard said. “I host this informal getaway to help with that process.”

The Country House was about an hour drive from Notting Hill. As you pulled up to the house it looked like any old red brick mansion in the suburbs. Except it wasn’t in the suburbs and sat on two acres of land. With two main floors and an attic, the house was a grand old dame. The back yard could have hosted a full-sized soccer pitch, with stands and private boxes. It was enormous.

The party was held in the back garden. As it was an hour out of town, the ground floor of the house was set up with sleeping quarters for the team. Richard and the girls slept on the first floor. Meanwhile, Rosa and I slept in the attic. As it was an outside party and it was more than casual, I wore a blue satin shirt, leather pants and electric blue 4-inch stiletto ankle boots. In retrospect, it was probably a bit over the top. But coming from Australia, I didn’t want to get cold.

“Are you sure you want to wear that outfit?” Rosa asked the minute I walked out of the bathroom. “You are probably going to attract a lot of attention if you do.”

“They’ll hardly notice me,” I replied. “I’m just trying to stay warm.”

“You do realise it’s a garden party, don’t you?” Rosa asked. “You can’t wear stilettos into the garden.”

“Excellent point, Rosa,” I replied. “I’ll go with the Cowboy boots instead.”

I helped the girls get dressed and ready for the party. While the party was catered, Rosa was the overall co-ordinator of the food and beverages. So, she would be busy all night. My role was to get the girls ready and supervise them during the dinner section of the party. Then, put them to bed before helping Rosa, as needed.

“What’s the crowd like? Are they similar to Mr Waldorf?” I asked.

“Definitely not,” Rosa replied. “They are young, spoiled and overwhelmed by testosterone. I’d steer clear of them if I was you.”

“Do you get to mix with the football boys,” I asked.

“We’ll both be too busy for that,” Rosa replied. “And it won’t be well-received if you do.”

I got the message. Take care of the girls, then help Rosa. And don’t fraternise with the team.

I bathed the girls and got them dressed up in their Sunday best for the party. Each girl had a different favourite outfit. So, while it wasn’t planned, it was dead easy to keep an eye on the girls in their brightly coloured dresses.

When Richard walked out, my jaw dropped to the ground. He had a white shirt with far too many buttons undone. It showed many of his tattoos. Matched with a three-day growth and sprayed-on designer jeans, he looked hot. Movie star hot.

I managed to get Richard and the girls together for a photo before the guests arrived. I snuck another couple of photos of just Richard onto my phone, too. He even posed for a selfie with me. It was on the pretence I would send it to my family back home. I sent it straight to Eve.

“Hope you’re not doing it too tough?” I messaged.

“What the fork. Where are you?” Eve responded.

“At Richard’s Country House. We’ve got a team party tonight,” I messaged.

Her reply was Mickey Mouse holding up the rude finger.

“Can we play a game?” asked Lisa.

“How’s about Hide and Seek?” I suggested.

We played hide and seek while we waited for the guests to arrive. The back yard was massive, so we had to limit the distance for the hiding. Still, it would have been much harder to find them had Rosa not given me tips.

The guests arrived in a steady stream of convertible sports cars. I saw a Ferrari, Lamborghini, Mercedes and Bentley in the flesh. You name it, and it was there. And the players were tall, athletic and wildly handsome. Still, I kept myself with the girls until I put them to bed after dinner.

“Thanks for a lovely night,” Sally said. “We had a wonderful time.”

“Not as much fun as I had,” I said. “Sweet dreams. See you in the morning.”

After putting the girls down for the night, I went to help Rosa. As I walked across the yard to the serving area, I heard a chorus of wolf whistles. The boys were well oiled by this stage, and any inhibitions were gone.

“Well if Richard isn’t going to introduce you, I’m going to do it myself,” a cute young guy said. “I’m Josh Kendall. I play striker. I’m always first to score.”

“Lovely to meet you Josh,” I said. “I’m Chrissy, and I’m the Nanny.”

What followed was a procession of introductions from almost every member of the team. I started thinking I was the team-bonding exercise. But the guys were pleasant enough. Albeit a little cheeky. I think Richard had read them the riot act and no-one wanted to piss off one of the coaches yet.

Helping Rosa kept me busy and out of harm’s way. Although, I did get a sore arse from more than a few pinches. Still, it was boys being boys and to tell the truth, I enjoyed the attention. I managed to get a photo of the team while they posed for the official photo. I sent it straight to Eve.

“I’m not sure which one to pick?” I messaged.

“I’ll take the leftovers,” she responded.


CHAPTER FOUR


“THANKS SO MUCH, for helping out at the team party,” Richard said. “It was a wonderful event thanks to the work of Rosa and you. Nancy wasn’t going to help out. She doesn’t like the Chelsea boys.”

“You’re too kind,” I said. “I’m happy to help your family in anyway.”

“I know you haven’t had much time off since you arrived,” Richard said. “But I’ll make it up to you, I promise.”

It was nice to be acknowledged for the effort. I enjoyed staying with the Waldorfs. They were kind, respectful and Richard was easy on the eye.

“I must apologise for the wandering hands at the party too,” Richard said. “It’s not acceptable and I’ve let the boys know.”

“I didn’t mind,” I said. “It was all quite harmless.”

“Still, the boys must learn to respect women,” Richard said. “And understand they need to act appropriately.”

The rest of the weekend flew by.

“Now, tonight I’m going to a Football Gala,” Richard said. “I’m taking Nancy along, although she hates these events. But it was all booked months ago. Else, I’d have asked you along.”

Wow, I felt privileged. My mind drifted towards visions of going on a date with Richard. Having his arm around me and opening doors. Now that’s a dream I wish would come true. But alas, he wouldn’t date someone like me. He’s got more offers than he knows what to do with, already.

“Thanks for thinking of me,” I said. “But don’t feel obliged to take me along.”

“Perhaps, I might enjoy taking you along,” Richard said looking directly into my eyes. “Have you considered that?”

“I didn’t mean it the way it sounded,” I said. “It just came out wrong.”

“Well, be warned,” Richard said. “I will ask you along sometimes.”

Richard headed off to pick up Nancy. Meanwhile, I bathed and dressed the girls for bed.

“Are you going to read us a bedtime story? Can we read the BFG?” Victoria asked.

“Sure. That’s one of my favourites,” I replied.

After the girls went down, I hit the books for the nursing re-qualification. After half an hour, I got a message from Eve.

“I saw your boy Richard on the TV with some red-head,” she messaged.

“Yeah, that’s Nancy. His sister in-law,” I responded.

“I expected to see you with him,” she messaged.

“No, he apologised for that. It was already arranged,” I responded.

“Are you forking kidding me? I was joking,” Eve messaged.

I didn’t respond. I’d only antagonise her more.

A short while later I heard a quiet knock on the door.

“Come in” I said.

“Hey Chrissy. How did the girls go tonight?” Richard said.

“Wonderfully well,” I replied. “They’re a joy. You should be very proud.”

“How was the Football Event?” I asked. “I heard there were photos of Nancy and you on the television.”

“There’s always some rumour,” Richard replied. “It comes with the territory.”

“It must be hard,” I said. “Not what you signed up for.”

“Well you’ll know soon enough,” Richard said. “I hope you’ve got a thick skin.”

“No worries here,” I said. “They breed us tough Downunder.”

“Unfortunately, since my wife died, Nancy has seen it as her role to step in,” Richard said shaking his head. “And tonight, she got a little carried away.”

“What happened. I hope it didn’t cause problems?” I asked

“No, she got a bit frisky on the way home in the car,” Richard replied. “A good-night kiss went a bit astray.”

“Oh, did she misread the kiss?” I asked. “That can be difficult.”

“No, she kissed me. And she wasn’t taking no for an answer,” Richard replied.

“Ouch, that’s even more embarrassing,” I said. “I hope you cleared the air with her.”

“I tried to, but she broke into a diatribe,” Richard said. “About how the girls needed her to take over as their mother. She’d promised her sister.”

“Sounds like a difficult one. Has she always carried a can for you?” I asked.

“I’m afraid so,” Richard replied. “She introduced me to the love of my life. Anyway, I’m sorry. I must be boring you. I came to see if you wanted a hot chocolate.”

“Sounds perfect,” I said.

We quietly worked our way into the kitchen. Rosa had finished up hours before.

“I’ll make it. How do you take it?” I asked.

“You don’t need to wait on me. But white with two sugars,” Richard replied with a cute grin.

After making the hot chocolates, I pulled out a couple of marshmallows. Rosa had shown me where they were stashed. But I swore not to tell Richard.

“Gee, your part of the ‘In Crowd’ already,” Richard said. “Rosa won’t tell me where the marshmallows are hidden.”

“Well, the girls of the house need to stick together,” I said.

“I feel a little outnumbered around here,” Richard said. “Perhaps I should have said yes to the Manny.”

“Did you get an application from a guy?” I asked.

“Apparently, just the one. But with three girls, it was a risk I wouldn’t consider,” Richard replied.

Richard’s comment worried me. If he was concerned about hiring a Manny, why would he have chosen a transgender girl instead. Something felt wrong. Was he unaware of my background? I’d made it clear on the application. Had he not been involved in the recruitment decision? Nancy did claim responsibility for my recruitment. I needed to discuss it openly with Richard. But when and how? It was not something I wanted to rush.

“Anyhow, thanks for all your help so far,” Richard said. “You are fitting in perfectly.”

“Thanks Richard,” I said. “It’s such a joy to spend time with the girls.”

“And what about me?” Richard asked. “Shot down in flames already.”

“Well, I can’t exactly say that about my boss, can I? He may think I’m trying to make a play for him.” I replied.

Shit. Why did I flirt with him? I hope he doesn’t take the bait.

“Well, perhaps he wouldn’t mind if you did,” Richard said suddenly looking serious. “He may think you’re quite the catch.”

“I’m only a Nanny,” I said. “He’s the playboy with all manner of potential suitors.”

That’s right. Appeal to his logical self.

“But what if he chose you? Would he stand a chance?” Richard asked.

I thought long and hard about my answer. Now was not the time for a rushed confession.

“What would I say if a handsome and charismatic playboy asked me out?” I replied. “Well, if you asked me for a dance at a club. I’d definitely say yes.”

“Well at least you think I’m handsome,” Richard said. “That’s a promising start.”

“But as you’re my boss,” I said. “I think we both know what the answer needs to be.”


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


FOR THE NEXT week I worked with Sally and Lisa on their lines for the play. Both were quite nervous. It was Lisa’s first play, and although she only had a bit part, she was super excited. This was Sally’s first lead role. So, we ran lines each night. It gave us the perfect opportunity to bond.

“I think you know all of your lines,” I said. “You were perfect the last two run throughs.”

“But that’s in the bedroom here,” Sally said. “It’ll all be different when I’m on stage.”

“Why do you think that?” I asked. “Did your teacher tell you that?”

“Well, no,” Sally replied. “But I’ve been told it’s harder when you look out to the audience.”

“Then don’t,” I said. “Well, not at the start anyway.”

I saw Sally thinking about it.

“You mean focus on the actors on stage,” Sally said. “Pretend like it’s a rehearsal.”

“If you’re feeling nervous, yes,” I said. “At least at the beginning. It worked for me when I played Badger.”

“Wow, thanks for the tip, Chrissy,” Sally said.

By the day of the School Play, both girls were prepared and excited for it to start. We set up a dressing station where Rosa and I helped the girls with wardrobe and makeup. Sally’s Badger costume was cute enough to draw attention, but still showed her face clearly. I’d attended dress rehearsal, so could steer Richard’s attention towards his daughter’s activities throughout the performance.

Once the stars of the show were dressed, Victoria and I did the same. I decided it was the time for casual chic, so wore a simple bright blue t-shirt and skin-tight jeggings. I dressed it up slightly with a signature belt and my favourite electric blue five-inch stiletto ankle boots. A simple leather coat finished the outfit. Once we were ready, I helped Victoria down the stairs to where Richard, Sally and Lisa waited.

“Wow, aren’t I the lucky boy tonight?” Richard said watching me walk down the stairs. “I get to take four beautiful girls out to a play.”

“Daddy. Don’t be so ridiculous,” Sally said. “Lisa and I aren’t watching the play. We’re in the play.”

Suddenly, the girls let out a burst of squeals. Meanwhile, I was lost in Richards eyes.

Once at the theatre, I helped Sally and Lisa backstage while Richard and Victoria got the drinks.

“Lisa. What’s the most important thing to do?” I asked.

“Smile,” Lisa replied. “Face the front, and smile.”

“Exactly,“ I said.

“And Sally, what are you going to do?” I asked.

“I’m going to have fun,” Sally replied. “And not look into the audience during the first five minutes.”

“That’s right,” I said. “Girls, I think you are ready to perform.”

As soon as the other cast members saw the girls, they were swept away in the excitement.

“How are the girls?” Richard said when I returned to the foyer.

“Excited and a little nervous,” I replied. “But they’ll do a tremendous job.”

“Well, they’re obviously in experienced hands,” Richard said. “Thank you so much for helping them.”

As the bell rang, we started moving towards our seats. Victoria stood between Richard and I, holding our hands. I couldn’t help but notice we got a lot of attention as we walked to our seats. Considerable whispering accompanied the stares as well. But I put it down to Richard’s celebrity, and the fact he was so hot.

“I’d like to welcome everyone to the performance of our latest play, ‘The Wind In The Willows’ by Kenneth Grahame,” the headmistress said. “I won’t take long but wanted to thank a few people for their generous donations, to make this event possible.”

The headmistress ran through about half a dozen names. She saved The Waldorf Family for last. Richard was the major sponsor of the evening.

A spotlight suddenly tracked onto Richard, Victoria and I. Immediately, the camera flashes started going off. All I could do was go with it. I smiled broadly. Thank goodness Richard didn’t have to give a speech.

“Sorry about that,” Richard said as soon as the lights switched off. “I didn’t know they were going to do that.”

“Oh well,” I said. “It’s all part of the job. At least it wasn’t on national television.”

The play was brilliant. For a young cast, it was filled with laughter, tears and plenty of emotion.

“Wow, I can’t believe how brilliant Sally was,” Richard said. “You’ve turned her into quite the little actress.”

“She was awesome, I agree,” I said. “But I had little to do with it. She’s a natural.”

I headed off backstage as soon as the curtain dropped, to help the girls with their gear.

“That was so much fun, Chrissy. Did you see me?” Lisa asked.

“You were wonderful, Lisa. Especially when you sat on the toadstool. Your father thinks so too,” I replied.

“Thanks for the tips,” Sally said. “I did what you suggested and didn’t miss a cue.”

Once back home, the girls were too wired to go straight to sleep. Rosa brought out hot chocolates for everyone. Even a bowl of marshmallows magically appeared. But the girls were so tired, they dropped off to sleep in five-minute intervals. Richard, Rosa and I carried the girls to their rooms.

Rosa excused herself. She had an early start the next day. Richard and I sat on the couch chatting. He was so excited for the girls. It was beautiful to see genuine family pride from a father. As we chatted, I heard my phone ding.

“Nice photo of you and Mr Hot Stuff online,” Eve messaged.

“What site?” I responded.

Eve sent a link through. There was the headline ‘Who Is Richard Waldorf’s Hot New Girlfriend?’. There were a few pictures of the whole family, Richard, Victoria and I, and one of Richard and I alone.

“Who’s texting you?” Richard asked.

“My friend Eve,” I replied. “We’ve made the newspapers. It’s official, you’re a playboy.”

“Don’t believe everything you read,” Richard said. “Especially in the British press.”

“There’s something I need to ask you,” I said. “Before the press blows things between us out of proportion.”

“Okay. What is it?” Richard asked with concern on his face.

“Did you see my Nanny application form? Did you read it closely?” I replied.

“To be honest, I left it totally with Nancy. Why, are you married or something?” Richard asked.

“Well, it seems like Nancy has neglected to tell you something about me,” I replied. “I’m transgender. I wasn’t born female but am in the process of correcting that.”

Richard looked shocked and didn’t say a word. I left and went straight to my room.


CHAPTER SIX


THE ENTERTAINMENT SITES picked up on Richard’s recent increase in dating activity. One week it was Nancy, the next it was me. There was plenty of commentary about our age gap. Apparently, I was just a phase he was going through. I found it hilarious, as did Eve.

“I’m young enough to be his daughter,” I messaged.

“Then, how old was he when he had you?” Eve responded.

I decided to take Victoria to the park and meet Eve. It was only about a five-minute walk for each of us. And on a beautiful sunny summer day, it was thoroughly enjoyable. It was well past time we caught up for a chat.

“How are you handling the whole female 24-7 thing? Are you pining for some boy time yet?” Eve asked.

“Not in the least. I haven’t missed it a bit,” I replied. “I’d hate to go back to being invisible again.”

“Especially, with Mr Hot Stuff as your boss,” Eve said. “You’d miss his lustful stares.”

“He’s not like that,” I said. “He’s an absolute gentleman.”

Eve told me about her situation. It didn’t sound half as exciting as mine. Two professors living together and bringing up future professor children. Not quite ‘The Real Housewives of Notting Hill’ material.

“There’s no hope for me with Richard,” I said. “He thought I was a cisgender girl.”

“Didn’t you make it clear on your application?” Eve asked. “That you’re transgender.”

“I did,” I replied. “But he mentioned a male who applied for the role. That was me of course. And he said it couldn’t happen because of the three girls. So, I had to tell him.”

“How did that go down?” Eve asked.

“Not well,” I replied. “He didn’t really say anything. I think he was totally surprised.”

“Well, he can’t sack you for misleading them,” Eve said. “You had it on your forms.”

“Yeah, but he can get rid of me one way or another,” I said. “If he really wants to.”

“Then, who appointed you to the role? Not the ‘Wicked Witch of the West’, I hope?” Eve asked.

“I think so,” I replied. “Day one, when she introduced herself, she claimed credit. I hoped she was merely bragging.”

“Oh shit,” Eve said with a worried expression. “She’s the only one who knew? And she’s got the hots for Mr Hot Stuff, doesn’t she?”

“Yep,” I replied. “Makes it even more dire.”

As we chatted, Eve noticed a strange guy carrying a camera enter the park. He stopped and partially hid himself behind a tree. But we clearly saw him taking photos of us. A girl he’d walked in with, sat on the bench behind us. She placed her telephone on the seat next to her.

“Do you feel like having some fun?” Eve asked. “Let’s fork with the paparazzi.”

“What do you have in mind?” I replied. “I don’t want to leak the truth. That would lose me the job.”

“Who do you want to be romantically linked with?” Eve asked. “Pick a name. Follow my lead.”

“I can’t believe you’ve been invited to another one of Harry’s parties,” Eve said. “Why can’t he move on?”

“He says he loves me, and wants to introduce me to the family,” I said. “But I’m more attracted to sportsmen than I am to musicians.”

“Like that Richard Waldorf,” Eve said. “You too make such a stunning couple.”

“Sure, he’s good looking,” I said. “But I’m not looking for a family yet. I’m too young to be tied down.”

“Did Daniel get back in contact with you?” Eve asked. “At least you share the Aussie background. And your kids would be so cute.”

“But I don’t know if I could be married to a Formula One driver,” I replied. “The danger of knowing, one slip and it could be all over.”

After a few more photos, the paparazzi pair took off. They seemed well satisfied with the take.

“I don’t know how Richard does it?” I said. “I don’t think I would want to live the celebrity life full time.”

“I call bullshit,” Eve said. “I’m in the single most boring household on Earth. I’d kill for a little of your inconvenience.”

“Well, thanks for meeting me,” I said. “It’s so wonderful to catch up. You’ve cheered me up no end. I’ll let you know what happens next.”

“We’ll have to do it properly soon,” Eve said. “A night on the town. Just you and me.”

“And thirty or forty single guys, if I know you,” I said.

“Guilty as charged. Are you in?” Eve asked.

“It’s a date,” I replied.

The photos were live on the Internet by the time Victoria and I got home. The headline read ‘Naughty Aussie Nannies Playing The Field’. The main photo showed a great picture of me and an obscured one of Eve. She wasn’t happy. A small story picked up on how I was leading Richard on and had no intention of settling down with him. Instead, I had my eye set on a mystery Aussie Formula One driver.

“Eve and I got followed to the park this afternoon,” I said to Richard after dinner. “There was a photographer and a reporter.”

“Yes, I saw the article online,” Richard said. “It’s fine, you don’t have to explain anything to me.”

“No, Eve and I played up for the reporter,” I said. “We made stuff up, so they’d leave you alone. In case my secret got out.”

“So, you’re not breaking up with me?” Richard asked with a cheeky grin. “That’s a load off my mind.”

“You can’t get rid of me that easily,” I replied. “I’ve got a contract.”

“As long as you don’t mind the paparazzi,” Richard said. “It can get a little too much sometimes.”

“Totally worth it,” I said flashing a smile.


CHAPTER SEVEN


TWO WEEKS LATER Richard was invited to a Gala Event run by the City of London. It was the biggest event of the season. Only the biggest celebrities were invited. This had been booked six months in advance and Nancy was locked in as Richard’s plus-one.

Two days before the event, Nancy pulled out. She was rushed off to the hospital with appendicitis. There was no way she could recover in time to attend. Richard’s options were to go stag or find someone else to be his plus-one. His publicist proposed a number of second tier celebrities. One’s who weren’t invited in their own right. But Richard had other ideas.

“You know this Gala Event at the Town Hall on Friday night? How would you like to come along as my plus-one?” Richard asked.

I looked at him. This was the hottest event in London. There was no way he could be serious. I waited for the ‘just kidding’. But it didn’t come.

“You’ve got to be kidding,” I replied. “You want me to accompany you to this event? You do remember I’m transgender, right?”

“It’ll be a fun night. And I promised you a proper event. What do you say?” Richard asked.

I thought about it for a moment.

“I’d love to help you out. But this event is high profile. You don’t want me tagging along. Take someone you fancy,” I replied.

“Perhaps I’ve asked someone I fancy,” Richard said with a cheeky smile. “But they won’t give me a straight answer.”

“Okay, let’s say I want to go,” I said. “There’s a little matter of no formal dress, no hair, no makeup. The world’s media will be there in force. This will go global.”

“I happen to have a friend who’s a Designer,” Richard said. “She was going to dress Nancy. I’m sure she won’t mind dressing you. Let me call her.”

I couldn’t believe where this was going. I had to pinch myself. In a minute Richard was off the phone.

“Dress all sorted. Do you like Stella McCartney designs?” Richard asked.

My smile said it all. She was my favourite designer.

“But what about the girls?” I replied. “Who can take care of them?”

“What about your friend Eve?” Richard suggested. “Could she help out?”

I quickly called Eve and explained the situation.

“If you don’t say yes in the next ten seconds. I’m going to slap you.” Eve said.

“Are you sure you don’t mind helping out?” I asked. “I don’t want to put you on the spot.”

“I’ll do it, but only if we can have a girls’ night out next Friday,” Eve replied.

“Okay, that’s a deal,” I said.

The day of the Gala disappeared in a flash. First, I had to try on dresses at Stella McCartney’s offices. Luckily it was but a five-minute walk from home. Then, onto the beauty salon for hair removal and bronzing. Then, to the hairdresser for a cut and style. Then, back to the beauty salon for makeup. Before finally, picking up the dress from Stella McCartney’s offices.

The dress was a black evening gown. Armless and with a plunging neckline, it was body hugging all the way down to the floor. I needed five-inch platform court shoes to lift the dress off the ground and give the right effect. The Vee neckline was filled in with black mesh which hid my Adam’s Apple. I needed that given the level of scrutiny expected from the press.

“You look like a princess,” Victoria said as I walked into the reception room.

“Thanks Victoria,” I said. “You are sweet.”

“She’s right,” Eve added. “You look stunning, Christine. And Richard doesn’t scrub up too badly, either.”

Richard walked into the room dressed in a formal suit with white shirt and black tie. A perfect three-day growth provided the rugged, athletic impression he was after.

“Photo time,” Eve said. “I bet that won’t be the last time you hear that tonight.”

Eve took photos of Richard and me. Then, we brought the girls in for a family shot. My phone dinged instantly. Eve didn’t mess about with her Instagram posts.

Richard grabbed my hand and led me to the car. Once inside, he held my hand for the whole trip. I didn’t mind at all.

“Thanks for coming. Stick close to me,” Richard said. “It’s going to be manic but stay by my side, and you’ll be fine.”

“Okay, I’m in your hands,” I said. “I trust you to take care of me.”

Arriving at the Gala Event was like I’d landed in a war zone. The car let us out by a red carpet lined with photographers and reporters. It took around half an hour to walk the thirty feet to the entrance. Richard had his arm around me the whole way. I felt like the belle of the ball. I stopped counting at twelve reporters who interviewed Richard.

The Gala Event was amazing. The entertainment was top shelf, the food and drink were five-star restaurant quality, and I got to see hundreds of the most famous celebrities in the world. I had to pinch myself to make sure it was real.

“Would you like to dance Christine,” Richard asked.

“I thought you’d never ask,” I replied.

Richard was the perfect gentleman all through the night. He held doors, he pulled out chairs, he ordered meals and drinks and his hand barely left mine. I couldn’t complain that his attention wandered. Victoria was right. I looked like a princess and Richard ensured I felt like one all night, too.

At the end of the night, Richard stopped me at the door to the house. He turned me around and held me close.

“Thank you for being my date tonight,” Richard said. “There’s no-one else I’d rather have shared the occasion with.”

He moved in for a kiss. I pulled back.

“I had a wonderful time tonight, too. But you do remember our discussion, don’t you?” I asked.

“Yes, something about you thinking I was handsome, I recall,” Richard replied.

“Anything else?” I asked. “Something about me perhaps.”

“Oh, if I asked you for a dance at a club, you’d definitely say yes,” Richard replied.

This was so hard. I couldn’t believe I was about to turn down Mr Hot Stuff.

“I like you, a lot,” I said. “But I need the job more than a relationship.”

“Can’t we have both?” Richard asked. “I’m sure the girls would be happy.”

“Until you move on. And that would hurt the girls,” I replied. “I can’t risk that. But, thanks for the magical night.”


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


THINGS WERE EXTREMELY tense in the household for the next week. I avoided Richard to some degree, and he appeared to be extremely busy. While I didn’t feel I’d done anything wrong, it seemed my comment had surprised him. Thankfully, Eve had bribed me into hitting the town with her on Friday night. Going out was the last thing I felt like, but I knew I’d enjoy time out with Eve.

“You said no to Mr Hot Stuff? Just like the papers predicted.” Eve said with a smile. “Was that before or after he shoved his tongue down your throat?”

“Definitely before,” I said making a sad face. “There was no tongue action.”

“Well at least you’ll always have the Gala Event,” Eve said. “And I’ve got photos to prove it.”

“Yes, I had a ball that night,” I said. “He’s such a wonderful man.”

“Well, let’s get this party started,” Eve said. “Ah, the cab’s arrived.”

Eve took us straight into the nightlife precinct of Shoreditch.

“I want to help you forget Mr Hot Stuff,” Eve said. “At least for one night.”

“I’d be just as happy with a quiet night in,” I said.

“Ain’t happening in this lifetime,” Eve said with a wicked smile.

I don’t know how she convinced me. But I wore a skin-tight pair of black leather pants, a black leather bustier, black five-inch stiletto boots and carried a black leather biker jacket. I could have easily stepped off the set of ‘Sons of Anarchy’. While I was a wee bit of a sad sack, a few drinks slowly got me into a more playful mood.

Eve was also dressed to impress. She looked like the ‘ying to my yang’. She wore white cotton shorts with a white see-through silk blouse. Her ample bosoms and lace bra were clearly visible in any light. She teamed the outfit with white five-inch stiletto strappy sandals and an oversized white belt. During the night, we were asked if we were the naughty and nice angels, at least a half dozen times. Still, we both got noticed, and didn’t need to buy many drinks.

“The guys in the corner want us to join them,” Eve said upon returning with a new round of drinks. “They bought this round and work in the financial district.”

I looked over to see four English lads loudly singing rugby songs at us.

“I’m not sure. Are you sure they’re decent guys?” I asked.

“Well I’m calling dibs on the tall blonde guy. He looks pretty decent, to me.” Eve replied.

“Okay,” I said. “I’m in your hands. Just as long as we keep a low profile. The last thing I need is to be in the news again.”

Eve’s boy, Bryce, introduced us to his friends Jax, Rupert and Seth.

“Hey, aren’t you that hot chick who’s going out with Richard Waldorf?” Jay asked me. “You were in the papers last weekend.”

I don’t know how he recognised me. But he seemed to have supernatural ability.

“Yes, that’s her,” Eve said before I could respond. “So, she’s slumming it talking with you guys.”

Those comments were overheard by someone on the next table. Suddenly, we were in a war zone as cameras took selfies and photos non-stop.

“How does this keep our profile low?” I asked. “I didn’t want to be in the papers again.”

“Sorry babe. I got a bit carried away and underestimated your celebrity.” Eve replied.

The boys settled down again after a while.

“How about a dance?” Seth asked.

He was kind of cute. Not my taste exactly, but not too far from it.

“Sure,” I replied, “That’d be nice.”

Seth wasn’t much of a dancer, but he tried hard enough. Still, it was awesome to be out and socialising with people my own age again. I got a little worried when Seth started getting handsy. But a little tough love from me, and he was back in his box. He decided he wasn’t getting anything, so moved on after the dance. Meanwhile, Bryce and Eve seemed destined for bigger and better things. But, when the other boys had to go, all we were left with was alcohol poisoning and Bryce’s phone number.

We hit a late-night diner around 1:00 am before heading home. This gave us the chance to catch up on all the comings and goings of the past few weeks.

“I miss our catchups,” I said. “We came to the UK together for a reason.”

“Yes, but you are always too busy,” Eve said. “With all your hoity-toity parties and events.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “Now this whole Richard thing is over, lets agree to catch up regularly.”

“Oh shit,” Eve said looking at her phone. “You’re not going to like this.”

She turned her phone towards me.

“You’re joking,” I said. “How the fork did someone get that photo?”

On the front of the newspaper entertainment page was a shot of me sitting amongst the four boys. It looked like one of them had a hand on my breast while another had a hand on my jewels.

“This is not going to go down well,” I said. “I hate this town. Why can’t people leave me alone?”

“Comes with the territory, when you’re a celebrity,” Eve suggested.

I knew I shouldn’t have come out tonight. What would Richard think? And I hope the girls don’t see it.


CHAPTER NINE


THE WEEKEND NEWSPAPERS ran the story on page three.

“Naughty Nanny Shares The Love In Sordid Display,” wrote the Inquirer.

The story was mostly about the photo but recalled the discussion Eve and I had played out in the park. Luckily, it didn’t reflect badly on Richard and the family. Instead, it was aimed straight at me. And it wasn’t pretty.

“I knew you’d be trouble,” Nancy said as she charged into the house. “From the moment I laid eyes on you.”

“I’m so sorry, Richard,” I said. “The situation was nothing like it appears.”

“But it’s in the news now and you can’t take it back,” Nancy said. “And we’ll need to deal with the consequences.”

“I think you may be over-reacting, Nancy,” Richard said. “As long as it’s a once-off, it’ll die down quickly.”

“Well I think we need to rethink Chrissy as your Nanny,” Nancy said. “This whole diversity hire thing has gone poorly for us. We gave it a go, but it hasn’t worked.”

“The girls love Chrissy,” Richard said. “And at the end of the day, that is what is most important.”

“Didn’t you hear me?” Nancy asked. “We took a risk on Chrissy because of her background.”

Richard knew exactly where Nancy was heading. But he wanted to call her out.

“Yes, I heard you,” Richard replied. “But I completely disagree.”

“But Chrissy is transgender,” Nancy said. “So, she’s not your typical Nanny.”

“I’m well aware of Chrissy’s background,” Richard said. “She told me up front.”

“And you still took her to the Gala,” Nancy said. “Are you sure you understand what would happen if the truth got out?”

Nancy finally got to the real issue. She was jealous.

A few moments later, Rosa walked in with the tea.

“Did you find Miss Christine, last night?” Rosa asked Nancy. “After you called the house.”

“I’m not sure what you mean, Rosa?” Nancy replied trying to shut Rosa down. “But could you get some more milk?”

“When you called last night to ask where Miss Christine was,” Rosa said. “Remember, I told you she was at the bar with Miss Eve.”

There was a deathly silence that lasted a solid two minutes.

“Are you going to explain?” Richard asked. “Or should we assume the worst?”

“I didn’t think it would blow up like this,” Nancy replied. “I tipped off a reporter friend. I only wanted to teach the girls an important lesson.”

“And what lesson is that?” Richard asked. “That you can’t be trusted.”

“If you’re going to be part of this household,” Nancy replied. “You need to be on your best behaviour, at all times. Someone is always watching.”

“Well I think you owe Chrissy an apology,” Richard said. “And I think we need to have a one-on-one chat to set some boundaries.”

“I’m sorry your photo ended up in the newspaper,” Nancy said.

“I think you can do better than that,” Richard said.

All eyes were on Nancy as she turned a deep shade of crimson.

“I’m sorry I asked the reporters to follow you last night,” Nancy said. “And asked them to post compromising photos.”

“Now, that’s at least honest,” Richard said. “Chrissy, do you accept the apology?”

I decided to bite my tongue for the sake of the job and family.

“I accept your apology,” I said. “I’m sorry, Miss Nancy, if you feel I’m trying to replace you. But I’m doing my best to follow on from the wonderful work you’ve done with the girls.”

“We can all see what an insightful choice Chrissy was,” Richard added. “You’ve done well. Now you need to let go. And, let her do what you brought her in to do.”

Richard and Nancy headed off for a private discussion while I helped out Rosa.

“Thanks for sticking up for me back there,” I said. “You went out on a limb for me.”

“You’re welcome,” Rosa said. “I honestly wasn’t sure why she was after you. But I should have suspected something.”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I’ll live to fight another day. I may need to steer clear of the bars for a few months.”

Once Nancy had gone, Richard came to find me.

“Again, I’m sorry you got caught in the cross-fire of a jealous Nancy rage,” Richard said. “I’ve let her know, once again, there’s nothing between her and I. And never will be.”

“How did she take that?” I asked.

“About as well as you would expect,” Richard replied. “But I think she’s got the message this time.”

“I was thinking we should go to the Country House this weekend,” Richard continued. “Get the family away from the prying eyes and media.”

“That sounds lovely,” I said. “I’ll go and get the girls ready.”

“I know you have a few nights off. But, do you mind spending them with us?” Richard asked.

“Well, I’m too scared to venture out of the house. So, that sounds wonderful,” I replied.

“I promise I won’t tell Nancy where we are going,” Richard said with a smile.

While it felt like we escaped the trouble I’d created, I was glad to be getting away from the media scrutiny. And some family time at the Country House sounded ideal.

“You get the girls ready,” Richard said. “And we’ll head off around 11:00 am.”

“Consider it done. Does Rosa need some help?” I asked.

“I’ll help her,” Richard replied. “You’ve got three girls to wrangle.”

We started by packing some clothes and leaving the suitcases in the hall. Meanwhile, I got the girls bathed and ready for the trip South. As soon as we got on the Motorway, the traffic abated. We arrived at the Country House a touch before midday. The girls were excited about heading to the country for some family time.

“Can we go hiking, Daddy?” Sally asked. “Like we did last summer.”

“That was so much fun,” Lisa added. “Especially when Victoria fell in the creek.”

“I didn’t fall,” Victoria said. “I was pushed.”

“Sure, after we get unpacked and have lunch,” Richard said. “We’ll go for a long hike.”

“I’ll stay and make dinner,” Rosa said. ”Else, we won’t eat before bedtime.”


CHAPTER TEN


RICHARD DECIDED ON a change of plan. Rather than eat lunch before we left, he asked Rosa to pack a lunch in his backpack. Within thirty minutes of arrival at the Country House, we were off on our hike.

Unsure of the nature of the hike, I dressed quite casually. I wore a blue and white striped t-shirt, blue jeans and my black 3-inch heeled cowboy boots. A brown belt matched my boots while I took a brown jacket in case it got cold. Given Victoria’s young age, I doubted I would need serious hiking gear. Richard looked quite the outdoors man in a dark blue cotton long sleeved shirt, unbuttoned to highlight his chest. He wore blue jeans and hiking boots.

We stopped by a stream near the bottom of our garden for lunch. I pulled the picnic rug out of Richard’s backpack and unpacked the food and drinks. Rosa had provided quite the feast.

“Let’s play I spy,” suggested Sally. “I’ll go first. I spy with my little eye, something beginning with the letter A.”

The girls through guesses in, while Richard added a few less obvious ones.

“Air,” Richard said.

“You can’t see air, silly,” Sally said.

After a hint, Lisa guessed apple, from the apple pie.

“My turn,” Richard said. ”I spy with my little eye, something beginning with the letter B.”

“Boots,“ I guessed.

“Try again,” Richard said.

The girls threw a few suggestions in, before we asked Richard what he had seen.

“Beautiful,” Richard said. “My four beautiful girls.”

It was a wonderful family picnic that everyone thoroughly enjoyed. I felt blessed to be part of such a beautiful family moment.

As we headed off on our hike, Victoria grabbed my hand, and that of Richard, and the three of us walked down the road hand in hand. Sally and Lisa buzzed about us singing songs loudly. It was a truly wonderful experience.

By the time we made it back to the house, Rosa had prepared a massive family dinner. The smell hit you the minute you entered the back door. Roasted potatoes, fresh greens and a lovely roasted lamb with mint sauce. Just what you wanted after an afternoon of hiking through the country.

“Thanks Rosa,” Richard said. “The perfect end to the perfect day.”

After dinner, we sat around a massive coffee table and played board games. Sally and Lisa were always competitive. And Charades, was their favourite game. We played in adult and child pairs.

“A film with two words and two syllables,” I said in response to Sally’s actions.

“Yes,” Sally said.

“Pretty Woman,” Richard said in response to Sally’s pointing at me.

I wasn’t sure whether he inferred I was pretty or looked like a prostitute. But took it as a compliment anyway.

After a round of Hot Chocolate and freshly baked chocolate muffins, it was time for the girls to hit the hay.

“Thank you for such a fun day,” Sally said. “We haven’t had such a wonderful day since Mum went to heaven.”

I looked across at Richard and he teared up.

“Thank you for letting me be part of your special day,” I said. “It’s been wonderful, and I can only imagine what we’ll get up to tomorrow.”

Rosa headed off too, as soon as the girls went down. That left Richard and I on our own.

“Do you want to catch a movie?” Richard asked. “What mood are you in?”

“I’m always up for a Romcom,” I replied. “I’ll get some snacks. Surprise me.”

With popcorn in one hand and a blanket in the other, I sat back on the couch next to Richard.

“What have you picked?” I asked.

“It’s a surprise,” Richard replied ushering me to share the blanket with him. “I need some body-warmth.”

I leaned against Richard and pulled the blanket over the two of us.

“Pretty Woman was too cliched,” Richard said. “So, I went with this.”

He pushed the button on the remote and one of my favourite movies started.

“I love this movie,” I said. “But it always makes me cry.”

“Nothing wrong with a good cry from time to time,” Richard said


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


RICHARD’S BODY FELT warm and toasty against mine. I had my head on his shoulder, and he had his arm around me. It was like going on a date to the pictures. A couple of times we both went for the popcorn at the same time and our hands met in the tub. It turned into quite a joke. He waited until I went for the popcorn, then quickly went there too.

“You’re doing that on purpose,” I said looking up into his chestnut brown eyes. “If you want to hold hands, you’ve only got to ask.”

“Okay, then,” Richard said. “I want to hold hands.”

I wasn’t ready for that response to my throwaway line.

“What, were you just teasing?” Richard questioned. “That’s not fair.”

I reached across and grabbed his hand.

“Oh, anything to keep the peace,” I replied intertwining his fingers in mine.

Richard’s hands were large but soft. And well-manicured. He almost put mine to shame.

“Is that better?” I asked.

“Much better,” Richard replied.

“Oh, this is the scene where they meet,” I said. “I love this bit.”

“But would you really go to a restaurant that served meals in the dark?” Richard asked.

“Don’t tell me you’re not a romantic?” I replied. “This movie is lovely.”

“Oh, I’m a romantic,” Richard said raising his hand to stroke my face. “Let me show you romance.”

With that Richard started to tickle me.

“Is that romantic enough for you?” Richard asked. “I can be more romantic if you like.”

The feel of his strong arms against me made my head spin. I looked up into his eyes.

“You’ll make me pee if you don’t stop,” I replied. “And Rosa won’t be pleased.”

We settled back down to watch the movie. Richard had his arm around me and played with my hair. I tried to control myself but fought a losing battle.

“And what’s that I feel?” Richard asked. “Is that your hand on my cock?”

“I don’t know,” I replied. “Would you like it to be?”

“Hell yeah,” Richard said.

“Then, that’s what it is,” I said looking up at him.

He moved his face towards mine, and we kissed for the first time. His lips were soft and gentle, but his three-day growth added some texture. I felt his tongue break through my lips and dance with mine.

“Are you sure you want this?” I asked. “Once you let the genie out of the bottle, you won’t be able to put it back in.”

“I’ve lusted after this genie since first sight,” Richard replied.

As we kissed, I slowly undid Richards pants. He stood and dropped his jeans to the floor. Stepping out of them, I saw his trunks with a pronounced package poking out from the waistband.

“Well it appears like Little Richard wants to play,” I said. “And I know just the thing for that.”

I ran my hand along the front of his trunks. His cock grew inches by the second. Meanwhile, his tongue was meticulously ploughing my mouth.

I kissed my way down his neck and onto his tattooed chest. His pecs and abs looked like they were chiselled from stone. I kissed his nipples while stroking his member. Slowly at first, before building up a steady momentum. I saw his cock glowing purple. Richard’s head was back against the lounge cushion and his breathing was heavy. I couldn’t believe this gorgeous man was all mine.

I bit his nipples as I stroked him towards orgasm. His breathing was loud, and he started to moan my name.

“Chrissy, I’m coming,” Richard said.

I kept stroking him until his juices spurt up onto his chest.

“You seemed to enjoy that,” I said. “Do you want me to clean that up?”

I reached up and wiped up a sample of his juices with my finger.

“Mmmm,” I said. “I wouldn’t want to waste any.”

“I want to see your body,” Richard said. “Your turn.”

I stood up and Richard helped me remove my jeans and shirt. Now I was in bra and panties.

“You have such a gorgeous body,“ Richard said. “It mesmerizes me. Especially that arse of yours.”

“Oh, so you’re an arse man, are you?” I said. “That’s brilliant news for me.”

I slowly spun around so Richard could properly see my body. He liked the back, the sides, and even the front. There was nothing that freaked him out. This was game on.

“Do you like what you see?” I asked. “You can remove the panties, but only if you’re game.”

“Oh, I’m game,” Richard replied. “It’s just, I don’t want to rush this precious moment.”

Richard turned me around, so I faced him. His face inches from my cock.

“Now let’s see what we have here,” Richard said as he lowered my panties.

My cock jumped to attention as soon as the panties released it.

“That’s what I wanted to see,” Richard said. “You do think I’m handsome.”

I looked down into Richards eyes. He held my stare for twenty seconds before licking his lips.

“Now it’s time for my treat,” Richard said.

I felt Richard’s hand slowly run down my shaft and hold my balls.

“You’re shaven,” Richard said. “I love that.”

Then, Richard surprised me. He lowered his head and took my cock deep into his mouth.

With his hand on my balls and his mouth bobbing up and down on my cock, I was in heaven. Here was the man of my dreams, giving me head, and thoroughly enjoying it.

“Yes, that’s the way,” I said getting breathless.

Richard worked up and down my cock a few times before licking around the head and going deep again. I was rock hard and my cock glowed purple.

“Don’t stop,” I squealed.

And like the well drilled athlete he was, he took me to the edge. I had to warn him.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

That made him work my tool harder until it exploded deep into his throat.

“I want a taste,” I said pulling Richard up and kissing him deeply.


CHAPTER TWELVE


“WELL AREN’T YOU the surprise package?” I said.

“It’s not my first rodeo,” Richard said. “And it won’t be my last.”

That was not what I expected him to say.

“I want to feel you inside me,” I said. “Deep inside me.”

Richard led me by the hand up the stairs and into his bedroom.

“Should I get my toothbrush?” I asked with a cheeky smile.

I expected Richard to laugh it off.

“Excellent idea,” Richard replied. “And bring that black baby doll and silk robe with you.”

Wow, another surprise. But a pleasant one.

I gently knocked on Richard’s door and walked in. As instructed, I wore my black baby doll and had matched it with a pair of black stockings and black 5-inch stiletto thigh high boots. I carried the silk dressing gown and my toiletries bag. I looked across at the bed. Richard sat dead in the middle dressed in nothing but a pair of black trunks. His eyes glistened from the light of the chandelier above. I clearly saw the tattoos that covered his buffed body.

“Nice choice,” Richard said staring lustfully at my flaccid cock, partially covered by the silky lingerie. “You deserve a reward for selecting such a stunning outfit.”

As I walked to the bed, I felt Richards hunger for me grow. I moved up onto the bed, kneeling mere inches from him.

“I’m changing the plan. The fucking is going to have to wait,” Richard said reaching out and gently massaging my cock. “Your gorgeous cock is calling out to me, again.”

In an instant my cock hardened. Richard worked my shaft and balls with his two hands. He moved his face forward and took my six inches into his mouth. He swirled his tongue as his lips ran down my cock until his lips touched my balls. He held me in his throat, while his hands massaged my balls. His action showed experienced. He was not an amateur cock sucker.

“Oh, that’s so nice,” I moaned.

Richard withdrew my cock from his mouth and licked his way around the underside of the head. He paid particular attention to my frenulum. Teasing me with his long, pointed tongue. After kissing his way down my member and back up, Richard took my cock deep again before starting a rhythm of strokes that built my excitement. I looked down at his muscled body as he worked me up towards orgasm. I took a handful of his long sandy blonde hair and guided the rhythm towards the finale.

“Oh Richard, I’m gonna come,” I screamed as my load shot down his throat.

Richard didn’t spill a drop and looked up into my eyes with his gorgeous smile.

“I had to taste you again,” Richard said. “Your body is insane. It turns me on so much.”

I pulled him up to eye level, and we kissed, exchanging my salty fluids.

“Now, I want you to fuck me,” I said. “My arse is getting twitchy just thinking about it.”

“Well, I’m more than happy to scratch that twitch for you,” Richard said.

I pushed him back onto the bed and looked into his chestnut brown eyes. My lustful move surprised him, and he awaited my next move with excitement. I explored his mouth while rubbing my body against his to get Little Richard fully erect.

I worked my hand slowly down his rock-hard six-pack, guided by the patterns of his tattoos, until I reached my destination. His rock-hard cock. I spat on my hand and applied a liberal coating to his cock, and my hungry arse. With my knees resting on his hands, I eased myself down onto his cock. Savouring each of the eight inches on the way down.

Delighting in the pleasure in his eyes, I started to bounce my body on his. At the end of each stroke, the sensation heightened as he probed my sweet spot, again and again. I enjoyed this too much to let it end quickly. So, adjusted the pace to prolong the enjoyment.

“Oh, you feel amazing,” I moaned. “Go deeper.”

I started bouncing with greater force using my body weight to drive him deeper with each thrust. My balls smacked against his, as I saw drips of sweat forming on his forehead.

The smile on Richard’s face said it all. He was in heaven, and I was responsible for keeping him there. Again, I adjusted the rhythm to prolong the ecstasy. It was time for action. Instead of driving deep, I increased the speed and tightened the muscles pleasuring his cock. A few more bounces and I felt his warm nectar pollinate deep into my flower.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” Richard moaned.

I bobbed up and down a couple more times before coming to rest with his cock deep inside me. I looked into his eyes and felt the wonder of mutual attraction. His smile was broad, and he yearned to stay inside me.

“Was that all you imagined?” Richard asked.

“It was all that and more,” I replied. “You never cease to surprise me.”

I knelt and removed Richard’s nectar from my arse. We lay in each other’s arms. I marvelled at his handsome face. His rugged jaw line, yet soft, delicious lips. And those strong muscular arms.

“Somehow, I don’t think that’s the first time you’ve sucked cock,” I commented. “Your way too skilled.”

“You aren’t that shabby, yourself,“ Richard said. “But yes, I’m bisexual.”

“Does that mean you’ve slept with a transgender woman before?” I asked.

“No, you’re my first,” Richard replied. “But I doubt I could go back to just women or men.”

He leaned forward and kissed me again.

Richard and I chatted for a short while, basically long enough for Richard to regain his strength. We made love again, and again, and again throughout the night. Turns out Richard enjoyed taking as much as giving, which suited me fine. Versatility always was something I enjoyed. ‘Pleasure and be pleasured’ was my motto.

“Thank you so much for inviting me up here,” I said starting to get a little teary. “Today was the perfect day, with the perfect guy and his perfect family.”

“I see it as the start of the perfect lifetime,” Richard said.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


Media attention dropped off within the week as the news cycle crucified the next unlucky target. It was an intense week of scrutiny and reading horrible things about myself. But Richard kept me away from the television and social media sites. So, I survived to fight another day. He was so cool about it all.

“You’re gonna have to get used to it,” Richard said. “When you officially enter my world.”

From that first trip away, I became Richard’s only plus-one. He took me to exclusive dinners, elegant balls. I even got to meet a prince once. But I only had eyes for my prince, Richard. He made me feel safe for the first time in my life. Like no-one could hurt me. I felt truly loved.

The girls were relentless, once they saw Richard and I get romantic. Sally believed she had played matchmaker and claimed it as a win for the girls. Each night at dinner, one of the girls asked the question “When are you gonna ask Chrissy to marry you, Daddy?” But it was way too soon for that.

About a month after the trip up the country, Richard asked me to move in with him. I didn’t agree at first. But two months of happiness later, I agreed. Living in the main house felt weird at first. But while I lost some of my freedom, my unlimited access to Richard well and truly made up for it.

Unfortunately, our romance drove a stake between Richard and Nancy. I’m sure it was jealousy, but Nancy did not enjoy dealing with me as a peer, let alone approve of my sexual relationship with Richard. Nancy rarely spoke to me again and was always offish with Richard. She maintained a relationship with the girls, though. And that I always encouraged.

Two years later we got married. It wasn’t a large affair, with the girls and a dozen close friends in attendance. While it was my first time down the aisle, it wasn’t Richard’s. I didn’t want to act like a Bridezilla and whip up noise in the papers again. We invited one friendly reporter, to keep the paparazzi away.

I never did go through with the sex change surgery. We both preferred me the way I was. Richard always said I had more than enough features to keep his bi-sexual lust satisfied.


MY OTHER BOOKS!




Thank you for reading one of my books! I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it for you. I’m probably in the process of working on another book right now.
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LESSONS IN LOVE
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Have you ever jumped at an opportunity, only to find out you’ve bitten off way more than you could chew?

Alan Sanderson is a man at a crossroads. Regarded as the ‘Hot Professor’ at Royal Holloway University on London’s outskirts, he seemed on track for success. But his future implodes when he is overlooked for a big promotion. Worse still, Julia, his girlfriend of five years and ex-student, gets the promotion and becomes his boss.

Alan doesn’t like playing second fiddle to Julia, so breaks off the relationship. He ends up with no career and without the love of his life. While imagining a new future, Alan gets an offer to write a screenplay for a hot new movie. It’s an exciting high-profile project that could reset his career. But screenwriting is new for Alan, and the subject area is more than a little foreign. In fact, Alan is clueless about the subject area.

So, Alan enlists the help of his star pupil Emma, and her gorgeous friend Jazz, to educate him. Through a series of adventures, Alan discovers more than he ever dreamed, or believed possible. This eye-opening experience will change Alan’s view of the world, and especially his romantic outlook, forever.

If you like transgender romance stories with heart and soul in the vein of Legally Blonde, then you’ll love ‘Lessons in Love’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Alan successfully deliver the hit screenplay? And just how much will the teacher allow himself to be taught along the way?


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

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

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

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

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

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


THE NEW INTERN
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Would you take a chance on romance with someone you manage, or would you let workplace policy get in the way of real love?

Hugh Roberts is young, attractive and his star is on the rise. At twenty-four he runs the design office of an up and coming London advertising agency. He knows teamwork is the key to success in his fast-paced pressure-cooker world. And his new apartment in London’s upmarket Kensington, depends on Hugh making every post a winner.

But Hugh’s team harmony is challenged like never before when two new recruits get placed into his team. Graduate Thad Russell is an ambitious ex-Football star from the New York office. He is also the Founder’s nephew. Intern Noelle Stuart is a sun-bronzed creative whiz from Australia with all the skills. She is also breathtakingly beautiful.

Things go ‘right off the rails’ when Thad’s sexual advances towards Noelle are unwelcome, causing team dynamics to explode and threaten the biggest project of Hugh’s career. But in managing the fallout, Hugh’s blossoming feelings for Noelle become obvious to all, including her, and so does her mutual attraction.

If you like transgender romance stories with an equal dose of conflict and romance, then you’ll love ‘The New Intern’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Hugh take his one chance for real love, or will Thad and that ‘you’re her boss thing’ ensure it never happens?


BEST ON BOARD
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How far would you go to land the job of your dreams? What lines wouldn’t you cross?

Stuart Lee is smart, articulate, and driven to succeed. Without an expensive education, he is heading towards his dream job based on sheer hard work and clever positioning. And that means nothing, not even his girlfriend of five years, will get in his way.

After his technical skills impress Dawson Jones, head of the London Office, Stuart leaves Australia for England on a six-month loan. He will apply his unique and valuable financial skills on cutting-edge client problems. But Stuart wants the move to be permanent. And he lets Dawson know he is willing to do ‘whatever it takes’ to make that happen.

So, Dawson sets Stuart a series of challenges for the plane trip to London. If Stuart can complete the challenges in time, he proves his value and gets the job. But the challenges focus on wooing stunning dancer Anna Wells, who Dawson nicknames BoB, or ‘Best on Board’. Anna is relocating to Paris to join the world’s leading Burlesque show and Dawson clearly believes she is out of Stuart’s league.

If you like your transgender romance stories where the nerd tries to get the girl, then you’ll love ‘Best On Board’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Stuart successfully complete the challenges and win the job, or will Dawson’s bet stop Stuart from impressing the girl of his dreams?


THE ROOM MATE
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What would you do if you suddenly found yourself sharing a dorm room with a beautiful and sexy roommate? Would you alert student housing to their obvious mistake?

Jay Walker is a shy midwestern boy who has never kissed a girl. Let alone even contemplating something more. Heck, the only girl he even talks to that is younger than his mother, is his marketing lecturer, Professor Bunton. He studies IT at Southwestern University in Texas while running a high-end website development business on the side.

When Jay gets a letter from student housing advising him of a new roommate, he can’t believe his luck. Skye Lopez is Jay’s dream girl and much, much more. A Music and Theatre major, Skye is a beautiful and sexy Latino DJ with a star that is definitely on the rise. Jay cannot believe his luck.

But as Jay struggles with the excitement of having a hot new roommate, Skye leads him on a journey of self-discovery. Unsatisfied with just building a friendship, Jay seeks wise counsel to help him move from the friendship zone into the erogenous zone.

If you like coming of age stories with a transgender romance twist, then you’ll love ‘The Room Mate’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will shy super-nerd Jay successfully move beyond the friendship zone, or will all his effort leave him on the outer?


THE EXCHANGE
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Being set up on a blind date 10,000 km from home. What could go wrong?

Life in Tokyo is a culture shock for anyone used to the sunny and spacious Northern Beaches of Sydney, Australia. Especially around Harajuku on a weekend when the cosplayers come out.

Ryan Strahan is loving life. Young, athletic, and deadly handsome, he comes from wealthy stock. He dates models, drives a killer car, and lives in a mansion with a pool and tennis court. But Ryan’s relationships have never stuck.

Recently, Ryan has accepted a university exchange program to Japan. And it seems the local girls are lining up to greet him. His stunning classmate Yuki even calls dibs on him. But Ryan is searching for perfection and thinks he’s found it in May Long.

May is a fashion student ‘friend of a friend’ on exchange from his home town. But she comes from the other side of the tracks and runs with the alternate Harajuku crowd. Still she attracts Ryan’s attention in the karaoke bars of Tokyo.

If you like Romeo and Juliet, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘The Exchange’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Ryan find enough common ground to woo May, and develop a meaningful relationship in this very foreign land?


NEIGHBOURLY LOVE
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Ever seen a beautiful neighbour, one that truly takes your breath away, and wondered how to approach them without seeming like a stalker?

Life in LA can be pretty seductive. Especially when you are lucky enough to live by the Venice Beach waterfront. With models, actors and athletes at your doorstep, it’s hard not to get eye strain.

Bradley Jones is young, successful and rich. From his waterfront apartment overlooking Venice Beach, this twenty-two-year-old appears to have it all. But Bradley knows LA is a city that will take advantage of you if you aren’t careful. So, he’s put his love life on-hold until someone exceptional comes along.

Recently, hot-blooded Latino Cristina has moved into Bradley’s apartment building. She is tall, lean, and has a dancer’s flexibility and tone. Cristina mesmerizes him as she roller-skates along the boardwalk in her silky shorts with her headphones blaring.

But he can’t get a chance to speak to her. That is until she needs a partner for a sexually charged Argentine tango. This seductive love story moves gracefully from the Burlesque shows of Hollywood to the Tango clubs of LA.

If you like Dirty Dancing, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘Neighbourly Love’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Bradley’s dancing impress this Latino goddess enough for her to fall in love with him?


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

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

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

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

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

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


THE LAYOVER
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How far would you go to help a new team member feel safe and secure in a foreign town?

Dave Thomas has just received a big promotion that was ten years in the making. As National Sales Manager for Digital Corp, he was now on the fast track to follow in the footsteps of his mentor, and become CEO.

Dave’s first action is to find his replacement, but Victoria Bernoff gets placed into his sales team by the CEO and HR. Still, he needs to show he can make it work. Victoria is young, attractive and has a bright and bubbly personality. She has all the assets needed to succeed in the role. But she also has a secret.

When a ferocious storm diverts Dave and Victoria to Greensville for a few days, he is challenged like never before to control a force of nature. Will agreeing to adjoining rooms come back to bite Dave? Will he be able to control Typhoon Victoria before things get out of hand?

If you like Four Weddings & A Funeral, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘The Layover’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will this unexpected layover change Dave’s outlook on career, love and life forever?


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

Did you know that being an Author is very much a SMALL BUSINESS.

REVIEWS are the easiest way to say THANK YOU to an Author. A review is a FREE gift that has great value and encourages the Author to produce more books.

Reviews can be short such as simply “I liked it.” It’s the number of reviews that helps the most.

Amazon have simple privacy settings for reviews. It’s easy to hide a review from your profile while still providing important feedback.

If you enjoyed this book it would be appreciated if you let others know about it. There are lots of ways you can do so. Choose the best one for you.

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

#3 - Tell your peeps about it on your Blog, Podcast or YouTube Channel

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

Reviews on Amazon are incredibly helpful - both for other readers deciding to read this book and for indie authors like myself to get the word out.

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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

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