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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“I CAN’T BELIEVE you’re still in contact with Jaden De Bruin after all this time,” Anton said.

“It’s only been four years since he moved away,” I said.

“Yeah, but four years of writing to a Pen Pal, in the age of the Internet, is really weird,” Anton said.

“Mum and Dad told me it would help my writing skills,” I said.

“But four years, brother. That’s impressive,” Anton said.

“You remember how well we all got on. ‘The Three Amigos’ they used to call us,” I said.

“Yeah, but nothing would get me to write letters,” Anton said.

Anton lived across the road from me. Thick as thieves when kids, he remained my best friend. Both members of the State Championship football team, the Dallas Devils, we spent ninety percent of our awake time together. Anton and I had recently graduated high school, and both secured athletic scholarships at tier-one colleges. I got signed to Oklahoma State as a Quarterback, while Anton secured a spot as Left Tackle on the Louisiana State University roster.

“It’s not only Jaden I keep in contact with,” I said.

“I’d forgotten about Coach De Bruin,” Anton said.

“I’ll never forget what he did for us. Without him, we wouldn’t be heading to college on full scholarships,” I said.

Jaden had been the third member of the Amigos, until his family returned to The Netherlands at fourteen. Jaden’s father, my next-door neighbour Theodore De Bruin, had piqued our interest in sports. A champion athlete in Europe, he encouraged us to play every sport. And as our first football coach, he lit the spark that created high school success and college opportunities.

“When’s Jaden expecting our call?” Anton asked.

“I said I’d call at 11:00 pm. That’s 6:00 am for Jaden,” I replied.

“How long since you’ve physically seen him? Do you think you’ll even recognise him?” Anton asked.

“People don’t change dramatically at our age. He’s possibly more buffed. But he’ll still look like Jaden,” I replied.

While waiting to make the call, Anton and I pulled out the map of Europe. We’d highlighted where we wanted to visit during our three-month trip. A little longer would have been nice, but college commitments meant that wasn’t possible. Anton had to meet Jaden and me a few days later, due to induction activities at Louisiana State. But three months enabled us to travel West as far as Portugal, South as far as Spain, East as far as Austria and North as far as Sweden.

“Are you sure you’re happy with the itinerary, brother?” I asked.

“Hell yeah, it’s virtually the Game Of Thrones tour of Europe,” Anton replied.

“You realise you’re not gonna see Daenerys Targaryen anywhere about, don’t you?” I asked.

“That’s disappointing. But I’m sure they’ll be plenty of French girls to help me get over my pain,” Anton replied.

Even at eighteen, Anton was renowned for his broad taste in women.

“And you? Saving yourself for Lagertha Lodbrok? Or are you gonna enjoy yourself a little?” Anton asked.

“I’ve got high expectations in the North. But I won’t leave my run too late,” I replied.

Since deciding to visit Europe, Anton and I had binge-watched the whole of Game Of Thrones and Vikings television shows. We started out finding places we wanted to visit but ended up more focussed on the actresses, than the scenery. Both with a weakness for strong and powerful women, I liked the hands-on type, while Anton was happy to overcome fire-breathing dragons.

“I hope Jaden is an awesome wingman. We’ll definitely need some help with the language,” Anton said.

“He speaks seven languages. So, he’ll have us covered, no matter where we go,” I said.

As the time to call arrived, I opened the laptop, fired up Skype and started a video call.

“Hello, is that you Timothy?” Jaden asked.

“Yes, it’s Tim. And I’m here with Anton,” I said.

“I’m sorry, but my webcam isn’t working,” Jaden said.

“That’s okay. We both remember what you looked like,” I said.

“Well, you two guys look incredibly fit,” Jaden said.

“And we need to stay that way. Else we’ll lose our scholarships,” Anton said.

“It must be hard having to pay for an education,” Jaden said.

“We’re stoked to be joining you in less than a week,” I said.

“It’ll be awesome to have The Three Amigos back together,” Jaden said.

We chatted through all the logistics required to make the trip successful. Packing light, was the biggest challenge for Anton and me. Being 6ft 5in and 250lbs, everything Anton owned was massive. And clothes weren’t easy to find outside the US either.

“Remember, everything you bring must fit in a backpack,” Jaden said.

“Couldn’t we get a bigger car?” Anton asked.

“You’ll be surprised how small the roads are over here,” Jaden replied.

“I think the Kombi sounds like the perfect compromise,” I said.

“But make sure we don’t damage it. It’s Dad’s pride and joy,” Jaden said.

“I’m sure it’s number two to his family. If I remember Coach De Bruin correctly,” I said.

“He’s proud of you guys. He’s been following your careers in the news,” Jaden said.

“Well, thank him for both of us,” I said.

We jumped onto Google Maps and revisited the plan. Then we jumped onto the Facebook Group and made sure nothing new had been added.

“Looks like the itinerary is locked and loaded. You’ve got our travel details. Anything else we need to cover?” I asked.

“One additional thing. Dad has insisted we take someone else who speaks the languages,” Jaden replied.

“Sounds like Coach De Bruin’s engineering mind at work. Planning for worst case events,” I said.

“So, my friend Abbe will be joining us on the trip,” Jaden said.

“No problems, I’m sure any friend of yours will fit in perfectly. See you Monday, Jaden,” I said closing off the call.

Anton and I kept chatting, full of excitement and expectation. Everything seemed to be falling into place brilliantly, for the trip of a lifetime.


CHAPTER TWO


MUM AND DAD dropped me off at the airport a few hours before the flight. My first international flight, it was all a bit new and novel for me. Immigration, passports and stricter rules around baggage weight were foreign. But once sorted, I prepared myself for the nine-hour flight.

At 6ft 2in, I’d requested additional legroom. And thankfully, I got an exit row seat without having to pay extra. I think the check-in attendant recognised me from the papers. As I watched the passengers board and take their seats, I noticed a fair share of tall blonde girls. Exactly my type. And they were headed for The Netherlands, too. Settling in with an interesting book, I daydreamed about what lay ahead.

The only drawback of the extra-legroom was the attractive girls were seated elsewhere. My neighbours were tall guys with long legs who fidgeted all the way across the Atlantic. Sitting in a window seat, I also found it challenging stepping over them each time I went to stretch my legs or have a bathroom break. Still, the trip was uneventful, and I got a couple of hours of sleep.

My excitement level ramped-up as soon as we touched down in Amsterdam. After navigating immigration and grabbing my bags, I eventually got to smell the wonderful Dutch summer air. As I walked out into the terminal, I checked out the crowd for Jaden. I knew he was a few inches shorter than me and had blonde hair and blue eyes. But I hadn’t seen as much as a photo of him in the last four years. Scanning the terminal crowd, there were plenty of hotties, and several potential Jadens.

“Welcome to The Netherlands,” Jaden said from behind me.

“Thanks Jaden,” I said as I turned around.

My jaw hit the floor. Standing eye to eye in front of me was a tall blonde with long wavy hair and sapphire blue eyes.

“You can call me Jade,” Jade said.

Jade wore a black off the shoulder dress emblazoned with red, pink and blue flowers. A v-shaped neckline placed full focus on her ample breasts. Yes, they were real and gloriously out on show. Her makeup was subtle. Just enough to showcase her pouty lips and sparkling blue eyes. Red floral earrings and a pink handbag completed the look, while bright red four-inch stiletto pumps completed the outfit.

“I’m sorry. I’ve shocked you. I know it’s a lot to take in, but I wanted to tell you face to face,” Jade said.

“Sorry, do I know you? I was meeting Jaden,” I said.

“Yes, I know, Timothy. I’m Jade and I’m here to meet you,” Jade said.

“But where is Jaden?” I asked.

“Let’s go and get a coffee and I’ll explain everything.” Jade said.

I felt a little jet-lagged, so followed this stunning young girl to a nearby cafe. Tall and blonde, she must have been 5ft 10in or more barefoot. Just my type.

“Do you still take it with milk and two sugars?” Jade asked.

“Yep, you’ve been well-briefed,” I said.

“Grab a seat and I’ll bring the coffees over,” Jade said.

Sitting and waiting for the coffee, I glanced back at Jade. I felt a flutter in my heart and a tightening of my pants simply seeing her. A picture of elegant femininity. When Jade walked across to the table, she moved gracefully like a supermodel. Gliding instead of walking, and all while carrying two cups of coffee.

“Here’s your coffee. I got you a latte. I hope that’s fine,” Jade said.

“All good, thanks. Are we waiting here for Jaden?” I asked.

“No, I’m here to pick you up,” Jade replied.

“Why couldn’t Jaden make it? I hope he’s not ill?” I said alarmed.

“Take a sip of your coffee,” Jade suggested.

I did as instructed. Staring deeply into this girl’s bright eyes made me weak at the knees. Unsure how she knew Jaden, the thought ‘best wingman ever’ came to mind.

“Are you clear-headed now?” Jade asked.

“Yes. I’m back, and fully with it,” I replied with a flirty smile.

“Let’s start again. Timothy, you won’t see your friend Jaden, because Jaden is in the process of changing genders,” Jade explained.

“No way. Where is he?” I asked.

“The Jaden you used to know doesn’t exist anymore,” Jade replied.

“But I came all this way to spend the summer with him,” I said.

“Well, you’re gonna have to change that plan, just a little,” Jade said.

“But we’re going on a three-month tour around Western Europe,” I said.

“That will still happen. But instead of travelling with Jaden, you’ll be travelling with me,” Jade said.

A massive smile lit up my face.

“You mean Jaden has pulled out and put you in instead? Score.” I said.

“You could say that, Timothy. But are you sure you don’t recognise me?” Jade asked.

“Not unless it’s from my dreams,” I replied.

“Well, thanks for the compliment,” Jade said.

“Timothy, look closely at me while I say this to you,” Jade said reaching out to hold my hands.

“Jaden isn’t here, because Jaden has changed into a girl named Jade,” Jade said.

“She’s got the same name as you,” I said.

“She is me. I’m Jade and I used to be Jaden. I’m transgender,” Jade said.

“You’re what,” I said unable to process the incoming dialogue.

“I was your friend Jaden. But now, I call myself Jade. I’m transgender,” Jade said.

What a trippy start to my Netherlands visit. I was sitting in a cafe in Amsterdam holding hands with a gorgeous girl who used to be my best friend Jaden.

“This is too much to take in,” I said.


CHAPTER THREE


THE DRIVE TO Utrecht took forty minutes. As I sat in the car, I found it impossible not to stare at Jade’s incredible toned and tanned legs. They were perfect, like every other part of her. I waited for the punch line to be dropped. But it didn’t happen on the drive.

“We left Dallas shortly after I told my father I needed to change genders. Dad was amazing, considering he would lose his only son,” Jade said.

“Coach De Bruin always was a make it happen sort of guy,” I said still shocked.

“He knew my chances of transitioning in the US would be more difficult than in Europe. Given we were dual citizens, we moved back to The Netherlands, immediately,” Jade explained.

I was still in shock and not taking in much of what Jade told me.

“I was placed on hormone blockers straight away. That way I avoided puberty and the difficult-to-reverse changes. Two years later, I was given hormone replacement therapy,” Jade explained.

“Well, what ever happened, you look incredible,” I said.

“Thanks Timothy. Your acceptance means a lot to me,” Jade said.

“Don’t worry, I still have fond memories of sleepovers at your place,” Jade added. “Up all night chatting about sports and girls.”

“Those were fun times. But how did you go from a sports mad boy to an elegant young woman?” I asked.

“Thanks again for the compliment, Timothy,” Jade replied. “You’re gonna make me blush.”

“Well, when I returned to Utrecht, I chose to pursue more creative endeavours. Ballet soon became my passion,“ Jade added.

“I’ve heard that’s quite physical,” I said.

“I started living as a girl from the time I returned. And being tall and with excellent posture, I got offered modelling work,” Jade said.

“Well, long story short, I’ve been reasonably successful with the modelling. I’ve walked runways in Paris and Milan,” Jade added. “And now I’ve gained entry to study Fashion Design at the Royal Academy of Fine Arts in Antwerp.”

“Wow, that’s amazing,” I said.

“And none of it would have been possible without Coach De Bruin as you call him,” Jade said.

The trip to the De Bruins was short. Pulling into Utrecht, I noted it was prettier than I imagined.

“Welcome to Utrecht. It’s a delightful place to live. Known for two things. University students and it’s soccer team,” Jade said.

“Is Utrecht the team Coach De Bruin played for?” I asked.

“Yes, back in his glory days,” Jade replied with a broad smile.

Dinner with the De Bruin’s was a joyous occasion. The food was plentiful, music wonderful and dinner table conversation sensational, all of which made me feel right at home. Coach De Bruin hadn’t changed at all. Still fit and athletic, only his hair was a shade blonder. Still, he could’ve taken me on the wrestling mat, and probably taken Anton too.

“Come with me, Timothy. I’ll show you how to care for the Kombi,” Coach De Bruin said.

Out in the garage, under a cover, sat Coach De Bruin’s pride and joy. As the cover slid back, a perfect specimen of motoring history appeared. Light blue with white contrasts, somehow Coach De Bruin had even instilled a new car smell in a sixty-year-old classic.

“Let’s take it for a spin,” Coach De Bruin said throwing me the keys.

It started first turn and roared to life. It wasn’t original under the hood.

“Hear that? I’ve put a Porsche Flat Eight in it,” Coach De Bruin said proudly.

“Are you sure you’re happy for me to drive?” I said.

As we cruised the outskirts of Utrecht, Coach De Bruin gave me the run down on the car and how to care for it.

“I know it’s expecting a lot. But I expect you to protect her for me,” Coach De Bruin said.

“She’s a beauty. That’s for sure,” I said.

“I’m talking about Jade. Is that what you were referring too?” Coach De Bruin asked.

“I’m sorry sir. I thought you meant the Kombi,” I replied.

“I’m not worried about the car,” Coach De Bruin said. “It’s Jade I’m worried about. She’s been looking forward to this trip all year. But I worry about her. She’s an extraordinary girl, but not everyone understands that.”

“She seems mature for her years,” I said.

“Yes, but she’s too trusting. And that Abbe friend of hers is a concern. I don’t trust her at all. And you shouldn’t either,” Coach De Bruin said.

“I haven’t met Abbe,” I said.

“She’s on the trip with you. Promise me you’ll play quarterback and keep things under control,” Coach De Bruin said.

“I’ll do my best Coach,” I said.

“I know you will but promise me you’ll call. Even if it seems like overkill,” Coach De Bruin asked.

“I promise, sir,” I replied.

Back at the house, Abbe had arrived for the farewell celebrations.

“You must be Timothy,” Abbe said rushing up and hugging me. “I’m Abbe. Jade has told me everything about you.”

“Nice to meet you, Abbe,” I said.

“You’re more handsome than Jade let on. I think we are gonna be fast friends,” Abbe said.

Abbe Van Der Ree was cute and bubbly, but not overly attractive. Her brown hair was a little too short, and her elfin face lacked the strong feminine features I found attractive. She was also tiny. If she topped 5ft; I would have been surprised. But what she lacked in style and grace, she made up for in confidence.

I walked in and sat on the couch next to Jade.

“Well, I know everything about the Kombi now,“ I said.

“I’m glad one of us does,” Jade said with a smile.

“I’m calling dibs on this one. I can see why you’ve got such a crush on him, Jade,” Abbe said planting herself down on my lap.

Jade’s face turned bright red. She averted my gaze. Meanwhile, Abbe started to stroke my chest.

“Wow, you are built like a bull. Nothing but muscles. I can’t wait to unwrap that six-pack,” Abbe said.

“I don’t go shirtless too often,” I said.

“I’m happy to see it in private,” Abbe replied.


CHAPTER FOUR


TUESDAY MORNING, WE woke up bright and early and packed up the Kombi for an overnighter to Amsterdam. Coach De Bruin had suggested we have a trial run to iron out the bugs before heading off on the three-month odyssey. It seemed like a solid idea, and I would have missed Amsterdam otherwise.

With the Kombi packed, we said our goodbyes and hit the road. Abbe had called shotgun on the front seat. It seemed unfair, because Jade’s legs were much longer. But what Abbe wanted, she generally got. So, Jade sat in the back and Abbe chatted away at me constantly for the one-hour drive. Thank goodness it was only one hour.

Our location of choice for breakfast was The Breakfast Club. Flapjacks, eggs and toast provided the protein. A green smoothie rounded out a solid first meal.

“How did you girls meet?” I asked.

“It was in acting class. I played the lead and Jade joined the crew on a few plays,” Abbe replied.

“I was an extra for one play,” Jade said with a smile.

“And you did a wonderful job. As extra number seventeen,” Abbe said sarcastically.

“At least I beat out extra number eighteen for the role,” Jade said.

“What’s the plan from here?” I asked trying to change the subject.

“We have options. Do you feel artistic or flowery?” Jade replied.

“Artistic sounds wonderful to me,” I said.

“Then, let’s hit the Van Gogh Museum,” Jade said.

“Hey, I might take a rain-check on that,” Abbe said. “I’ll meet you both later for lunch.”

The Van Gogh Museum was only a short walk away, but with Jade in four-inch heels, I decided to take it slow. Strolling along the canal, we chatted about old times and it seemed a smile never left Jade’s face. And with such a gorgeous face, I found it hard to watch my step instead of her.

“Van Gogh’s work is incredible,” I said.

“Yeah, it’s hard to believe he died a pauper having sold virtually nothing during his lifetime,” Jade added.

The colours were spectacular and even his sketch book notes were beautiful pieces of art.

“You must be quite the artist if you’re studying Fashion Design,” I said.

“I can draw a bit,” Jade said averting my gaze.

“Well, you’ll have to draw me a keepsake during my time here,” I said.

“Okay, but it’ll be a caricature. And when I feel inspired,” Jade said with a grin.

“Oh, this is my absolute favourite,” Jade added pulling me by the hand into a new room. “I love the red of the poppies. This one calls out to me.”

“I gotta admit, it’s amazing. Nothing printed or on television could do it justice,” I said.

I wasn’t thinking about it, but our hands were still together. And it felt nice to connect with Jade on a personal level.

“What are you, some sort of fag? Why are you holding hands?” Abbe asked.

“Oh sorry. We got carried away with the artistic beauty,” Jade replied.

“And is that why he’s got a boner, too?” Abbe asked.

“Oh, I’m sorry. It’s only the way my pants are sitting,” I said.

“How about we hit the gasworks? The station’s only a five-minute walk,” Abbe said.

Abbe grabbed my hand and wrapped it around her waist.

“Doesn’t that feel more womanly?” Abbe said.

I didn’t dare move my arm for fear of retribution. It felt uncomfortable, but I wanted to show I could get along with Abbe.

Westerpark was awesome. A converted gasworks with brewery and plenty of food options. And at lunchtime on a sunny day, the crowds were out, and the beer flowed freely.

“Are you gonna buy us a round of drinks, stud?” Abbe said.

“Sure, what’s your beverage of choice?” I asked.

“Surprise us. I’ve never had a bad one yet,” Abbe replied.

“We’ll order the meals. How’s a hamburger sound?” Jade asked.

“Sounds like you know me well,” I replied.

“You get the drinks, we’ll get the food, and we’ll meet you on the benches outside,” Abbe said.

The meals were quite tasty, and the beers provided a wonderful accompaniment. After an hour in the sun, it was time to head for our next stop. The canals.

Heading down to the water, we chartered a boat with a captain and were ready to board. Knowing Jade had four-inch heels, I held her hand to help steady her as she came aboard.

“I’ve saved a spot for you here, Timothy,” Abbe said as we boarded.

So, for the thirty-minute boat ride back to our hotel, Abbe cuddled up to me with her hand on my thigh. Jade sat behind us on her own.

A boat provided a perfect vantage point from which to view the city. The canal homes were painted in every colour of the rainbow. And some of them were barely six-feet wide. Coming from Texas, it was impossible to conceive people lived comfortably in these buildings.

After a wonderful Indonesian Banquet dinner, I felt ready for bed.

“I’ve got three favourite nightclubs picked out,” Abbe said.

“I don’t know if I’m up to it. I’m still jet-lagged,” I said.

“Don’t be such a wuss. Of course you’re coming,” Abbe said.

Arriving at the club, Abbe dumped the bags with Jade and dragged me up on the dance floor. Abbe ground away at me, like a stripper on crack. It was a spectacle, but not one which I enjoyed. After a few songs, I made an excuse to return to our seats.

“Would you like to dance?“ I asked Jade.

“Sure, that would be lovely,” Jade replied.

Jade’s dancing was amazing. She moved with such grace and style. She demanded attention on the dance floor. It didn’t take long before Abbe was also up. I’m not sure who cared for the bags, but I didn’t want to stop dancing with Jade.

“You realise Jade’s still got a wiener, don’t you?” Abbe yelled in my ear.

“But you can fuck me tonight if you want,” Abbe added before planting a deep, passionate kiss on me.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


AFTER A PRACTICE run to Amsterdam, it was time for the real thing. The plan saw us head off from Utrecht to Rotterdam to meet Anton at the airport. After a quick visit, we would hit the road for Belgium. Antwerp was the first stop before heading to Bruges for our first night.

“I’m riding shotgun,” Abbe claimed as we reached the car.

“How’s about we mix it up a bit? Soon there’ll be four of us, so rotating drivers and passengers sounds like a solid idea,” I said.

“I’m riding shotgun to Rotterdam, then,” Abbe said.

The drive from Utrecht to Rotterdam was interesting to visitors, but not to locals. Abbe spent the trip on social media. She posted a few shots of her and me on her Instagram account. I hate to think what the tag lines were. Jade was awesome and pointed out a few places of note along the way. The land was completely flat, and every inch filled with farming of one sort or another.

“That’s a bit rude, Abbe,” Jade said.

“I was only joking,” Abbe said.

“But everyone’s gonna think you two are doing the deed,” Jade said.

“I don’t mind. Let them assume what they like,” Abbe said.

“Is someone gonna let me in on the private joke?” I asked.

“Abbe, you explain,” Jade added.

“I posted a shot of you and me to Instagram,” Abbe replied.

“Well, you were licking your lips seductively. And what does the caption say?” Jade asked.

“Looks like I’ll be dining on some American Pie this summer,” Abbe replied. “It’s already got five hundred likes. You’re popular over here.”

I wasn’t sure how to respond. Thank goodness we arrived at Rotterdam Airport shortly after.

“Now, you take over the driving, Jade. I’ll let you know when Anton has arrived, and we’re ready for pickup,” I said.

I jumped out of the Kombi and helped Jade out of the back seat. Exiting gracefully wearing 4-inch heels was always gonna be a challenge. But as she stepped out, a seat belt caught her stiletto, and she landed on me. I grabbed her, so she didn’t hit the road. Unfortunately, that forced me to the road with Jade on top.

“I’m sorry. I’m such a klutz. Are you okay, Timothy?” Jade asked.

“I’m fine. No harm done,” I replied.

When I fell, I saw Jade headed my way so held my hands up to break her fall. Trouble was I ended up pinned underneath Jade with a hand on each of Jade’s ample breasts.

Abbe helped by taking a photo. And a video of Jade getting off me which clearly highlighted my raging boner.

“Gee, you sure are packing some heat there,” Abbe said.

“Please, don’t upload any of that to Instagram,” I asked.

“Okay, but you’ll owe me. And I’m more intrigued by your package now, horse,” Abbe replied with a wink.

After dusting myself off, I headed for the terminal. Anton’s plane was on time, and he wasn’t difficult to spot in the crowd. Not even amongst numerous Viking descendants.

“Hey, brother. How was the trip over?” I asked.

“Awesome, Tim. I sat next to a complete babe the whole way,” Anton said.

“Did you get her number?” I asked.

“Of course. And I’ve arranged to meet her in Paris. She’s a French Burlesque dancer,” Anton replied.

Anton was what you would call a lady’s man. At 6ft 5in of pure Line Backer muscle, he was built to be noticed. But he was intelligent, well-mannered and completely down to Earth. He also had a silver tongue and knew exactly how and when to use it. I’d never seen him without a girlfriend since we hit teenage. But given his move across the country to college, he was single for the first time in his life.

“Hey, I like the American Pie post. Sounds like you’ve moved quickly on Abbe,” Anton said.

“Yeah, I’ll let you spend a little time with her before I comment,” I said.

“Oh, is she Jaden’s girl?” Anton asked.

“No, they’re just friends,” I replied, unsure of where to start.

“Let’s go and meet the others before we grab some lunch,” I suggested.

“Cool, I’m in your hands, brother,” Anton said.

Anton put on his backpack, and we headed out to the pickup zone. Jade pulled up and waved. I saw Anton’s eyes light up like a Christmas tree as soon as he saw her.

After throwing Anton’s gear in the back, we jumped in the back seat.

“I’m calling dibs on the new guy,” Abbe said.

“You can’t call dibs on both of them,” Jade said.

“Well, you’re not exactly competition, are you?” Abbe said.

“We are sitting here and can hear everything,” I said.

“Then don’t eavesdrop,” Abbe said.

“Anton, this is Jade in the driver’s seat and Abbe in the bossy seat,” I said.

“Nice to meet you both,“ Anton said politely.

“Let’s hit get some lunch, so we can all get on the same page,” I said.

“I know a place. Roffa Streetfood Bar. They have the best mixed meat platter and craft beers. How’s that sound?” Jade asked.

“Sounds like you know us perfectly,” I replied.


CHAPTER SIX


“WHO’S THE HOT chick? She’s a mega-babe.” Anton whispered to me as we walked into the restaurant.

“It’s a long story. But in short, that’s our third amigo, Jaden,” I replied.

Anton stopped in his tracks.

“You said what?” Anton said.

“Jaden has become Jade. I never knew either. It was a complete surprise to me too,” I said.

“But she looks incredible. Are you joking with me?” Anton said.

“Do you think Coach De Bruin would let anybody else drive the Kombi?” I asked.

“You’ve got to be flaming joking. That cannot be Jaden,” Anton replied.

“Go with it for now. Else Abbe will pick up on it and start taunting Jade,” I said.

“I can’t believe you are serious,” Anton said.

“Come on brother. For Jade’s sake,” I said.

“Okay, but you owe me a decent explanation, soon,” Anton said.

Lunch was an American teenage male’s dream. The menu contained brisket, spicy chicken wings, pork belly and some of the most amazing smoked sausages. But once I saw the mixed meat platter, I got my wish. One of everything on the menu. We smelt the platter from twenty feet away, and the meat was cooked to perfection, while the sauces created the ideal accompaniment.

Anton checked out Jade all through lunch. Abbe had called shotgun on Anton, so they sat one side of the table. Jade and I sat on the opposite side.

“What’s Coach De Bruin up to these days,” Anton asked.

“He’s semi-retired. He made a lot of money out of Silicon Valley start-ups,” Jade said.

“I remember him as pretty wise,” Anton said.

“Anyway, enough about the family. Tell me all about you, hot stuff,” Abbe said to Anton.

Anton got dragged into a detailed conversation about him. Only, within two minutes it became all about Abbe. But this gave me the opportunity to chat quietly to Jade.

“I’ve broken the news to Anton,” I said.

“How did he take it?” Jade asked.

“Like someone who believes they’re being punked. Much like me,” I replied.

“I don’t know whether to take that as a compliment or not,” Jade said.

“Put it this way. He called you the hot-chick and a mega-babe,” I said with a smile.

“But now I imagine he’s questioning his sexuality,” I added.

“Why would you say that?” Jade asked.

“Well, if he’s anything like me, he will be,” I replied.

Jade stared into my eyes and smiled. I felt her hand squeeze my leg.

“You always knew how to cheer me up, didn’t you?” Jade said.

“Get a room, you two,” Abbe interjected.

I don’t know how, but Abbe had this radar that zoned in on intimate moments.

“How will the sleeping arrangements work?” I asked.

“Where possible, you and Anton will have a separate room from Abbe and me,” Jade replied.

After a quick lap of Rotterdam, we headed off on the hour-and-a-half trip to Antwerp. I drove while Abbe graciously let Jade sit up front. She now had her eyes well and truly set on Anton. It was wonderful to chat at length with Jade. She was fully switched on, and her career aspirations were focussed and well-thought-out.

“Can I see your new university on the way through?” I asked.

The Royal Academy of Fine Arts was like something out of a history movie. Opened in the late sixteenth century, the school was regarded as one of Europe’s finest. To get accepted was a massive achievement. And the alumni read like a who’s who of the creative world. The campus was intimidating. Not because of its size like Oklahoma State, but because of the sheer presence of the stunning building and campus. Jade was rightfully proud.

After a drink, we hit the road for our first overnight stop, Bruges. Again, Abbe happily shared the back seat with Anton. This gave me almost half a day’s reprieve and further time to get to reconnect with Jade. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I finally asked the question I desperately wanted to know.

“Where are you on your transgender journey?” I asked.

Jade walked me through the past four years. Why she appeared feminine. Why she had been able to model. And the massive one. Why she had real breasts. I’d completely underestimated how successful her modelling career had been. And the flow of money, afforded her to become the woman she knew she was.

“Do you have a boyfriend?” I asked.

“I’m still only eighteen. And transgender girls mature later,” Jade replied.

“Is that a yes or a no?” I asked trying to act nonchalant.

“I think Timothy has a crush on Jade,” Abbe interjected.

The question remained unanswered.

Arriving in Bruges we were transported back to Medieval times. From the Gothic architecture, to the cobbled roads, to the stunning network of canals and bridges at every turn, this was the most picturesque place I’d ever seen.

“This place is amazing,” I marvelled as we drove to the hotel.

“One of the most beautiful cities in this part of Europe. And incredibly romantic,” Jade said.

“As I said before, get a room you two,” Abbe interjected. “Let’s hit the bars before the lunch time alcohol wears off.”

Little that came out of Abbe’s mouth, I agreed with. This may have been a first. But I hankered for a beer too.

“There it is. The red building on the left,” Jade said.

After checking in to Hotel Cavalier, we headed to Le Trappiste for a few cleansing ales. The pub was a converted eight-hundred-year-old cellar. A damp musky smell assaulted you as you entered and only strengthened as you disappeared below street level. Dark but delightful, candles lit the exposed curved brick work. A solid range of boutique local and international brewskis were offered. It was the perfect place to prepare for the night ahead.

While it had been a tiring day, Abbe adamantly claimed we needed to party on into the night. She wore a red mini leather skirt with black five-inch stiletto patent leather thigh high boots, complete with laces up the front. I don’t know where she’d packed them, but she was ready to tear Bruges a new one.

“You’ve got to come clubbing with me, Anton,” Abbe said.

“I’m a little tired tonight. The time difference is knocking me around,” Anton said.

“You American boys are all show and no go,” Abbe said.

“We’ve got three months and tonight’s day one. This won’t be our last chance,” I said.

“Are you gonna make me go alone?” Abbe asked with an overplayed frown.

“Well, I’m out,“ Anton replied.

“Come on Timothy. There’s no point sniffing around Jade like a puppy dog. She can’t give you what you want,” Abbe said.

I didn’t respond but identified Abbe as a strong-willed lass with plenty of energy and confidence.

“See you in the morning, then,” Abbe said.

The rest of us retired to the hotel for a well-earned sleep.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“HOW DID YOU sleep?” I asked Jade over breakfast.

“Not well. Abbe didn’t make it home last night,” Jade replied.

“Is she alright?” I asked.

“She’s bound to have hooked up with someone. I don’t get worried until after lunch,” Jade replied.

Abbe arrived back at the hotel midway through breakfast. She still wore her outfit from the night before.

“Well, I hope you guys all got well rested for tonight,” Abbe said.

She tucked into a full breakfast of fruit and pancakes before heading off to sleep. As we had planned only one full day in Bruges, I wanted to get moving.

A ten-minute walk took us to the picturesque Rozenhoedkaai. This elegant spot on the river soaked up many photos. Jade looked stunning in a red and black plaid skirt, a black jumper with red trim and black four-inch stiletto suede ankle boots. A black beret with a diamond pattern finished off the outfit. She could have walked out of the pages of Vogue.

“We’ve pulled a crowd,” I said.

“Perhaps they think we’re famous,” Anton said.

“I think it’s a bit premature. We haven’t played our first college games yet,” I said.

A lady walked up to Jade and spoke to her in a foreign language. Jade was friendly and smiled throughout. We had no idea what it was about.

“Would you guys be able to hold my bag for me?” Jade eventually asked.

“Sure, that’s fine.” I said.

Jade walked over and posed for photos with the family. The little girl’s expression was priceless.

“What was all that about?” I asked when Jade returned.

“A couple of photos for the fans,” Jade said.

Anton glanced at me and I at him. We both shrugged, unsure of what we were seeing.

“My contract with Gucci encourages it. But the bag is Chloe,” Jade said.

Our next stop came a mere ten yards up stream, the Canal Boat Tour. For the next forty minutes we got a waterside view of the magnificent city of Bruges. Anton sat to the rear of the boat while Jade and I sat forward. Wonderfully romantic, I loved sitting there with Jade. At one point a splash picked up from the wake of a boat coming in the opposite direction. I reached across and took the brunt of the splash in order to keep Jade dry.

“Thank you for being chivalrous,” Jade said kissing me on the cheek.

“You’re welcome,” I said changing to a brighter shade of red.

My arm slid around Jade’s back. It felt lovely to pull her in close. And she was happy to cuddle into me. Jade’s fragrance invaded my nostrils and a subtle apple flavour radiated from her blown out hair. I’d completely forgotten Anton sat only a few yards back.

“You two have become quite close,” Anton said.

I jumped back to establish a distance.

“Hell, I don’t care. Just don’t leave me stranded with Abbe,” Anton added.

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have been so forward,” I said.

“I wouldn’t have cuddled up if it wasn’t nice,” Jade said with a smile.

I decided to go with my heart and cuddled up to Jade again.

Leaving the boat at Minnewater park, we headed towards Begijnhof. By this time, I walked hand in hand with Jade, caught in the moment appreciating the beauty of the town, and of her. Anton excused himself for a few minutes, leaving time for Jade and me to sit on the grass in the park. I sat first, to avoid getting Jade’s dress wet. She sat on my lap and placed her head on my shoulder.

“Thank you for giving me such a beautiful morning. It’s been wonderful to reconnect with you,” Jade said.

Was I reconnecting with Jaden? That was a weird thought. Here I sat with this beautiful woman, in some of the most romantic settings in Europe. I wasn’t thinking about the Jaden I played with as a child.

Anton returned half an hour later. We didn’t see him coming, so were caught a little off-guard when he spoke.

“You two are getting along particularly well. Not that I blame you. It’s such a romantic place,” Anton said.

“I can call Abbe if you like?” Jade asked.

“That would be a hard no,” Anton replied. “Where did she get too last night?”

“She’s a bit of a wild child. I definitely smelt something elicit on her,” Jade said.

“I know you wanted to bring her along. But we can’t have her wandering off alone overnight. Especially on a travel day,” I said.

“I’ll have a chat to her. But she doesn’t always listen to me,” Jade said.

“And what happens if she refuses to play ball?” Anton asked.

We looked at each other. No-one knew what consequences to threaten her with.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


AFTER A MARKET Menu lunch at the Bruges Brewery, we sampled Belgian chocolate on the walk back to the hotel. It was wonderful to share the exciting flavours with Jade. Each time we shared samples, before deciding which was our favourite.

“Why don’t you two kiss and get it over with? I’m getting sick and tired of waiting,” Anton said when Jade excused herself to go to the powder room.

“What do you mean. We’re only friends,” I replied.

“Yeah, friends that want to bang nasties with each other. Just do it,” Anton said.

“But Jade used to be Jaden,” I said.

“You both want to do it. Forget the history, act in the now,” Anton said.

“And you don’t think it’s weird?” I asked.

“I’d think it’s weird if you didn’t,” Anton replied.

Walking hand in hand with Jade through the stunning Grote Markt, I decided to give in to my urges.

“Hey Jade, I want to ask you something,” I said.

As she turned towards me, I took my opportunity and grabbed both of her hands. I leant in and kissed her on the lips. I felt a jolt of excitement cause through me, unlike anything I’d felt before.

“Finally, he’s manned up and done it,” Anton said.

“Why did you do that?” Jade asked.

“Because I’ve wanted to ever since I saw you at the Airport,” I said.

“Then, what took you so long?” Jade asked.

“I needed someone to make me realise it was the right thing to do,” I said.

The smile on Jade’s face said more than her words.

We walked back to the hotel arm in arm. I was on a high, and Jade’s gorgeous smile told her side of the story.

“Don’t forget to have that chat to Abbe. Tell her if she does it again, we’ll be leaving her a bus ticket,” Anton said.

“I’ll get her organised and come past your room at 6:00 pm for dinner,” Jade said.

The girls knocked on the door at 6:00 pm sharp. One thing we learned about the Dutch was they were always on-time. Abbe dressed to kill again. Skin-tight wet-look leggings were teamed with a white see-through blouse and her thigh high boots. The choice to go braless caused quite the distraction for Anton.

“Where are we heading tonight?” I asked after inviting them in.

“Dinner at ’T Risico followed by drinks at ’T Poatersgat,” Jade replied.

“And I hope you American soft cocks will have some staying power tonight,” Abbe added.

Dinner called for a sausage and meat fest. With mashed potato and beer, even Anton filled his stomach.

“If we keep eating like this, brother, we’ll be in trouble when we get back,” I said.

“Nothing a few gym sessions won’t sweat out of us,” Anton said hardly removing the food from his mouth long enough to speak.

Abbe flirted outrageously throughout dinner. Again, she’d called shotgun on the seat next to Anton, while Jade and I sat across the table. While Abbe dressed for show, Jade had selected something more low-key. She wore black jeans with a bright red fitted t-shirt, a red belt and red four-inch stiletto ankle boots. Her subtle makeup complimented her straightened hair. She looked every bit like a supermodel out for a pub meal.

“Jade tells me you kissed her in the street today. What’s with that? Are you gay?” Abbe asked.

I glanced at Jade and she averted my gaze.

“A spur of the moment thing. I felt this urge to do it,” I said.

“Good to see you following your urges. Feel free to kiss me anytime. Now, let’s hit the clubs,” Abbe said turning around and laying an almighty smooch on Anton.

’T Poatersgat was another underground beer bar. Translating as literally, ‘The Monk’s Hole’, this bar had a reputation for offering the best range of beers in Bruges. We grabbed seats by the bar, but this time Abbe sat next to me. This separated Anton and Jade from Abbe and me.

“Consider this your lucky day,” Abbe said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Close your eyes. I’ve got a wonderful surprise for you,” Abbe said.

I didn’t trust this girl and didn’t want to comply.

”Are you gonna be an American soft cock again?” Abbe asked.

“Don’t worry, I don’t bite, hard,” Abbe added.

Against my better judgement, I closed my eyes. Abbe pushed me back against the wall and kissed me deeply and passionately. I had nowhere to go. She had me wedged into a corner. I felt her tongue break through my lips and travel halfway down my throat. But it didn’t stop there. She pinned me to the wall with her body, dropping her hand onto my cock. I finally squirmed enough to get her away.

“What was that for?” I asked.

“A spur of the moment thing. Don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy a kiss from a real woman, because your cock tells me otherwise,” Abbe replied.

Unsure of what to do or say, I glanced at Anton. He shook his head. I looked at Jade and she was angry.

“Let’s dance big boy,” Abbe said to Anton.

While Abbe pulled Anton up onto the dance floor, I tried to talk to Jade.

“I had nothing to do with that. I was merely the victim,” I said.

“You didn’t try too hard to fight her off,” Jade said.

“It’s not what it looked like. There’s nothing there between me and Abbe,” I said.

“Well, ‘nothing’ seemed awfully excited to me. I get it. Why date the transgender girl when you’ve got other options,” Jade said trying to hold back a tear.

“That’s not it at all,” I said.

“I think you need to stop making excuses,” Jade said before storming off crying.

I ran after Jade, but she motored along in four-inch stilettos on cobbled roads. I caught up to her at the hotel entrance.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you,” I said.

“Don’t worry, it comes with the territory,” Jade sobbed.

“I think Abbe has deep issues. And she’s not a great friend,” I said.

“You sound like my Dad,” Jade said.

“Well, he was always the smartest person I knew,” I said.

Jade laughed. It broke the moment but only for a few seconds.

“Anyway, I wanted to say I think you’re amazing and I’m thankful I came on the trip,” I said.

“Well, I’d always thought you were pretty awesome, yourself. Right up to the point when you shoved your tongue down Abbe’s throat,” Jade said.

“Get some sleep. We’ve got an early start tomorrow,” I said.

“I hope Abbe decides to come home tonight,” Jade said.

“Well, she seemed happy to spend time with Anton,” I said.

“She’s just trying to make you jealous,” Jade said.

Why would she be interested in me? I hadn’t been leading her on. And in no universe was she my type. It all seemed a bit weird. I kissed Jade good night and went to bed. My mind raced, so I took a sleeping tablet. With more than half a day’s driving ahead, I needed a decent rest.


CHAPTER NINE


I AWOKE BRIGHT and early to the alarm.

“Shut that thing off, will you?” came a voice from behind me.

“Sorry,” I said rolling over before slapping my face to make sure I was awake.

“Abbe. What the hell?” I screamed.

“What the fuck, dude,” Anton screamed from his bed.

“Hey lover, thanks for last night,” Abbe said reaching down and grabbing my cock.

“Stop that. And what the hell are you doing in my bed?” I asked.

“Don’t worry, you were awesome, Timothy,” Abbe replied.

“No, seriously, get the fuck out of my bed. And stop pretending something happened,” I said.

“What’s all the noise in here about?” Jade said walking in.

“It’s not as it appears, Jade,” I said.

“No, it was far better than that,” Abbe said getting out of bed naked and walking into the bathroom.

“I think you’ve got some explaining to do, dude,” Anton said.

“The last thing I remember was saying goodnight to Jade and taking a sleeping tablet,” I said.

“Oh, and Abbe broke into your room and took advantage of you in your sleep,” Jade said.

“I honestly, can’t remember anything,” I said.

“Dude, what happened after we left you at the bar?” I asked Anton.

“Well, I stayed for another half an hour. Mainly searching for my key,” Anton said.

“What happened to your key?” I asked.

“I couldn’t find it. I had to ask the reception girl to let me in,” Anton replied.

“I’m ready for part two, lover,” Jade called from the bathroom.

The shower started running.

“So, if there was a key missing, why are there two keys on the dresser?” I asked.

“I don’t know, perhaps I left it there before we went,” Anton replied.

“Are you telling me Abbe is purely putting on a show, and nothing happened?” Jade asked.

“Hell yeah. I told you, she’s not my type,” I replied.

“And we’re supposed to believe that?” Jade asked.

“It’s the truth,” I said.

“Here’s the sleeping pills I took, right by the bed,” I said.

“Well, he was alone in bed snoring when I got back. And he only snores when he’s knocked out on pills,” Anton said.

“Well, the real question is, why would Abbe pretend to sleep with you?” Jade asked.

“I don’t know, but let’s ask her. But leave it to me,” I said.

A few minutes silence preceded Abbe walking out with nothing but a towel around her hair.

“Hey Abbe, I hope the shower refreshed you,” I said.

“Nothing like a cold shower after a night of hot passion,” Jade said smiling my way.

“We know you lifted Anton’s key at the bar last night and jumped into bed with me to cause trouble,” I said.

“Whatever are you talking about, silly,” Jade said.

“Exactly when did I hook up with you?” I asked.

“You came back to the bar after Anton left,” Abbe replied.

“We all know that’s not true,” I said.

“You can’t ignore our wild night of sex,” Abbe said.

“Of course, I can. Because it never happened. Show me the photos,” I said.

Abbe averted my gaze.

“Why are you trying to create drama between the four of us?” I asked.

“Jade, this guy has flipped out,” Abbe said.

“Are you gonna answer the question, Abbe?” Jade said.

After a solid two minutes of silence, Jade spoke.

“Are you gonna answer the question?” Jade asked.

“Okay, I played a joke on you guys. You’re all so rigid and stuffy. You needed loosening up,” Abbe said.

A wave of relief flowed over me.

“None of us see the funny side. I think we’ve reconsidered you travelling with us,” I said.

“I thought the trip sounded like fun. But you guys can’t take a joke, so I don’t want to be here,” Abbe said.

“We’ll drop you off at the bus station after breakfast,” I said.

“That’s fine with me. Have fun sharing the wiener,” Abbe said storming out.

Breakfast was a sombre affair. But all three of us agreed the correct decision had been made. You couldn’t travel with someone untrustworthy. And Abbe had shown on numerous occasions she would be a liability during the next three months.

“Did we do the right thing?” Jade asked.

“We did the only thing,” Anton replied.


CHAPTER TEN


REMOVING ABBE FROM the mix was like lancing a boil. Suddenly, everyone felt positive and energised. We headed in the same direction and The Three Amigos were as one. The hour-and-a-half drive to Brussels disappeared into stories of the good old days in Texas. Reliving past glories always improved our spirits.

With the boys outnumbering the girls, we hit Atomium, Mini-Europe and Train world on the way into town. Pasta Divina in the Old Town was out choice for a lunch of carbo-loaded Italian delicacies with beer.

“Are we meeting your Burlesque dancer tonight, Anton?” I asked.

“I don’t know what you mean,” Anton replied.

“We’ve shared everything with you,” Jade said.

“A little too much at times. But I saw you’ve been texting her,” I added.

“I can’t keep anything on the down-low when you’re around,” Anton said.

“We promise we’ll be on our best behaviour,” Jade said.

“I suppose we can double-date,” Anton said.

I glanced across at Jade to see her face as shocked as mine.

“What do you mean double-date?” I asked.

“Brother, the sexual tension between you two is off the charts,” Anton replied.

Neither Jade nor I knew how to answer.

“I wish you’d get it out of the way, so we can move on,” Anton said.

“We’re just friends,” I said.

“But you should be friends with benefits. I don’t mind if you two hook-up. You can share the double bed and I’ll take the single,” Anton said.

I wasn’t sure whether Anton was the best wingman ever or just taking the piss.

“Kiss her and do it properly,” Anton instructed.

I looked into Jade’s sapphire blue eyes as she stared shyly at me.

“You really don’t mind, dude,” I asked.

“Do it brother,” Anton said.

I leaned forward and lightly kissed Jade. I felt a shiver go through my body as our lips touched.

“Now kiss her properly. Like you mean it,” Anton instructed.

Jade hadn’t moved. Her ruby red lips shone like a beacon. I leant forward again, this time placing my hand on her neck and holding her close. I pushed through her lips and our tongues danced.

“Now how was that for you, Tim?” Anton asked.

“Nice. Very nice,” I said.

Anton looked at me determined.

“Do I have to slap you around a little?” Anton asked.

“Amazing. Everything I dreamed and more,” I replied.

“And how was it for you, Jade?” Anton asked.

“Sorry, what was the question?” Jade replied with a broad smile.

“Now, you two are made for each other. Don’t let anything get in the way of that. Not Abbe. Not insecurity. Nothing,” Anton said.

I moved my hand onto Jade’s, and she intertwined our fingers.

“Are we double-dating tonight, then?” I asked sliding closer to Jade.

“That, I can arrange,” Anton replied.

I stared into Jade’s vibrant blue eyes to see a new sparkle I’d never noticed before. The pressure build-up in my pants felt uncomfortable.

“Looks like Jade passes the boner test, brother,” Anton said.

I drove the three-and-a-half-hour trip to Paris. With the absence of Abbe, I shared some quiet time with Jade, while Anton happily stretched out in the back and texted his Burlesque dancer.

“Where are we meeting your dancer friend tonight?” I asked.

“Veronica has booked us a table at Arnaud Nicolas. Apparently, it’s got a view of the Eiffel Tower,” Anton replied.

“Sounds romantic. Two footballers, a Burlesque dancer and a supermodel dining out in Paris. Almost like a scene from a movie,” I said.

“Yeah, we only need a chainsaw wielding Texan. And we’ve got another movie for the Texas Chainsaw Massacre franchise,” Anton added.

“Well, I think it’s romantic. And can’t wait to meet Veronica.” Jade said placing her hand on my thigh.

We stopped for petrol once along the way. About two hours in. Jade didn’t leave my side as I filled the tank and checked the fluids. As we waited, Jade well and truly checked my fluids. Apparently, her hands were cold, so they sat inside my pants’ pockets to warm up. They took quite a long while to get to room temperature.

The cruise into Paris was a little surreal. About thirty minutes out, the Eiffel Tower came into view. With wonderful history and memorable movie moments, it was hard to believe we were actually in the French capital. All thoughts of Abbe had long since left our minds. And Coach De Bruin replied with a smiley face when I told him of her departure.

“Can you drop me off at the Lido de Paris on the way to the hotel?” Anton asked.

“Sure. Is that where Veronica works?” I asked.

“Yeah, she wants me to see her final show and meet her friends,” Anton replied.

“We’ll catch you at the restaurant, if you like,” I said.

I turned to Jade, who had trouble containing her excitement. Her hand gripped my thigh tightly as she smiled.

“That’ll give us a few hours to relax before dinner,” Jade said.

“I’ve got something better than relaxation in mind,” I said.

The hotel was well located, right in the middle of Paris. It had views of The Eiffel Tower and Mont-Marte from our room. A little on the snug side, a queen-sized bed dominated with little else but walking room on all sides.

“What do you want to do before dinner?” Jade asked.

“I’m really not sure. But I’m so hot for you, I’m sure everything else can wait,” I replied.

I threw the bags down on the floor and pushed Jade against the door.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


“THERE’S NO NEED to rush anything,” Jade said.

“It’s the ‘anything’ that confuses me,” I said.

“It’s simple. Whatever you do with your past girlfriends, you can do with me,” Jade said.

“You mean you’ve had your equipment changed over?” I asked.

“No, I mean we can do something similar. Tell me what you like,” Jade replied.

“Well, I like hand jobs and blowjobs, and I can see how they would work,” I said.

“But you’re not comfortable with the intercourse,” Jade prompted.

I felt like I was back in school about to learn how math works.

“We could spend the next two hours talking, or we could spend it making out. Which would you prefer?” Jade asked.

“It’s just I don’t want to get freaked out. I care for you too much,” I replied.

“Let’s take it slow and keep the communication high,” Jade said.

My heart beat faster than after a set of quarter mile sprints. But Jade’s calmness helped me regain composure.

“Let’s start simple,” Jade suggested.

We sat on the bed and Jade removed her shirt.

“Do you like what you see?” Jade asked.

Jade sat there in a white lace bra. Her breasts pert and inviting.

“You can kiss them if you like,” Jade said.

I leant forward and placed a small kiss between her breasts. A flurry of floral fragrance seeped into my being.

“Now kiss each one, if you like,” Jade said.

I turned my head to the left and softly kissed one breast before turning and kissing the other.

“Now, take off my bra, if you like,” Jade said.

My hands reached around the back, met and unclasped the bra.

“Now take off your shirt too,” Jade instructed.

I whipped off my t-shirt in a flash and threw it to the floor.

“Now ease me back onto the bed and kiss me,” Jade said.

With a hand behind Jade’s back, I gently lowered her head onto a pillow. The sun streamed through the window and fell across her gorgeous face.

“Now kiss me and mean it,” Jade said.

I lay chest to chest with Jade and kissed her glowing red lips. The sweetness of her taste tantalised. Jade’s tongue play got me hard in an instant, while the warmth of her body transferred to mine.

Jade’s arms surrounded me and pulled me tightly, while her tongue playfully teased my own. Her hands worked their way down my back and onto my arse.

“You know you have the sexiest arse, don’t you?” Jade said.

“I’ve been told it’s a highlight,” I replied.

The tongue play was lovely, but I yearned for something more. Something more intense and definitely something that got us closer. Jade must have read my mind because she rolled me over and took top spot. Her hair hung down either side of my face and framed her gorgeous smile. Jade’s hand slid down my abs but kept going. Straight inside my pants.

With a handful of my cock, Jade kissed my neck and ears. Her touch was gentle and akin to a squeeze. But it successfully got me rock hard in moments.

“Now, I’m gonna blow you, and your mind” Jade said.

Jade kissed and caressed her way down my torso, taking time to treat my pecs with extra affection.

“It’s time to unwrap my present,” Jade said with a wicked smile.

I leaned back to get comfortable, while Jade undid my press stud and removed my pants.

“Well, aren’t you the gifted one. I bet Abbe that Anton would be the bigger, but now I’m not so sure,” Jade said.

Jade traced the outline of my cock through my trunks.

“It’s eight inches or this is all a dream,” Jade said squealing with excitement.

After licking her lips, Jade placed small kisses onto the head of my cock through the soft cotton.

“Now let’s take a peek,” Jade continued.

As Jade pulled my trunks down, I saw her expression change from excitement to lust.

“Hell yeah, that is going deep into my arse, later,” Jade said.

I gathered from the comment she still had her cock intact. But to be honest, I didn’t care either way. I needed to feel her lips wrap around my cock.

Starting with kisses to my scrotum, Jade worked her way up to, and on to, my shaft. Her tongue action was deliberate and well-placed. She knew every pleasure spot and exactly how to give maximum joy. Jade moved one hand to my shaft and started a stroking rhythm. The other hand massaged my sack. Meanwhile, her tongue delighted my cock head with occasional soft kisses adding stimulation.

“I’m a little worried I’m not gonna be able to take you all,” Jade said.

I felt a few butterfly kisses get placed on the tip.

“Just kidding, tonight you’re all mine,” Jade said talking to my cock.

Jade plunged her mouth and throat over my cock and deep-throated me. She held my cock captive for ten seconds before rising and licking under the head.

“How was that?” Jade asked.

“Fucking delicious. Do it again,” I moaned.

With two hands on my shaft, Jade consumed the top of my cock, working up a steady rhythm. Each time her lips reached the cock head, her tongue tickled and teased to please.

“Oh, yeah, faster,” I said.

Jade upped the speed but maintained the short stroke to excite more deeply. Her pace increased, then decreased as she deferred my orgasm as long as possible.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

Jade increased the speed until the pleasure consumed me. With a grunt and a groan, I let go a river of nectar into her mouth. She didn’t skip a beat and swallowed the bounty with delight.

“That was insane,” I said.

Jade moved up and stared deep into my eyes.

“I’m glad you enjoyed our first act together,” Jade said.

“You are a goddess,” I said.


CHAPTER TWELVE


“I DON’T THINK I’d know how to repay the favour,” I said between kisses.

“Don’t worry, I’m sure you’ll think of something,” Jade said.

Suddenly, it struck me she expected me to give and take. How did I feel about that? Well there’s only one way to find out, I suppose.

“Do you want me to suck you?” I asked.

“That can wait until later. Right now, I want to feel that horse dick of yours deep inside me,” Jade replied.

Jade slid her hand back down onto my semi-hard cock. Meanwhile, she playfully bit my lips and exchanged nectar with me.

“Are you ready for the unveiling?” Jade asked.

I was a little scared by what she said but went with it anyway.

“Sure. Bring it on,” I said.

“You’re in for a treat,” Jade said.

Jade moved from on top of me and stood by the bed. Her smiled glowed in the sunshine as she cautiously undid her belt and threw it aside. She unclasped the top button on her jeans, slid down the zipper and dropped her jeans to the floor.

“I’m tucked, so it’ll take a moment to show,” Jade said.

I tried to avert my gaze but froze in a moment of expectation.

Finally, Jade slid her white lace panties down to the floor before stepping out of them. As she lifted her leg, a three-inch flaccid cock freed itself and hung below a beautifully manicured crop of pubic hair. Uncut with a fully shaved scrotum, I couldn’t believe the excitement I felt as I admired this delicious view.

“Don’t worry, you’ll have plenty of time to play with that later,” Jade said with a broad smile.

Now completely naked, Jade jumped back onto the bed and straddled my legs. She reached forward and stroked my cock back to fully erect. She kissed and sucked the cock head to get it wet. In no time, it was hard and moist, and ready to rumble.

“I think he’s ready for my pussy now,” Jade said.

Jade spat on her hand and moistened her sphincter, being sure to leave it dripping wet. She moved forward to straddle my torso, while reaching back she positioned my cock for anal entry. With her hand stroking the shaft, I felt her sphincter envelop my cock, one inch at a time. Her muscles clenched and unclenched, slowly lowering her all the way down.

“Oh fuck, that’s everything I dreamt of,” Jade squealed.

Once her arse cheeks reached my pelvis, it was game on. No tentative steps, no subtle manoeuvres. It was pure brute force as her weight was applied to my cock and my pelvis. Using her legs to lift her, Jade started bouncing harder and harder with each stroke. My cock fit like a glove but was stimulated by her muscle movement with each stroke.

“Oh, my god. That’s amazing,” I said.

I found it hard to focus my vision but when I did, I saw Jade’s breasts swinging in time with her sweet little cock. All merely inches from my mouth. But I was too excited to do anything but lay back and enjoy the ride.

“That’s it, go deep,” Jade moaned.

Jade changed her action to allow each downstroke to achieve maximum depth. A wave of pure scintillation crossed her face each time I hit the target.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

But Jade had other plans. She stopped dead and turned one hundred and eighty degrees to face away from me.

Working my cock from another angle had the desired effect. While Jade continued to get the stimulation, my impending orgasm had reset itself for further down the line. With each upstroke, I saw our beautiful connection and with each downstroke her soft firm arse smacked against my stomach.

“I love your cock. Can I keep it?” Jade asked.

“It’s yours for as long as you want,” I replied.

Jade kept pumping away, screaming in pleasure as she did.

“Are you ready for the finale?” Jade asked.

Jade stopped and turned around again. My cock was deep inside her, and she leaned down and deeply kissed me. She started bouncing again like her life depended on it.

“You’re gonna come deep inside of me,” Jade said.

She bounced with renewed vigour as the sweat dripped off her forehead and onto my stomach. Her hair tumbled about her gorgeous face. But her smile never receded.

With each downward stroke, Jade’s eyes disappeared up into her head. She was in ecstasy and it was my cock doing all the work.

“I’m gonna come,” I moaned.

“Hold out as long as you can,” Jade said.

Each bash of Jade’s arse inspired me to hold out. I knew my actions provided extreme pleasure and wanted it to last forever. And each time my cock hit her target, she squealed with excitement.

“Yes, yes,” Jade screamed.

As her arse hit my pelvis, my cock erupted sending a stream of warm sweet nectar deep inside. I grabbed her hips and held her deep while my seed invaded her sweet canal.

Jade leaned down and kissed me. I reached up and pulled her close. Her breathing was fast and high, and sweat poured off her breasts onto my torso. But I didn’t want to lose this feeling, this most intimate of connections.

“Fuck that was amazing,” I said.

“You did well for a newbie,” Jade said.

“Let’s just say you bring out the best in me,” I said.

“That better not be your best. We’ve only started,” Jade said.

I kissed Jade and explored every inch of her mouth. We were one, finally, no matter who tried to intervene.

“Abbe’s gonna be jealous when I show her photos of your cock,” Jade said.

“You’re joking, right,” I said.

“Hell no, that’s the finest piece of pure A-grade stud I’ve ever had the pleasure of savouring. You’ve spoilt me for life,” Jade said.

“How about we keep that between the two of us. I’d hate to have to fight Abbe off again,” I said.

“She wouldn’t believe me anyway. Let’s keep it our not-so-little-secret,” Jade said.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


PARIS WAS EVERYTHING I’d dreamed of. Not that I saw much of it this trip. Only what we could through the windows. Jade and I barely left the room, preferring to spend every waking hour in each other’s arms. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to find love with my best friend. And speaking of love, our intimate times were off the charts. We didn’t get to climb the Eiffel Tower, or visit The Louvre, or see much of Paris at all. But I’ll always remember the French capital for the most beautiful sight, Jade.

It wasn’t like Anton was the third wheel. He didn’t return from visiting Veronica for a full three days. When he did return, he was so chilled and relaxed, he’d definitely put jetlag and Abbe well out of his mind. He also returned with a renewed appreciation of the arts. In particular dance. The stories he told of Veronica’s flexibility and stamina put Pre-season to shame. I don’t know if he returned fitter, but he sure was happier, and way more experienced.

Jade confirmed Abbe made it back to Utrecht, eventually. It took several calls over about two weeks, but she made it back home in one piece. Apparently, she was involved in plenty of action along the way and took more than a few side trips to get home. But she made friends quickly and was always one to go with the flow. I think much of the dramas were her way of protesting about Jade and my hook-up. Another thing to add to Abbe’s jealousy list, I reckon.

We called Coach De Bruin from our room in Paris before we left. Ever wise, he read the body language and knew we’d consummated the friendship. After welcoming me to the family, he threatened to beat the daylights out of me if I ever did wrong by Jade. And I knew he meant it, and he probably would do it, too. I kept to my word and protected both the Kombi and Jade. And Coach De Bruin was forever grateful I did.

But with so much happening in the first week of the European Odyssey, I only imagined what the following eleven weeks of the trip would bring. But, as they say, that’s another story altogether.
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HIDING OUT
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Ever had the impulse to help out a stranger for no real reason? No, really put your life on the line for someone.

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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?


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

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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

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