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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“MAXWELL, I GOT notification from the bank. The money has cleared. The road trip is on,” I said.

“So, you’re driving halfway across the US with a guy you’ve never met called Blair,” Maxwell said.

“He’s from Seattle. How weird can he be?” I said.

With less than a week before Summer Break, I was nervous about finding a companion for the road trip west. Forty-two-hours of driving was not something I wanted to do solo. But with a companion to keep me awake, it was all clear for the four-day drive from North Carolina to Washington State.

“I can’t believe you’ve snagged a paid research project. And one sponsored by NASA. That’ll lift your resume into superstar status,” I said.

“It’s gonna be a lot of work, and I won’t get much of a break, but yeah, I’m terribly excited,” Maxwell said.

Maxwell had been my roommate for my full three years at Duke University. We were called the odd couple. Though we both studied Mechanical Engineering, I secured a basketball scholarship and Max an academic scholarship. We were paired by the faculty to ensure I got the marks needed to keep playing ball.

“Are you gonna get back to Boston at all this summer?” I asked.

“Just for the week between Christmas and New Year,” Maxwell replied.

“Well, be sure to Skype me regularly. I want to know what’s happening on the research front. And the romance front,” I said smiling.

In reality, the pairing of Maxwell and me had helped both of us. When I first met Maxwell, he’d never spoken to a college girl. Three years later, he’d attended several frat parties and had his first relationship under his belt. It didn’t last more than a few weeks. Neither was sure how to proceed. So, it fizzled out. But it was an important first step for him.

“I wouldn’t be surprised if you and Natasha hook up. I can feel the romantic tension between you two,” I said.

“We’re purely work colleagues, nothing more,” Maxwell said.

“And that’s the attitude you gotta change. As your virtual wingman, I’ll do whatever it takes to make this thing happen,” I said.

Natasha was Maxwell’s research partner. She was smart, attractive in a bookish way, and extremely competitive. The two top students in our course, they earned the brilliant career opportunity. One of my final year goals was to hook them up. And I rarely missed my goals. They were perfect for each other, but it wasn’t gonna happen without my intervention.

“Where will the road trip take you?” Maxwell asked.

“Night one Chicago, night two Dickinson, night three Spokane and into Seattle after lunch on day four,” I replied.

“That’s a lot of driving. Why didn’t you fly?” Maxwell asked.

“The Bulls have suggested I visit them in Chicago on the way,” I replied.

I had to pinch myself as I said the words.

“Also, I want to check out the Portland Trailblazers and Indiana Pacers programs, on the way back,” I added.

“And, as the Bulls have provided you the car, I suppose it’s only fitting you drive,” Maxwell said.

“Exactly. Plus, what better way to cross the US than in a brand-new Mustang GT?” I said.

I’d been on the radar of the Chicago Bulls since my freshman year at Duke. The only freshman to get a start in the playoffs, my profile had risen rapidly. And with only a year until I graduated, the franchise had stepped up their game. Under pressure to turn pro a year early, I was determined to graduate first. Don’t get me wrong, I loved basketball. But professional sport careers weren’t stable, so I wanted a strong backup plan.

“Tell me about this Blair character you’re travelling with?” Maxwell asked.

“I’ve never met him. All I know is he’s a first year Theatre Studies major,” I replied.

“And you’ve committed to spend four days with him in a car crossing the US,” Maxwell said.

“Well, at least he’ll be able to entertain me if the radio reception fades,” I said with a smile.

“I hope for your sake he knows how to hold a decent conversation. Four days is a long time for someone like you to be quiet,” Maxwell said.

Realistically, I was more concerned about going four days without exercise. At 6ft 5in and 205 lbs, it had taken me three years of hard work in the gym to get game toughened. Without morning sessions with my trainer, I had to be disciplined. That meant running five miles each morning followed by at least an hour of weights. Even when I was on the road.

“You do realise this will probably be your last visit home in a long time, don’t you?” Maxwell said.

“Yeah, I know. I owe my folks everything. But with studying and basketball, I won’t get this opportunity ever again. And remember, after basketball you’re gonna recruit me to NASA,” I said.

Fellow students always underestimated me academically. When you appear like an athlete and play on one of the highest rated NCAA college teams, people assume you are a jock. But I loved engineering as much as basketball. I’d always been fascinated by how things worked, a trait I’d picked up from my mechanic father.

As departure day loomed, I started reminiscing about the fond times I’d had growing up. An idyllic childhood, it had set a platform for my success. My parents had brought me up to understand anything was possible. You needed to want it and work hard to make it happen. And when I became the first member of the Ford family to attend university, it was a proud moment for everyone.

“Be sure to call me each night and let me know how the road trip’s going,” Maxwell said.

“I will. But you don’t need a wingman. Be confident and ask Natasha out. I promise you she’ll say yes,” I said.

“That’s easy for you to say. No one has ever said no to you,” Maxwell said.


CHAPTER TWO


DAY ONE OF the road trip, I woke at 5:00 am ready to hit the road an hour later.

“Don’t forget to call when you make it to Chicago. And be sure to impress the Chicago Bulls coaching-staff,” Maxwell said.

“I will. And you know the first question I’m gonna ask, don’t you?” I said.

“I know. Have I asked out Natasha yet?” Maxwell asked.

“Exactly,” I replied.

I drove across campus to the address Blair had provided. Once parked out front, I texted Blair before spending a few minutes getting the road trip music sorted. I kept an eye on the dorms, looking for a theatre guy as I fiddled with the technology. About to text Blair again, I received a message.

“Can you pop the boot for me, honey?” Blair messaged.

“Sure thing,” I responded before glancing out the mirrors to spot Blair.

What I saw left me speechless. A girl carried two suitcases towards the back of the Mustang.

“Can I help you?” I asked jumping out of the car to stop her.

“Sure, you can put the pink suitcase in the boot for me, if you like,” the girl replied.

“Are you Blair’s girlfriend?” I asked.

“No such luck, doll. I’m Blair,” the girl replied holding out her hand.

I nearly swallowed my tongue. Standing in front of me was an attractive young girl, around 5ft 10in tall with long brunette hair with blonde streaks, and the most gorgeous dimples I’d ever seen. She dressed a little slutty, in a leather mini, a see-through white silk blouse and black four-inch stiletto sandals.

“Sorry, did you say you’re Blair?” I asked.

“That’s my name. Don’t wear it out,” Blair replied.

“But you are supposed to be a guy,” I said.

“That’s what they keep telling me. But here I am,” Blair said.

“Are we gonna get this show on the road, or do you want to keep staring at my legs?” Blair asked.

“I’m sorry if I made you feel uncomfortable. I’m just a little shocked,” I replied.

“That makes two of us. I’d have tucked if I knew I’d be sitting next to a hunk of a guy like you for four days,” Blair said.

Unsure what the comment meant, I walked across and opened the door for Blair.

“A gentleman. So rare to see in this day and age,” Blair commented.

Watching Blair get into the car, I felt my pants tighten as her leather mini pointed my way.

“Let me confirm this. We aren’t waiting for Blair, because you are Blair?” I said.

“Correct, honey. Gee what are you studying, Rocket Science?” Blair asked.

“In essence, yes,” I replied.

As we left the Duke University campus, I switched on some music to give me time to collect myself. ‘Born to Run’ by Bruce Springsteen blared out of the surround sound speakers.

“I’ve put together a playlist for the Road trip. I hope you like classic rock?” I asked a little loudly.

“I’ve diverse taste when it comes to music. All genres are welcome. As long as it’s got a solid melody and a pumping beat, I’m happy,” Blair replied.

Once we hit the Interstate, ‘Jack and Dianne’ by John Mellencamp played.

“I expected you to be a guy,” I said.

“Oh, aren’t you so sweet. I could just bottle you,” Blair said.

Again, the words I understood, but I had no concept of the meaning.

“Tell me a little about yourself, honey?” Blair asked.

I gave Blair a brief overview of my academic and sporting background.

“I thought I recognised you. You’re that guy the Chicago Bulls are chasing,” Blair said.

“That’s right. And this car is provided by them,” I said.

Blair crossed her ankles about thirty minutes into the trip and her incredible muscle tone became obvious.

“They’re the legs of an athlete,” I said a little more loudly than I planned.

“Thanks for noticing, honey. I’ve been a dancer for too many years to remember,” Blair said.

“I figured I’d go quite hard today, as I’ve got tickets to the Bulls game tonight. Would you like to come along?” I asked.

“I’m more than happy to see you go hard. And I adore watching basketball, too,” Blair replied.

We reached Winston-Salem in reasonable time and headed towards our lunch stop of Dayton, Ohio.

“Tell me the Blair Crisp story?” I asked.

“Well, I’m a Theatre Studies major. I’ve finished my first year and have three more to go,” Blair replied.

“And you’ve always been a dancer?” I asked.

“I’m majoring in dance, acting and singing. I’ve always been a triple threat, honey. But I’ve danced ballet since I was six years old. That’s where it started for me,” Blair replied.

“I hear it’s quite physical,” I said.

“It takes years of practice and dedication, that’s for sure,” Blair said.

“Why Duke?” I asked. “Given it’s so far away from home.”

“Because it’s so far away from home, honey. My family life growing up wasn’t wonderful. Hence, I chose to get away to start a new life,” Blair replied.

“Nothing too sinister?” I asked.

“My father is a Minister and doesn’t approve of my life choices,” Blair replied.

The conversation continued effortlessly, and in no time, we pulled into Dayton.

“I hope you don’t mind if I have a quick walk through the Air Force Museum while we are in town?” I asked.

“Knock yourself out, sweetheart. I’m in your big strong hands,” Blair replied.

As I pulled up at the National Air Museum, I noticed Blair’s shirt button had come undone. I clearly saw her pert young breast, cupped by a beautiful white lace bra.

“Do you like what you see, honey?” Blair asked.

“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have been so rude,” I replied.

“That’s why I bought them. To get hot young guys like you to take notice,” Blair quipped.

“Again, I’m sorry. It won’t happen again,” I said.

“If I didn’t want them ogled at, sweetie, I’d cover them up,” Blair said with a massive smile.


CHAPTER THREE


ONCE INSIDE THE museum, we grabbed some takeaway and headed for the exhibitions. Highlights for me included the Apollo 15 command module. To understand the cramped quarters astronauts lived in for days on end was incredible. And everything had a distinctive old airplane smell. Like the fresh air had been limited for a little too long.

The museum was awesome, overflowing with history. I was careful not to walk too far. After all, Blair wore fashionable but uncomfortable looking shoes. But we did get to see the Memphis Belle and the airplane that dropped an atomic bomb on Nagasaki.

“Thanks for taking me there, honey. It’s not something I would have seen otherwise,” Blair said touching my arm as we got back in the car.

I felt a wave of excitement from the touch. I’d been presented with a wonderful opportunity to get to know someone quite amazing. Someone, I would never have bumped into otherwise.

On the way out of town, I stopped at a roadhouse to fill up the petrol. As I refuelled, I noticed a motorbike pull up a few pumps over. Suddenly, Blair jumped out of the car and fronted the biker. I kept an eye on the action, readying myself to jump in if needed. But after a lot of heated discussion, Blair returned to the car.

“Who was the guy on the motorcycle?” I asked.

“Oh, he’s nobody,” Blair replied.

“He seems to have gotten you terribly worked up,” I said.

“He’s just a guy I know,” Blair said.

“If you don’t want to tell me, that’s okay,” I said.

“He’s my ex,” Blair said.

“Okay, and I gather it didn’t end well?” I asked.

“Not particularly. But it’s over, and he needs to move on,” Blair replied.

“Anything I can help with?” I asked.

“Not really. I told him to stop following us,” Blair replied.

“How long has he been following us?” I asked.

“Since we left Duke,” Blair replied.

“Shit, that’s dedication. Are you sure everything is fine?” I asked.

“Well, I suppose I owe you an explanation, honey,” Blair replied.

Blair told me the guy’s name was Snake. A member of the local MC, Blair and Snake had dated for three months. But they had been broken up for the past three months.

“He must have really liked you,” I said.

“He treated me like shit most of the time,” Blair said.

“Then why is he still chasing you?” I asked.

“He wants me to work for him again,” Blair replied.

It turned out Blair danced at a local Strip Club in order to make money for tuition and living expenses. Snake met Blair at a rival Strip Club one night and was impressed enough to recruit her. Trouble is, dating Snake was part of the deal. But three months later, Blair hated the control and abuse. So, she left and returned to her previous employer.

“I think he’s still following us,“ I said.

“He’ll lose interest soon enough,” Blair said.

“Is he dangerous?” I asked.

“Not likely,” Blair replied.

“Then why is he still following us?” I asked.

“I might have told him a little white lie,” Blair replied.

“And what would that be?” I asked.

“That you and I were dating. And you were taking me home to meet your parents,” Blair replied.

Brilliant. Now I was being pursued by a biker with a grudge against me. Unsure how to respond, I was a little pissed I’d been dragged into the middle of Blair’s domestic. Still, if she was in harm’s way, I would do the right thing and help out.

“Why do you want to be an engineer, honey?” Blair asked.

“I’ve always been useful with my hands, and had a desire to know how things work,” I replied.

“What was the highlight for you back there?” Blair asked.

“The space stuff is my passion,” I replied.

I went on to tell Blair of my dream to work for NASA or SpaceX one day.

“Space holds the greatest challenges for an engineer. The conditions a spaceship has to endure simply to leave the atmosphere are ridiculous,” I said.

“Well I hope you realise your dream, sweetheart. You don’t appear to fall short on many of them,” Blair said.

I caught a view of Snake again as we cruised through the suburbs of Indianapolis. And again, as we stopped for fuel in Lafayette. It didn’t appear Snake had gotten the message. As I waited for the fuel to fill, Blair got out of the car to stretch and get a drink. As she walked into the shop, I found myself staring at her leather miniskirt swaying back and forth. There was always something about an athletic body that turned me on.

“Do you have a girlfriend, honey?” Blair asked once we got going.

“Not currently. I’m too busy with my studies and my sport right now,” I replied.

“But you’re on a ten-week holiday,” Blair said with a twinkle in her eye.

“Yes, but I’m heading home to spend time with my folks, not for some random hook-up,” I said.

“Well, aren’t we a bit touchy,” Blair said.

“I wasn’t meaning to be. But I need to be careful, else all my plans could come crashing down,” I said.

“Well, if you decide you want to explore your options, I’m happy to assist at any time,” Blair said.

“I’m not quite sure what you mean,” I said.

“If you’re curious or questioning things, I’m more than happy to help you work through it, honey,” Blair said with a wink.

“I’m still no closer to understanding,” I said.

“We’ll be sharing a room on this trip,” Blair said.

“Yeah, we need to keep costs down,” I said.

“Well, if you want to have sex with a transgender girl, let me know. I’d be excited to introduce you to one of life’s true delights,” Blair said with a smile.


CHAPTER FOUR


THE TRIP FROM Lafayette to Chicago was uncomfortable. I wasn’t sure what to say or where to focus. I’d been thrown a complete curve ball by Blair’s comment. And her education offer had done nothing to help. I had three more days in a car and hotel room with a transgender girl who obviously fancied me. And there was the return trip to follow in ten weeks.

“Take a left at the third set of traffic lights, honey. It’s on the right about three hundred meters up the road,” Blair said.

“One, two, three,” I said.

“It’s the red brick one, Chinatown Hotel,” Blair said.

I pulled into street parking out front.

Blair checked in while I grabbed the bags. Cheap and cheerful may have overestimated the facilities of the hotel. But it was a place to stay for a single night. The room was tight, with only a Double bed and a small desk with television. A separate bathroom with a door, contained a toilet, shower and sink.

“What time do we need to get to the United Centre?” Blair asked.

I’d hoped she’d forgotten about the invite. I still wasn’t sure how I felt about her revelation.

“We need to leave in fifteen minutes,” I replied.

“I’ll be ready in ten,” Blair said heading off to the bathroom.

True to her word, Blair returned from the bathroom ten minutes later. It was what she wore that surprised me. All three elements. Firstly, she wore an oversize Chicago Bulls singlet. Second, she wore a pair of black four-inch stiletto over the knee boots. Thirdly, she wore a smile. The minute I saw her open the door, I felt my pants tighten.

“I take it you like my outfit. My eyes are up here,” Blair said.

“I’m sorry,” I said trying to shake myself into action.

“Don’t worry. I know you’re only a horny teenage guy with little self-control,” Blair said smiling.

The Mustang came with free parking at the United Centre, so we got to our seats quickly. And the seats were a row behind the bench. I was in heaven. I got to hear the coaches in action and all the discussions between the players and staff. As we sat and waited for the game to start, the television crew did a scan of the audience. They called it kiss cam. After showing around one hundred members of the audience, the camera stopped on Blair and me.

“Kiss, kiss, kiss,” chanted the audience.

I shook my head and tried to get it to move on. The crowd booed before chanting again.

“Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone you kissed me. It’ll be our little secret,” Blair said.

I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t want to offend Blair, but I didn’t want this kiss to go to a national television audience.

“Kiss, kiss, kiss,” chanted the audience.

There was no way this could be avoided. I turned around and lightly kissed Blair on the lips. The crowd erupted into a chorus of boos.

“If you’re gonna do it, do it properly. I’m up for it, so to speak,” Blair said.

I turned around and kissed Blair more passionately. She took the initiative and pulled the back of my neck to explore my mouth with her tongue. The kiss was wonderful. Very passionate. I felt tingling throughout my body as I stared deep into Blair’s eyes.

The crowd erupted into a massive round of applause. After the kiss, Blair and I stood and bowed in several directions before settling in for the game.

“There you go. You’ve taken one for the team,” Blair said.

I felt Blair’s arm rest against mine and the toe of her boot softly rub my leg.

The game was toughly contested with the coaches interacting with the team throughout. At half time Chicago held a ten-point lead. As I headed off for a drink, I got a tap on the shoulder.

“We have a special guest here tonight,” the Announcer said.

“All the way from Duke University in North Carolina, please welcome future number one draft pick, Vince Ford,” the Announcer added.

I was ushered to the centre of the court where legend Scottie Pippen stood.

“Scottie Pippen has issued you a challenge, Vince. The first to sink ten three-pointers wins,” the Announcer added.

“Are you up for the challenge Vince?” the Announcer asked.

I had nowhere to go.

“Hell, yeah. Bring it on Scottie,” I replied.

Both dressed in civvies, we slid around the floor but managed to make a high percentage of shots. In the end, my tenth ball dropped while Scottie’s tenth ball was in the air. I’d won by a whisker.

The Bulls ended up winning by fifteen points. As the game was decided with five minutes to go, I was happy to see the bench players get decent minutes. As the final buzzer sounded, I got asked to join the team in the change room.

“Are you gonna be alright, Blair?” I asked.

“Sure, you go ahead. I’ll get a cab back,” Blair replied.

Mixing with the Bulls was a high point. I even got a chance to hang out with Scottie and a few of the legends. But after two hours, I headed back to the hotel.

“Evening, Mr Ford. Here’s your key. Miss Crisp is in the bar, if you are looking for her,” the Receptionist said.

I walked into the bar to find Blair at a table in the corner, in a heated discussion with Snake.

“Hey babe. Who’s your friend?” I asked leaning in for a kiss.

“This is Snake,” Blair replied with a smile.

“Anyway, I can’t wait to help you out of that uniform. Let’s head upstairs,” I said.

Blair stood and walked arm in arm with me to the lift. I felt Snake’s eyes on me the whole time. Once inside the lift, I glanced across and smiled at Snake.

“Thank you for keeping up the pretence,” Blair said.

“What pretence,” I said with a smile.

As we got to our room, my phone rang. It was a Skype call.

“Vince, you are all over the news,” Maxwell said.

“I didn’t mean to beat Scottie. I was in the zone,” I said.

“That’s not the news story. It’s about you and a mystery girl kissing in the audience,” Maxwell said.

“You mean this one?” I asked turning the phone towards Blair.

“Yeah, that’d be the one. I’m sorry for disturbing you,” Maxwell replied stuttering.

“Brother, have you asked Natasha out yet?” I asked.

“Not yet. I got close today, but chickened out,” Maxwell replied.

“I’m gonna ask you every day,” I said before hanging up.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


THE MORNING OF day two, I awoke around 5:30 am. The curtains were fully drawn, making it pitch black. I was worried about accidentally touching something I shouldn’t.

“Turn off that bloody light, honey,” Blair said.

“I’m getting dressed. Then I’ll be gone for an hour or so,” I said.

As I ran along the edge of Lake Michigan, I soaked in the beauty of the windy city. This town had a wonderful rich history. It felt exciting to be breathing the rarefied air. But the history that intrigued me most centred around the two ‘three-peats’ the Chicago Bulls basketball team had achieved in the nineties. Simply to stand on the boards MJ and Scottie had called home was an incredible buzz.

An hour later, I walked back into the hotel room. Dark and deathly quiet, Blair was exactly where I’d left her. I opened the curtains to the brilliant sunshine.

“Rise and shine. It’s time to wake up and get ready for the new day,” I said.

“Go away. How can you be so chirpy at this time of the night?” Blair said.

“Come on sleepy head. We’ve got another fourteen-hour drive ahead of us,” I said sarcastically.

I walked towards the bed and pulled the bedclothes back. I hadn’t figured Blair would be sleeping nude.

“What’s the matter? You’ve never seen morning wood before?” Blair asked.

I stood frozen to the spot, staring at Blair’s body. It confused me and excited me all at once.

“My eyes are up here, honey. But it’s nice to know you like what you see,” Blair said sitting up before slowly strolling to the bathroom in her birthday suit.

I glanced down and readjusted my boner.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know you’d be naked,” I said.

“That’s okay, sweetheart. I decided not to wear my Chicago Bulls singlet to bed. I thought it might get you a bit too excited. But no damage done. My not-so-little secret was bound to come out sooner or later,” Blair said.

Blair was ready to go in record time. Fifteen minutes after she entered the bathroom, a gorgeous young girl emerged. Wearing the tiniest of blue denim shorts, I wondered how they contained her expansive boy bits. A bright red logo tee and red strappy four-inch platform sandals completed her outfit. Sort of Daisy Duke, if she was a pole dancer.

Wanting to move on from the embarrassment quickly, I suggested we stop at a diner for breakfast an hour or so out of town. The Wedge Inn Cafe in Janesville ended up more than just a place to fill our stomachs.

“I’m off to the loo. Can you order me the biggest breakfast they have?” I asked.

“Sure, honey, I assume that means juice, protein, carbs, the lot,” Blair replied.

When I arrived back, I found Blair chatting to a girl dressed in a flowing and flowery sundress. She had the broadest smile.

“Honey, my friend Freedom here is after a lift. Have we got room?” Blair asked as I sat.

“I’m not sure. I just saw Snake outside, heading west,” I replied.

“Perhaps he’ll feel a bit shy if there’s a crowd,” Blair said.

“You’ll need to sit in the back, but I reckon we can squeeze you in. Where are you headed?” I asked.

“Out of Janesville. I don’t mind where. I’m searching for an adventure,” Freedom replied.”

That wasn’t the answer I expected, but a 5ft skinny hippy girl didn’t appear to be too much risk. And Blair was right. Another person in the car might deter Snake.

“Welcome to our road trip, Freedom. That’s an unusual name,” I said.

“My family live in a community about twenty miles out of town,” Freedom said.

“What, like a commune, with free love and all that?” Blair asked.

“I guess you could describe it that way. And yes, there was a lot of love between the elders,” Freedom replied.

As we drove towards Minneapolis, Freedom described her upbringing. Uncertain who her father was, Freedom knew she needed to hit the road to find true love.

“But I don’t want to ruin your romantic getaway,” Freedom said.

“Don’t worry, we’re not an item,” I said.

“Well, it’s early days. But not yet, at least,” Blair said with a wink.

“You’re welcome to stay with us until you find somewhere that takes your fancy,” I said noticing a smile flood across Freedom’s pretty face.

Blair seemed happy to have Freedom travelling with us. Someone else to chat too.

“We’ll be going all the way to Seattle. So, you’ll have plenty of wonderful options. Have a think about where you want to get dropped off. In the meanwhile, it’ll be nice to have some female company,” I added.

I glanced across to Blair who threw me the dirtiest of looks.

“Sorry, I should have said, it’ll be nice to have some more female company,” I said.

Blair moved her hand across and placed it on my knee.

“Thanks sweetheart. I should have been more discreet this morning,” Blair said.

“That’s fine but it was a bit of a shock. It left me feeling inadequate,” I said with a smile.

“You must have seen a few contenders in the locker rooms,” Blair said not skipping a beat.

“Not sitting erect, and a few inches below a perfect set of breasts,” I said.

“Oh, you think my breasts are perfect, do you? And don’t worry. You’ll get used to the sight of my cock soon enough,” Blair said.

I wasn’t sure I wanted to get used to it. But Blair was extremely proud of her body and wasn’t shy about showing it off. For all intents and purposes, I saw Blair as a girl. Even having seen her impressive morning wood, there was nothing that even hinted at her being male.

After fourteen hours of driving, we pulled into the car park of our day two hotel, La Quinta Inn and Suites. Freedom paid the ten dollars for the suite upgrade. The room was generous and contained two double beds, a desk, an armchair and a sideboard with television. While the decoration was bold, it was clean and comfortable. All we needed was to work out who slept where.


CHAPTER SIX


“WE’VE GOT THREE solid options for dinner. Mexican, Thai or a Grill,” Blair said.

“I’d kill for a steak,” I said before anyone could object.

“Brickhouse Grill it is. I’ll let reception know,” Blair said.

The girls occupied the bathroom for the first hour. I didn’t mind as it gave me a chance to catch up on the sports scores.

“Who’s the mystery girl dating top NBA draft pick Vince Ford?” said the Announcer.

“Honey, we’re on the news,” I yelled out.

Blair came running out of the bathroom with only a towel wrapped around her.

“See, I didn’t look too slutty last night,” Blair said.

“I think it was borderline, but it worked,” I said.

“You’re such a cute couple,” Freedom said.

The girls disappeared for another twenty minutes. It was the longest I’d seen Blair take to get ready. I was curious as to how she would reappear.

“Are you ready to see the made-over Blair?” Freedom asked.

“Sure, why not,” I replied.

As Blair walked out of the bathroom, I felt my jaw hit the floor.

“My god, you are stunning,” I said.

“Oh, this little thing,” Blair said.

“No, I mean it. You look amazing,” I said leaving my mouth open.

Blair wore a flowing yellow dress covered with flowers. Her hair was blown out and her makeup applied subtly while highlighting her ice blue eyes, pouty lips and cutest little dimples. A white belt held her waist in tightly and a small white shrug flowed across her shoulders. A pair of more conservative white four-inch stiletto sandals completed the outfit.

“You might want to put your tongue back in,” Blair said with a smile.

“It’s obvious you like what you see,” Freedom said.

I tried to adjust my raging boner, before thinking of something cool to say.

“I can’t believe that’s you. You seem so elegant,” I said.

“Well, if I’m part of Chicago’s next ‘It Couple’, I needed to lift my game,” Blair said.

“Well done, Freedom. The transformation is incredible,” I said.

“When you’ve got this much natural beauty to work with. It’s not too hard,” Freedom said.

Dinner was nothing short of a meat feast. I felt my iron levels increasing throughout the meal much like Prince Planet’s pendant refilling.

“I can’t believe you are a trained singer and dancer,” Freedom said to Blair.

“Been doing both all my life,” Blair said.

“I’ve never done either in front of a crowd. It must be scary,” Freedom said.

“Well, it’s been Vince’s choice for dinner, so how about we do something for the girls after dinner?” Blair suggested.

“Why not. As long as they have the facilities in town.” I replied.

I grabbed my phone and Googled dance clubs. Four Strip Clubs, but no dance club. I checked out the bars. They do karaoke at ‘The Rock’. Bingo.

As I finished my second helping of hot apple pie, I threw my serviette onto the plate to signal the feast was completed.

“Let’s hit ‘The Rock’, girls,” I said.

“I can’t wait to get my karaoke on,” Blair said.

‘The Rock’ wasn’t your typical country pub. Hip and happening, it had over two hundred patrons, making it the pumping place in town.

“What do you want to sing?” Blair asked Freedom.

“I didn’t think there’d be all these people here,” Freedom replied.

To encourage Freedom, Blair signed up for the karaoke competition. Little did we know that ‘The Rock’ hosted the North Dakota Karaoke League. The competition was extremely strong and intimidated Freedom from the get-go.

“I’m signed up. I’ll show you how easy it is,” Blair said.

Blair sang the lights out. With limited options she chose ‘Because The Night’ by Patti Smith. And she freakin’ nailed it. While dressed all feminine and demure, Blair also rocked the arse out of one of Bruce Springsteen’s best songs. She got a roaring response from the crowd including the MC and took home the $500 prize. But that only served to intimidate Freedom further.

“How about we get you dancing instead?” I said to Freedom.

“As long as the crowd is much smaller,” Freedom said.

I Googled some options.

“The sleaziest Strip Club in town appears to be ‘Mountain Dolls’. I bet they’ll have next to no-one there. And we can have the run of the place,” I said.

‘Mountain Dolls’ was slightly less impressive than the name suggested. It was a dive, a dump and with less than four patrons, perfect for our needs. Blair instantly took to the stage to try things out. Some of her moves were insanely provocative. I called her over.

“Don’t scare Freedom off, again,” I said.

“But don’t you want me to dance for you?” Blair said.

Freedom took to the pole like a duck to water. Her yoga background meant she had flexibility men can only dream about. Pretty soon, every guy in the dive was ignoring the professionals and stuffing ten spots into her bra and panties.

“I think you’ve created a monster,” I said.

“Oh shit. It’s Snake,” Blair said.

I scanned across and sure enough Snake was front row and enjoying Freedom’s show. She appeared to be in the zone and Snake was mesmerised by Freedom’s unique style. After four or five songs, Freedom collected more than $250 in tips and sat down to drink with Snake. We kept an eye on her, but it all seemed amicable. Half an hour later, she came back to join us. And she brought Snake with her.

“This nice man just offered me a job. He has a club in North Carolina,” Freedom said.

“Yes, we know this man quite well,” I said.

“I know I’ve been hassling you, Blair. But I can see you’ve moved on with the basketball player. So, I need to move on too,” Snake said.

“How do we know we can trust you?” I asked.

“I’ll swear on my colours,” Snake replied.

I glanced at Blair and she nodded in agreement.

“We’ll be sorry to see you go, Freedom. But if this is what you want, we’ll all catch up for a meal when we get back to North Carolina in a few months,” I said.

“When are you off?” I asked.

“Tomorrow morning, but I’ll stay with Snake tonight,” Freedom replied with a giggle.

“So, it’s only you and me tonight. Which bed do you want?” I asked Blair.

“Which ever one you’re in will do fine,” Blair replied.


CHAPTER SEVEN


THE MORNING OF day three, I stuck to my plan and headed out for a run first thing. This time, I made sure to be quiet and not wake up Blair. While running out towards the airport, I marvelled at the night before. How amazing was Blair’s singing? And how stunning was she all dressed up? This girl continued to surprise and impress me.

“When is Freedom coming by to pick up her things?” I asked on my return.

“She’s already been,” Blair replied.

“But isn’t that her dress you borrowed last night?” I asked.

“We did a trade. Stripper clothes for elegant dresses,” Blair replied.

I was excited to think Blair had enjoyed the makeover. Perhaps I would get the benefit of her change of heart. She had all the assets. She plainly hadn’t established a style to suit her personality. But I saw how much she’d enjoyed being elegant and attractive. And not solely attracting the bad boys.

“The trip will take around twelve hours today. But if we make it to Spokane tonight, tomorrow will be a half day,” I said.

“It’d be nice to have a sleep-in tomorrow morning,” Blair said lightly touching my hand.

“Yes, tomorrow will be around six hours of driving,” I said.

“Well, I’m ready to go,” Blair said.

As Blair stepped out of the bathroom, I felt my heart start to pound faster. She wore a white floral skirt with blue and yellow flowers on it. This was teamed with a simple white V-neck t-shirt that showed some cleavage but didn’t flaunt it. Her hair was straightened and elegant, while her makeup was understated but daytime appropriate. Finally, she wore a pair of black four-inch stiletto ankle boots to give the outfit an edge.

“You are stunning,” I said.

“Thank you for the compliment, Mr Ford. You don’t look too bad yourself,” Blair said.

“Is that another one of Freedom’s outfits?” I asked.

“Part of the swap, yes,” Blair replied.

The terrain turned from plains to prairies soon after we left Dickinson. The Montana countryside was lush and green. And the sky got bluer as we headed west. The wind from the car’s air vents blew onto Blair’s lap, causing her dress to flicker. This drew attention to her toned and tanned legs, something which I struggled not to stare at anyway.

“Tell me about your future, post university?” I asked.

“I’d like to work in theatre, but it’s brutally competitive,” Blair replied.

“Anywhere in particular?” I asked.

“Los Angeles is the dream. But I don’t know if I’ll ever make it there,” Blair replied.

“Well, from what I heard last night, you’ve got the talent to go all the way,” I said.

“That’s kind of you, but it’s not easy being transgender and trying to find work,” Blair said.

“Do you have to tell them?” I asked.

“If it was only a local Strip Club or local theatre, I’d say no. But for the big time, I couldn’t hide it. Someone would find out,” Blair replied.

I’d never considered the challenges Blair faced. Getting a job was a massive one. Let alone finding a partner and settling down.

“What are you hoping to get out of your visit?” I asked.

“Well, you sure go for the awkward questions, don’t you? Where to start?” Blair replied.

“Wherever you feel comfortable,” I said with a smile.

“Neither of my parents know I’m transgender. They know I’m away at college, but think I’m still a guy,” Blair said.

“How did you hide the 38D cups last time you saw them?” I asked.

“You know your breast sizes don’t you. They’re a new addition. I’ve only had them three months,” Blair replied enthusiastically.

“They have no idea you’re now a woman?” I asked.

“Not an inkling. I repressed everything until I got away. When I started college, I got cast in my first female lead, and everything clicked into place,” Blair replied.

“Wow, you mean it’s only this past year you’ve been transgender?” I asked.

“That’s why I’m still trying to find my style,” Blair replied.

“Well, I think Freedom has definitely helped you there. And, I for one, hope you stick with it,” I said.

“You’re terribly kind. It’s surreal to know a hot straight guy like you finds me attractive,” Blair said.

As we approached Spokane, the mountains loomed larger on all sides and the roads became windy.

“Well, we’ll have to go out for a nice meal in a fine dining restaurant tonight. My treat,” I said.

“You’re gonna spoil me for any other guys, if this continues,” Blair said.

“It’s all part of my evil plan,” I said smiling.

“Well, it’s sure working a treat,” Blair said placing her hand on my thigh and squeezing gently.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


I PULLED THE car up to the Baymont by Wyndham as soon as we hit Spokane. The second I turned my phone on, I received three messages from Maxwell.

“Who’s the babe?” Maxwell messaged.

“Everyone’s asking me about your love interest,” Maxwell continued.

“I asked Natasha out,” Maxwell continued.

“I’ve booked us into Mizuna Restaurant and Wine bar for 6:30 pm. I’m gonna make a quick call then hit the gym,” I said as I dropped our luggage.

“Well, I’ll need all that time to get ready,” Blair said.

“Don’t change too much. You are perfect the way you are,” I said.

“Maxwell, tell me all about asking Natasha out,” I said.

“I haven’t actually asked her yet. But I knew you’d call me if I said I had. Who’s the babe?” Maxwell asked.

“It’s not what you think, we’re only friends,” I replied.

“At this stage, anyway,” Blair chimed in.

“Wow, have I caught you at a bad time, again,” Maxwell said.

“No, now is convenient. When are you gonna ask Natasha out?” I asked.

“It’s not that simple. She’s way out of my league,” Maxwell replied.

“That’s bullshit and we both know it. Do it, already. You’ll never know if you don’t give it a go,” I said.

“So, who’s the babe?” Maxwell whispered.

“I can still hear you, you know,” Blair interjected.

“Sorry, it’s hard to get information out of this guy,” Maxwell said.

“Well, if Vince won’t introduce us, I’ll do it myself. I’m Blair,” Blair said.

I snatched the telephone back. Please don’t let me be outed to my best friend.

“Nice to meet you, Blair,” Maxwell said.

“You never told me Blair was a hot chick,” Maxwell added.

“I didn’t know until we hit the road,” I said.

I hit the gym and took my phone, fully expecting Maxwell to suddenly call back and suggest I was gay. But it never happened. After punishing my body for fifty-five minutes, I headed back to prepare for dinner.

“Maxwell seems nice, honey. Perhaps you could introduce us when we get back,” Blair said.

“I don’t think he’ll still be on the market. Not if he mans-up and asks out Natasha,” I said.

“Are you ready for the grand unveiling,” Blair called out from the bathroom.

I turned towards the bathroom in expectation.

“What do you think?” Blair asked.

Blair wore a light blue long-sleeved jumper that wrapped across her breasts and left a three to four-inch bare midriff. She teamed it with skin-tight white jeans with obligatory knee and thigh rips, and a pair of baby blue four-inch stiletto pumps. Her hair was straightened and sat either side of her gorgeous dimples.

“You look stunning. Ten out of ten,” I replied.

“Well, you’d better hurry up and hit the showers if we’re gonna make the dinner reservation. And you might want to knock one out if you don’t want to be in agony all night. Here. Get your camera ready. I’ll do some poses for you,” Blair said.

I wasn’t sure what to think but picked up the phone and took two dozen shots of Blair in various poses.

“Glad to see all my time in the bathroom has been appreciated, honey. Can you Airdrop those photos to me as well?” Blair asked.

I sent a copy of the photos to Blair and got a message straight back. It was an additional photo. I opened it to see a photo of Blair standing in front of the bedroom mirror with her cock poking out from her pants.

“Delete it if you want. I wanted to complete the set for you,” Blair said.

I glanced at the photo and moved my hand towards the delete button. But as I adjusted my stiffening cock, I decided against deleting it. Everything in the photo appeared perfect, from the smile, to the breasts, to the legs, and even to the cock. I couldn’t look away and my cock was rock hard. So, I knocked one out to the image of Blair.

Dinner was wonderful, the food incredible, the service excellent and the wine list extensive. I couldn’t have asked for more. And Blair was playful yet elegant the whole night.

“Can I see where we are on Google Maps?” Blair asked.

“Sure, we’re staying here, and the restaurant is here,” I replied before Blair grabbed the phone.

“Nice to see you didn’t delete my photo,” Blair said.

“Well it completed the set,” I said with an embarrassed grin.

Blair handed the phone to a waiter, and we posed for a photo. She sent it with a message to Maxwell.

“Nailed it, how about you?” Blair messaged.

“I don’t think she’s into me,” Maxwell responded.

“Stop making excuses, call her now, or else I will,” Blair messaged.

Everything went silent for ten minutes.

“We’re going out Friday night,” Maxwell messaged.

Blair returned the phone to me.

“You can thank me later, honey. In private,” Blair said with a cute smile.

As we walked back to the motel, a couple of kids played basketball.

“Can we borrow the ball?” Blair said.

Off came the shoes and Blair did quite the impressive job of running a few layups.

“Did you play?” I asked.

“Up until I went to college,” Blair replied.

“Okay, challenge time. If you’re up to it,” I said.

“Are you trash talking me?” Blair asked.

“Let’s start with G-H-O-S-T. For each letter you get on me, I’ll give you whatever you like,” I replied.

“Fine, it’s a no-lose situation for me,” Blair said.

Blair grabbed the ball and tried shooting from the halfway line. Meanwhile, I focussed on regular shots. Within five minutes, Blair was G-H-O after missing three shots. I was only two misses from the win. That’s when it happened. A shot from the halfway line finally dropped in. I needed to make the same shot or Blair got a mini win.

With ten teenagers watching, my shot rimmed out. Blair came running and excitedly wrapped her arms around me.

“Now let me think. What reward will I choose?” Blair said.

Blair leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips. When I didn’t pull away, she broke through with her tongue and explored my mouth.

“Well, that wasn’t too bad,” I said.

“That wasn’t the reward. That was just because we both wanted to,” Blair said grinning.


CHAPTER NINE


I WOKE UP early and went for a solid fifty-minute run. Spokane offered some beautiful sights and the air was crisp and clear. The solitude gave me time to reflect on the night before. I couldn’t believe how much fun I’d had with Blair. It was like being on a date, but more enjoyable. And that kiss. Why wasn’t I grossed out?

Back in the room, I tried not to wake Blair as she’d requested a sleep in. I grabbed my phone and headed to the loo intent on catching up on social media and the news in general.

“Are you gonna be long, honey? I’m dying for a pee here,” Blair said.

“Sorry, I won’t be long,” I said.

“I hope you weren’t knocking one out?” Blair asked as we exchanged locations.

“No, I just wanted to give you some quiet to sleep-in,” I replied.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be out in a jiffy,” Blair said grazing my arm on the way past.

After a quick chat about the day ahead, Blair showered first.

“Which shirt do you think I should wear?” Blair asked as my phone dinged. “Photo one or photo two?”

I opened my phone to see two photos of Blair naked except for a top. The photos were skilfully taken from below to place her cock in the foreground and the shirts in the background. My immediate reaction was, I sure hope I never get my phone hacked. But there was no way I was deleting them.

“I think the olive top makes you appear more elegant,” I replied.

“Does it pass the wood test?” Blair asked.

“There’s no risk there,” I replied.

How did I get myself into this line of conversation?

It was quick, less than twenty minutes before she emerged looking stunning. Her outfit was simple enough, leather jeans, a skin-tight olive-green shirt with fish net arms and a pair of black four-inch platform sandals. She’d straightened her hair and it sat behind her ears highlighting her gorgeous face.

“Someone likes what they see. Or was it the photos?” Blair asked.

“I’m gonna refuse to answer on the grounds it might incriminate me,” I replied.

“Well you’d better take care of that, before you do yourself and injustice. I’m happy to lend a hand, if you want,” Blair said.

As we headed for Seattle, my excitement levels increased. I looked forward to spending quality time with my family and catching up with some of my high school mates. I’d booked in a couple of scratch matches with my basketball buddies back home. We even had a Sunday morning session at the courts booked in each week for the two months.

“How are you feeling about the homecoming?” I asked.

“Freakin’ scared, if I’m truthful,” Blair replied.

“Do you want me to hang around to support you?” I asked.

“That’s a lovely offer, and as much as I adore your company, I think I’ll need to tackle this one on my own,” Blair replied.

“Well, I don’t want to see you get into any trouble. You’re my responsibility until a proper handover,” I said.

“What am I, a package? If you’re worried, you can wait in the car until I signal everything is okay,” Blair said.

“I’d feel better if I did,” I said.

“I know we’ve had some fun on this trip, and that kiss was enjoyable, but I know where I stand,” Blair said.

“I don’t agree,” I said.

“What do you mean?” Blair asked.

“We may be from different sides of life, but I reckon we’re gonna be friends. Especially after the road trip home in two months,” I replied.

“You’ll forget about me as soon as the first hot girl sucks your ding-dong,” Blair said.

“It’s not a sexual thing. Not everything has to be,” I said.

“So, a star basketball player is gonna catch up with a Theatre Major stripper back at Duke, is he?” Blair asked.

“I’m up for it, if you are. But I think you sound like the one who’s making excuses,” I replied.

Things were awfully quiet for the last hour into Seattle. But after four days and three nights we arrived at Blair’s parents’ home.

“You go to the door and I’ll bring the luggage,” I said.

Blair walked to the door slowly. I’d always seen her fearless in everything she did up until that moment. But now, she appeared like a scared little kid. Finally, Blair knocked on the door.

“Hi Mum. Surprise, it’s me, Blair,” Blair said when the door opened.

A middle-aged woman with greying hair and way too much makeup stood in the doorway with her mouth fully open.

”I’m sorry to surprise you like this, but I decided it was time I broke the news to you,” Blair said.

“Who is it, Carol?” a voice from within the home said.

Carol stood there frozen to the spot.

“Blair is that you?” Carol asked eventually.

“We haven’t finally heard from the prodigal son, have we?” the man said walking to the door.

“Hi Dad. Yep, it’s me, Blair,” Blair replied.

“What are you doing, coming here dressed like that? Is this one of your theatre school pranks?” the man asked.

“No, Dad. This is the real me,” Blair replied.

“What a load of poppycock. You’re making a mockery of me and this family. Get out of this costume right now,” the man said.

“It’s not a costume, Dad. It’s the way I have lived since I moved away,” Blair said.

“I won’t let you set a foot in this house, until you come to your senses. Go away and pray to god for forgiveness. Then you may come back and ask us for the same thing,” the man said.

The man pulled Carol inside and shut the door.

“That went about as well as I expected,” Blair said trying to hold back the tears.

“It’s a good thing I didn’t unpack your suitcases, then,” I said.


CHAPTER TEN


THE DRIVE TO my parents’ home was about twenty minutes. As I entered the neighbouring suburbs, memories flooded back of fun times as a child hanging out with my friends.

“That’s the basketball court I learned to shoot three-pointers on,” I said.

As I pulled into the driveway of my family home, Blair turned to me.

“What am I gonna do now?” Blair asked.

“You’re gonna crash with your friend Vince and his family. There’s plenty of room,” I replied.

Blair seemed almost as nervous at meeting my family as she was at meeting hers.

“Mum, Dad, Vanessa, it’s awesome to see you all,” I said as the family ran from the house to greet me.

“How was the trip?” Dad asked.

“Quite uneventful, just as we hoped for,” I replied.

“Who’s your friend?” Mum asked with a knowing stare. “She’s very attractive.”

“Mum, Dad, Vanessa, this is Blair. We travelled from Duke together,” I said.

“That’s the chick off the television. The one you pashed in Chicago,” Vanessa said.

I’d completely forgotten about the television footage.

“Hi Vince’s family. It’s so lovely to meet you. Vince has told me so much about you all,” Blair said.

“Well, are you gonna invite us into the house?” I asked.

“Sorry, dear. I bet you could both do with a cup of tea,” Mum replied.

Dad helped me unpack the suitcases and take them to my room. Meanwhile, Mum and Vanessa asked Blair question after question.

“Is it okay if Blair stays here for a few days?” I asked.

“She can stay as long as she likes. Any friend of Vince’s is welcome in our house,” Dad replied.

After an hour or so of catching up, I decided to get some alone time with Blair.

“Hey, I’m gonna show Blair around the neighbourhood. What time do you want us back for dinner?” I asked.

“Dinner’s at 6:00 pm sharp. You know your Dad likes to keep to his schedule,” Mum replied.

“I hope you didn’t find the questions a bit full-on,” I said.

“I can’t believe how sweet everyone is to me,” Blair said getting a little teary.

“It’s our way. The way I’ve been brought up,” I said.

“What are you gonna do about your family?” I asked.

“Don’t worry, I know I can’t say with you for two months,” Blair replied.

“That wasn’t where I was going. And seriously, you can stay as long as you like. Even two months is fine,” I said.

“I wasn’t naive enough to think everything would be puppies and kittens. But I can’t see my Dad backing down anytime soon,” Blair said.

“It’s his loss. You can only extend the olive branch. But you’re not going to bend to his wishes. He needs time to adjust,” I said.

“For someone so young, you have an incredibly mature outlook,” Blair said.

“I’ve had to mature quickly in order to set myself up for the future. And I’ve had wonderful role models my whole life,” I said.

“It highlights what impact a wonderful and supportive family has on a kid,” Blair said.

“Okay, so think about how you are gonna move forward with your family. I’m happy to be a sounding board for you,” I said.

“Thanks for being an awesome friend. I don’t know where I’d be without you,” Blair said moving her hand onto my thigh.

“Now everyone in the family thinks we’re an item. We need to get our story straight,” I said.

“You think so?” Blair asked.

“She’s so attractive is Mum code for when’s the engagement announcement. Be warned,” I replied.

“First we need to have an excuse why you’re not staying with your family,” I added.

“I’m transgender and my Dad threw me out won’t work?” Blair asked.

“My parents will accept anyone. But I don’t think you want to put that story forward yet,” I replied.

“Okay, how about I wanted to surprise them, and they were out of town,” Blair suggested.

“Sounds feasible,” I said.

“Now, what about sleeping arrangements?” I asked.

“Okay, you can stop asking. I’ll do you,” Blair replied with a smile.

“That wasn’t what I was asking. But you do have one reward you haven’t cashed in yet,” I said.

“I wouldn’t waste a wish on something so simple. I’m sure I could get you over the line, if I tried hard enough,” Blair said moving her hand further up my thigh.

“What are the options?” Blair asked.

“We can be a couple, friends or acquaintances,” I replied.

“And which would you suggest?” Blair asked.

“I think we’re well past acquaintances, but we’re not a couple,” I replied.

“Can we be friends with benefits?” Blair asked cheekily.

“Not really a concept my family would understand. So, friends it is, then,” I replied.

“But that doesn’t mean we can’t go out together, does it?” Blair asked.

After a wonderful dinner of Roast Beef and Yorkshire Pudding, we settled into a series of family activities. Vanessa and Blair got on like a house on fire. Six months apart in age, they instantly clicked and became a formidable duo. Blair clearly won the karaoke sing off, but Vanessa gave her stiff competition on the X-Box dance off.

“Blair is a lovely girl. I was hoping you two were more than friends,” Mum said.

“It’s early days, Mum. Neither of us wants to put a label on it,” I said.

We finished off the night with a game of Charades. Dad, Mum and I took on the girls. It was like they were telepathic. Every simple gesture was understood fully. They wiped the floor with us.

“You sure made a wonderful impression with my family,” I said as we prepared for bed.

“I’ve worked out what my reward will be,” Blair said suddenly.

“And what would that be? You don’t need to rush into it,” I said a little worried.

“We are going on a proper first date. Tomorrow night,” Blair said.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


WAKING UP BRIGHT and early, I scurried out of the bedroom and into the lounge room. I had about an hour to plan the perfect first date before Blair woke up. I knew where to go and what to do. Still, I needed to get last minute bookings to fall into place.

I woke Vanessa and got her onboard with the plan. It had to be big and bold. And that fitted Vanessa’s style to a tee. Vanessa’s role was to help me with the perfect outfit before doing likewise for Blair. She also offered to do Blair’s hair and makeup. By the time Blair awoke at 10:00 am, all was planned.

“What did you get up to this morning?” Blair asked over breakfast.

“The usual. Run and workout,” I replied.

“Did I hear you chatting to Vanessa?” Blair asked.

“We’ve always been gym buddies,” I replied.

I played it cool all day. We lounged around the house, caught up with my family, watched a game and generally relaxed. After four days on the road, some quiet time was needed.

“Have you organised our date tonight?” Blair asked.

“I’ll get something sorted while you’re getting ready,” I replied nonchalantly.

As the day wore on, I noticed Blair becoming more and more agitated. My low-key approach had her fooled. Around 4:00 pm there was a ring of the doorbell.

“Hey Blair, it’s for you,” Vanessa called out.

“For me. That’s weird. Who knows I’m here?” Blair mumbled on the way to the door.

When Blair returned, she struggled to hide her excitement.

“Vince, do you know anything about this?” Blair asked.

“Looks like the sort of box clothes come in,” I replied.

“Not merely clothes. It’s a beautiful dress and matching shoes,” Blair said.

“That may come in handy for tonight,” I said trying not to make eye contact.

“Well, I know you’re behind this, so thanks, honey,” Blair said kissing me hard.

“Excuse me Miss Crisp. The salon is ready for you now,” Vanessa said.

Blair glanced over to me and I feigned not knowing what was going on.

Around an hour and half later Vanessa returned. I’d showered and changed by this stage and was dressed to impress.

“You’d better hold onto your hats, ladies and gentlemen. Because here comes supermodel Blair,” Vanessa said.

When Blair walked out, I did a complete double take. By now I was used to her pretty face and sexy body, but she looked like a supermodel. She wore a little black dress made of sheer fabric that hugged every little curve. Areas of skin were visible beneath the sheer fabric, but only where it was reasonable. She looked elegant and sophisticated.

While the dress was short, the neckline was quite demure. I knew what lurked beneath and it didn’t need to be shown off on a first date. Nice call Vanessa. She matched the dress with a black pair of five-inch stiletto platform sandals. They were high enough for her gorgeous face to be almost eye-to-eye with mine.

Blair’s hair was straightened and curled to soften her elfin features perfectly. Vanessa had done a killer job on the hair and makeup. Blair seemed like she’d stepped from the cover of a magazine.

“You are breath-taking,“ I said walking over with a single red rose. “Shall we be off on our date?”

After thanking Vanessa, we were in the car and headed for town. The trip to the restaurant was about twenty minutes.

“How am I going in the first date stakes?” I asked.

“Not bad at this stage. But it’s still early,” Blair replied squeezing my thigh.

Pulling up at Canilis restaurant, I handed my keys over to the maître de.

“Thank you, Mr Ford, please follow me to your table,” the maître de said.

Our table sat at the far end of the building and with uninterrupted 200-degree views of Lake Union, Gas Works Park and the Cascade Mountains.

“My god, this view is incredible,” Blair said.

“Not nearly as wonderful as my view tonight. You are radiant,” I said placing my hand on Blair’s.

“Tell me this isn’t costing you a bomb,” Blair said.

“I’d be willing to pay double, if I had too,” I said.

We started with a bottle of champagne.

“To the first of many dates,” I toasted.

Blair was speechless. Eventually, I noticed a tear fall down her cheek.

“This is the most incredible thing anyone has ever done for me,” Blair said.

During dinner a couple of kids came up for autographs. I took it in my stride. After all, it was something I would need to grow accustomed too.

“Well, this has been the most wonderful first date ever,” Blair said.

“Oh, it’s not over. You’re not skipping out on me yet,” I said.

After signing some menus for the maître de, I drove off.

“Aren’t we supposed to be heading the other way?” Blair asked.

“I’ve got a small bag of essentials packed in the boot,” I replied.

“My goodness, how did you find time to plan all this?” Blair said.

As we drove into the City Centre, Blair gently rubbed my thigh.

“So, you like my outfit, do you?” Blair asked before moving her hand into my lap. “It seems you like it a lot.”

“Yes, you are gorgeous. But I’ve a feeling you’re gonna look even better out of it,” I replied.

“You realise I don’t put out on a first date, don’t you?” Blair said playfully.

“Then think of this as date number eight,” I said.

The Space Needle started to dominate our view.

“Here we are. Next stop on our date,” I said.

“How about we start with a glass or two up on the rooftop deck?” I said.

“Before doing what?” Blair asked.

“Well, I can think of a few things. But watching the view of the city skyline wasn’t what I really had in mind.” I replied.


CHAPTER TWELVE


BLAIR PUSHED ME back against the elevator glass wall. She held my arms up and kissed me softly. Her tongue forced its way between my lips and attacked mine with vigour. The scent of her perfume, flowed through me, soaking all the way into my soul. Her body rolled across mine, forcing our cocks to dance as our tongues did also.

“I hope you know you’re getting lucky tonight,” Blair said.

Staggering from the open elevator, we made it to the room without unlocking lips. Once inside the room, I pushed a button on my phone. Marvin Gaye instantly started cooing ’Let’s Get It On’ through speakers across the room.

“There’s no rush, but I’d love to see you in this,” I said holding up a black baby doll.

“Well, there is a rush and I want to see you naked,” Blair said.

I threw down my clothes in record time before walking across to the rose petalled bed.

“You’ve arranged everything,” Blair said walking from the bathroom. “I hope you don’t mind that I left my sandals on.”

As Blair walked across the room, I was transfixed by her shaved five-inch uncut cock, swaying slowly from side to side.

“Stand up,” Blair said as she approached the bed.

Blair leaned forward and kissed me deeply. Our tongues danced as Blair’s hands worked my torso. I reached behind her and pulled her arse with both hands. Our cocks met, inciting Blair to dance up and down against my body.

Blair stood tall and kissed my neck and ears. Her fingernails ran down my torso stopping just short of drawing blood. She grabbed my cock in one hand before grabbing hers in the other and bringing them together. She massaged both cocks against each other, inciting both hard-ons to greater levels of excitement.

“Fuck that feels amazing,” I said.

As ‘Purple Rain’ by Prince started, Blair had worked up a strong speed with the cock-on-cock action. My breathing laboured and our kissing got ragged. Ten seconds later my knees weakened, and I shot a river of come up onto my chest. Seconds later, Blair’s cock exploded, sending a second load of nectar my way.

“Oh my god, I never knew that was possible,” I said.

“You’ll be begging for mercy by the time I’m finished with you,” Blair said.

“Promises, promises,” I said.

As John Legend started singing, I heard Blair’s angelic voice join in the chorus.

“I want all of you, in all of me. All your curves and all your edges. All your perfect imperfections,” Blair sang.

I felt Blair’s hands on my shoulders, guiding me downward.

I dropped to my knees and stopped inches away from her gorgeous cock.

“Take all of me,” Blair said.

I didn’t need a second offer. I leaned forward and lifter her piece before placing angel kisses on her cock head. It tasted salty from the frotting, but that only excited me more.

“I’ll need you to guide me,” I said.

“Sure, think of your best blow job and do that. But do it with passion,” Blair said.

I got the message loud and clear.

I massaged Blair’s shaft with one hand and her balls with the other.

“Nice start, honey,” Blair said.

I leaned forward and licked my way down Blair’s shaft and back again. I licked under the head and looked up for cues. When I hit Blair’s V-spot, I saw waves of pleasure rush across her face.

Starting to understand what made a cock tick, I placed my mouth over Blair’s cock head and slowly moved my lips up and down her shaft.

“Suck harder, please,” Blair said.

I took the lead and started to increase the intensity of my actions.

“Yes, that’s it,” Blair said.

I became lost in the moment and upped the pace of my hand and mouth action. Watching breathlessness take over Blair’s face was a pleasure and a definite mini win. I plunged deeper with each suck until I felt myself about to gag.

“Relax your throat, honey,” Blair said.

I got the hang of it and Blair responded beautifully. But suddenly, Blair pulled my head deep and shot her load down my throat. The salty liquid didn’t worry me, although I gagged for breath.

Blair pulled me up to face her.

“Thank you for giving me that most precious gift. Now it’s my turn,” Blair said.

Blair walked me to the bed and pushed me back. In an instant she gorged on my cock and it glowed purple. She spat on my cock, before spitting on her hand and wiping it on her arse.

“Get ready for the ride of your life, Cowboy,” Blair said.

After straddling me, Blair inserted my cock into her arse. It took a few seconds for her to release and accept my seven inches. But once she did, her arse clutched my cock perfectly.

“Oh fuck, you’re hitting my bullseye,” Blair moaned before starting to bounce up and down.

“Fuck, that’s amazing,” I panted.

“We’re built for each other,” Blair said with a smile.

With each thrust, I felt Blair’s arse pummel against my pelvis. It was a solid workout, but the pleasure was incredible. Endorphins surged through my body as my cock was massaged by Blair’s hungry arse.

Blair worked up a solid rhythm. Her tits and cock swung in time with her movement. Sweat dripped off Blair’s chin and onto my chest. But she slowed down and changed the angle slightly before I blew.

“I want this to last forever,” Blair screamed.

“I’m all in,” I said.

As Donna Summer kicked into the chorus of ‘I Feel Love’ I could hold it no longer. My cock was supersensitive. My breathing laboured. I sweated profusely. And then, I felt a river of my seed fill the upper reaches of Blair’s rear cavern. I pulled Blair’s hips down to preserve the closeness as long as possible.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


ALTHOUGH WE HAD a beautiful room with a view of the Space Needle, we didn’t venture out at all. Instead, we enjoyed our private views of each other’s bodies. But we did work the spa bath overtime. I would imagine it needed a thorough service once we’d left. At least we got some additional value from my splurge on the Mediterranean Inn.

I can’t attest to the quality of the bed for sleeping. After making love until daylight, I managed to get an hour or two of sleep before Blair decided that a Morning Glory was in order. That sparked me into life as I felt a prong from Blair’s spoon gently massaging my backside. I got another solid pre-breakfast workout without having to hit the gym.

While Blair and I left my parent’s house as acquaintances, we returned as so much more. We were friends, we were lovers, and we were deeply in lust and love. Mum was stoked I’d finally met someone amazing in my life, while Vanessa was over the moon to finally have a sister. No longer did she feel obliged to talk about sports at the dinner table.

I insisted we catch up with Blair’s parents again, about a week later. It turns out Mr Crisp was a massive basketball fan and was more than happy to meet the likely number one NBA draft pick. It took a while for him to warm to the idea that he’d lost a son but saw the immediate benefit of gaining a daughter and potential son-in-law. We spent one night a week at the Crisps during the summer. They even met my folks for our farewell dinner.

The trip back to Duke was a little more leisurely. It helped that Blair was happier and more settled. It also helped that we didn’t have a biker chasing us. We took seven nights and enjoyed more than the odd sleep in. Though I had to call curfew on the romance, in order to be in a state to drive safely. But as for the nights. That’s a story for another day. And a very, very steamy one.

True to their word, we caught up with Snake and Freedom when we returned to Durham. It seemed opposites attract, and Snake was happy to finally move on from Blair. It turns out yoga is the perfect training for pole dancing and striptease. Freedom became a hit because of her extreme flexibility, and Snake tastefully referred to his girlfriend as the money maker.

Back at Duke, Blair’s pep talk was enough to spark Maxwell into action. We double dated with Maxwell and Natasha once a week for the next twelve months. They were the perfect couple. Both smart and kind. They eventually got their wish and ended up working together at NASA. They lived together too, but it did take Maxwell four years and some not so gentle probing from Blair before he took the plunge.

I never did get the chance to drive across the USA again. But that one road trip provided everything that was missing from my life. And so much more.


MY OTHER BOOKS!




Thank you for reading one of my books! I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it for you. I’m probably in the process of working on another book right now.

To keep you up to date with my next releases, I’ve set up a mailing list and you are most welcome to subscribe. If you sign up, you'll be first to know when I RELEASE NEW BOOKS, or offer EXCLUSIVE GIVEAWAYS.

For a limited time, you’ll also get a copy of my novel “Shelter from the Storm" EXCLUSIVELY FOR FREE. This title is a little steamy for Kindle, so subscribing is the only way to get it.
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I value your privacy and would never spam you. You can unsubscribe at any time by clicking the link at the bottom of any email, or emailing yumi@yumicox.com

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

You can read my whole catalogue free, if you can subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s a great way to really get to know your favourite authors. If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

Checkout my full list of novels on Amazon or Goodreads or here’s a few recent ones that may tickle your fancy.


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

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

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

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

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

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

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

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

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

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

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


THE PEN PAL
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Would you recognise your childhood best friend four years on? How much can people really change?

Timothy Ross is about to start a full ride at Oklahoma State University. A gifted athlete and Quarterback for the state champion Dallas Devils, Timothy has earned a full scholarship through hard work and dedication. And that means avoiding parties and girlfriends in the most part.

With three months to have some fun before entering the strict college football program, Timothy wants to see the world, well most of Western Europe at least. Enlisting the support of his Defensive Tackle best friend, Anton, the boys head to The Netherlands to meet up with ex-teammate, neighbour and Pen Pal, Jaden. Reunited after four years, The Three Amigos commence the road trip of a lifetime.

But Jaden is no longer the young boy he once was. Jade, as he is now known professionally, has changed quite a bit since leaving the US. His hair is longer, his body is leaner, and his focus has switched from football to dance and fashion. All of which is news to his Pen Pal, Timothy.

If you like transgender romance stories in the mold of ‘Clueless’, with a touch of transformation and romance, then you’ll love ‘THE PEN PAL’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Timothy find common ground with a new and improved Jade, or will the transformation be too great, dividing The Three Amigos forever?


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

[image: ]

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 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 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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