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PART ONE


CHAPTER ONE


“THANKS FOR THE ride, Ming Lee,” I said, as the car pulled up at the gas station.

“You are welcome. Don’t forget I just graduated and start work downtown in the fall.”

“If I ever need a psychologist, I’ll keep you in mind.”

“Just remember, when you think you need a psychologist, it’s well past time you did.”

The truth was that after thirty hours of sitting in a car with someone more introverted than me, even I was looking forward to a little conversation. There was no way I’d pay to discuss my innermost insecurities with Ming Lee. I paid my final installment of gas money, collected my backpack and closed the car door. Hello Cheyenne, Wyoming. Only six more hours and I’ll be home. According to Ming Lee, Big Dave’s Oil Travel Center was the only decent truck stop in town. Fingers crossed, I’ll hitch a ride to Ten Sleep with a big rig driver.

After asking half a dozen drivers if they were passing through Ten Sleep, I’d exhausted all obvious options. Although I did see steam wafting from the restrooms, making further options possible. I headed to the counter to spend the last of my cash. If I couldn’t hitch a ride, I’d be stuck at the wrong end of Wyoming. But even so, ten dollars wasn’t going to get me home. Standing in a short line, I mulled over all the negative consequences of this decision. But hell, I’d always been able to hitch a ride before I headed to college in Florida.

“What’ll it be, love?” the server asked.

“What is that?” I replied, standing on my tiptoes and bending forward to point at something hearty-looking.

“Nice rig, sweetheart. Did I hear you were looking for a ride to Ten Sleep?” a voice behind me said.

Bingo, here’s my salvation. While the server plated my undefined meal, I turned my head to see my savior. Standing behind me was a mountain of a man, still wringing wet, dressed in a black cowboy hat, turquoise flannel shirt, blue jeans and cowboy boots. Long, shimmering brown hair with more than a few gray streaks and a perfectly manicured horseshoe mustache left no guessing what team he batted for. And I wondered whether he drove in dark sunglasses all day and all night.

“Yes, I’m looking for a ride if you’re heading that way,” I said.

“Then turn around, sweetheart, and show me what you’ve got,” the guy said.

I gingerly turned and faced my savior.

“Keep spinning like a ballerina, sweetheart. Only nice and slow.”

Things were desperate. Not that I wanted my savior to know that. So, I begrudgingly complied with his request.

“Nice little caboose, sweetheart. You’ll do nicely,” the guy said.

“You know I’m not a girl, don’t you?”

“Do you want a ride to Ten Sleep or not?”

“Yes, but…” I said.

“…I can give you a ride to Ten Sleep, if you like,” another voice from behind me said.

“That would be awesome, Miss…” I said, spinning around to face a new suitor.

“Hang on. Are you a girl or a guy?” an older lady with stark white hair said.

“I’m a guy, but I’d still appreciate the ride,” I said.

Standing before me was a woman circling sixty, wearing a flannelette shirt, blue jeans and white sneakers. Not a single sign of makeup covered her weathered face. She held a pride flag purse in her hand along with a massive set of keys.

“Oh, come on then. Company is company,” the woman said, turning and heading for the exit.

My decision was easy. Eat slop and join one of the Village People on a six-hour ride, or skip the food and arrive home with my cherry intact. I wisely chose the latter option. The big rig sat a hundred feet from the front door and was extremely hard to miss. The prime mover stood out more than a little. Painted head to toe in full pride flag regalia, there was no doubting ownership.

“Jump aboard and throw your backpack in the sleeper,” the woman said.

Taking a seat in the well-appointed cab, I swiveled towards the sleeper. Before me sat naked, topless or fully clothed posters of iconic ladies including Jodie Foster, Jane Lynch, Cara Delevingne, Michelle Rodriguez, Jillian Michaels, Samantha Fox, Amber Heard and Megan Fox. All the usual suspects, plus too many more to take in.

“We should be there in about six hours,” the woman said.

“I’m Stacey. Thanks for the ride,” I said.

“Are you certain you’re not a girl?”

“Last I looked, my manhood was still intact…um…”

“…you can call me Robby. And that manhood thing is such a shame.”

This wasn’t my first time hitching a ride on a big rig. I’d grown up hitchhiking to neighboring towns and back. It was just what we did in the country. Making the routine one I knew well.

“Are you a talker, Robby?”

“I enjoy a good yack almost as much as a tasty young pussy.”

I digested Robby’s comment while she maneuvered the eighteen-wheeler onto Interstate 25.

The following six hours did not disappoint. During that time, I learned how best to give a woman head, what pitfalls to watch out for when shopping for a strap-on, which batteries last the longest in a vibrator and many other less than insightful life lessons. Robby wasn’t shy about putting her opinions forward. And she seemed to have a playlist of subjects much longer than the six hours available. But as daybreak approached and the familiar sign showed we were less than twenty miles from home, I thanked my lucky stars my cherry hadn’t been popped by a random truck driver.

It’s amazing how some things remain indelibly etched in your brain. And the first view of the ‘Welcome to Ten Sleep’ sign was one of those things. Suddenly, thirty-six hours of travel across almost the entire USA had come to an end. Though I loved America’s heartland, and the many, many small towns that each had unique personalities, it felt great to arrive somewhere familiar. I wouldn’t call it home anymore, but it would do for the following three months. And hopefully, by the end of this trip, I’d drive back to the ‘University of Florida’ for my final year. Never to return.

It had been three years since I’d left Ten Sleep for Gainesville. And unsure of my trip until final results were in, I’d not alerted my parents of my arrival. Sure, I’d religiously spoken to Mom every month. Although it had been a few months since our last chat. But final exams consumed me this year. It couldn’t have been three months, could it? It was Dad’s birthday. Holy crap, it had been three months. Oh goodness, I’m going to cop an earful from Dad.

My key slid into the front door lock almost on autopilot. Lack of sleep was getting to me. Robby didn’t stop talking all night. Still, she did me a big favor. That’s why I pretended to listen intently. Walking in the front door, things looked a little different. To my left sat a small cluster of photos of me. But I had eyes only for my bedroom. I slid my backpack off my shoulder and held it in one hand while I opened the bedroom door. My bed called to me from behind the door. The last sleep I could remember ended forty-eight hours ago.

Wait, something’s wrong. Where is my bed? And what’s with the easels and all the artwork? A stench of mineral turpentine attacked me the second I entered. Where is the smell of gym socks? And empty whiskey bottles. This can’t be my bedroom. Where is all my stuff? Where is my collection of Star Wars figurines? I walked to the wardrobe only to find it filled to the brim with Lacey’s clothes. To confirm I wasn’t hallucinating, I reached forward and picked up a pink dress with bone ribbing and a tulle skirt. Lacey wore this to prom. Not that it stayed on for long. Ben Dixon got to remove it quite early in the night, I recall.

I heard noises emanating from the other end of the house.

“Mom, Dad, I’m home.”

I dropped my backpack and ran to my parent’s bedroom. There was no-one to be seen. A loud scream rang out across the house. That must be Lacey. I rushed to Lacey’s room as the noises got louder. Upon opening the door, I suddenly saw a familiar face. Why is my secondary school crush, Sharon Keys, lying on Lacey’s bed? Perhaps she’s having a sleepover. But where is Lacey?

I stood, feet rooted to the floor, watching Sharon’s gorgeous face writhe in pain. Is she okay? Does she need rescuing? Sharon’s eyes were open, but her eyeballs weren’t visible. Was she having a fit?

“Yes, yes, yes,” Sharon moaned.

Suddenly, the sheet covering her lower half slid off, and Lacey’s whereabouts were no longer a mystery. Lacey’s face pressed hard against Sharon’s crotch. And Sharon was in no way complaining.

“Oh yes, I’m coming,” Sharon screamed.

But that merely encouraged Lacey to go harder. She pulled Sharon’s thighs towards her, burying her face further into pubic hair. Sending Sharon into fits. Her torso pushed left, then right, then upward in spasms of ecstasy. I struggled to fathom what was playing out in front of me. Why was my heterosexual sister pleasuring my secondary school crush? And why was Sharon seemingly quite happy about it?

What was I doing? I shouldn’t be standing here watching this. Or at least I should have to pay. I turned and quietly exited Lacey’s bedroom. Carefully, I closed the door behind me. The moans and screams continued for a solid half hour. It ended with Sharon telling Lacey that she loved her. Not something I expected to hear. I finally knocked on the door once the screams abated.

“Come in,” Lacey said.

“Hi, Lacey. What’s new?”


CHAPTER TWO


“CAN YOU STAY for breakfast?” Lacey asked.

“I’m here for the holidays. College doesn’t start for another three months.”

“Oh, thanks for the heads up. I could have had plans.”

“You mean what I witnessed wasn’t planned?”

“We’re simply two spontaneous girls in love, little bro.”

“It looks like a lot of things have changed since I went to college.”

“Stacey used to have such a crush on you, Sharon.”

“Well, I’ve got some bad news for you, Stacey?”

“When are Mom and Dad going to be home?” I asked, trying to change the subject.

“Late August was the latest estimate.”

“How long have they been away?”

“The road trip started a month back. And they’re visiting you in Florida in early July before heading home.”

“Can we contact them, Lacey?”

“You know they don’t do mobile phones.”

“Is there any way of knowing where they are?”

“No phone, no email, no socials, no hope.”

Not only did I feel guilty for not speaking with them recently, but now I was staring down the barrel of another three months without contact.

“Why are you here, Stacey?”

“To earn some money.”

“But why here? Surely there must be better opportunities in Gainesville.”

“It’s cheaper for me to live here, sis.”

“You came to Ten Sleep for work opportunities,” Lacey said, bursting into a fit of laughter.

“I’ll head down to the lumberyard after a sleep.”

“It’s closed, brainiac.”

“Then I’ll go to the ‘Adams Ranch’.”

“Do you ride a horse, Stacey?”

“No.”

“Then don’t bother. Plus, how are you going to get there and back, hitchhike?”

“Fair point, sis.”

I racked my memory for other employers.

“I’ll head to the RV park.”

“Do you speak Spanish, Stacey?”

“Nope.”

“Then don’t waste your time.”

There must be something in town. I opened my phone and Googled local businesses.

“Got it, sis. I’ll work at the canning plant.”

“It’s been closed for near on twelve months.”

“Where do you work, Lacey?”

“The ‘Ten Sleep Saloon and Steakhouse’ on Main Street.”

“Then I’ll come and work with you.”

“Are you a qualified cook?”

“I’ve cooked.”

“Yes, but are you qualified, Stacey?”

“Not really.”

“Okay, then how do you look in a short dress and cowgirl boots?”

“Surely…”

“…and I don’t mean that Halloween when we swapped clothes, Stacey.”

“Was that senior year?” Sharon asked.

“Yep.”

“I wondered why your brother kissed so sweetly that night,” Sharon said.

“As did Nash Heathwood. Plenty of tongue, apparently. You little pervert.”

“I can’t remember any of that.”

“Well, he sure did, and he still brings it up. And now he’s my boss. How embarrassing.”

“There’s got to be some way to earn a dollar here, sis.”

“Haven’t you heard about the death of small-town USA?”

“What would you do if you were me, Lacey?”

“Head back to Florida. Or anywhere else but this place.”

“Then, can you lend me some money?”

“Until when?”

“Until I find a job, Lacey. Oh, and I get paid.”

“And when will that be?”

“Point made. I honestly didn’t think it would be this hard. Did Mom and Dad leave any money around?”

“No. Look, those of us with jobs, like me, do nothing but work…”

“…poor you. Working so hard, Lacey.”

“And those without a job do nothing.”

“I don’t do nothing,” Sharon interjected.

“No, you do everything I could ever want, babe,” Lacey said before turning to Sharon and planting the juiciest kiss that I’d ever seen.

I wanted to look away but felt frozen to the spot. If I looked at things from the right angle, I could imagine it was me kissing Sharon. Though the past three years and her move to lesbianism had removed a fair bit of the attraction.

“I’d love nothing better than to pack up and go on holiday, little bro.”

“We could follow ‘Tegan and Sara’ on tour,” Sharon interjected.

“Wow, you two have really become hardcore lesbians.”

“Lacey opened my eyes to what I’ve been missing all this time,” Sharon said, prompting another kiss.

“As entertaining as this may be, this isn’t solving my problem, Lacey.”

“Nor mine.”

“Hey, stand back-to-back,” Sharon said.

“Why…”

“…because my girlfriend asked you too, Stacey.”

“The height looks spot on,” Sharon said.

“What are you doing?”

“The weight looks close enough, too,” Sharon said.

“For what, girls? If you’re going to kill me and eat me, at least let me sleep first.”

“Are you picking up what I’m putting down, babe?” Sharon asked.

“Not really.”

“You each want what the other has got. And as you’ve proven before, you look identical,” Sharon said.

“You’re not suggesting…”

“…how badly do you want to get out of here?” Sharon asked.

“I suppose it could work. But I’d have to ease you into it.”

“Don’t tell me you are seriously considering this, Lacey.”

“I desperately need a holiday, and you desperately need a job.”

I looked at Lacey’s face. She appeared serious. Then I looked at Sharon’s face. In the brighter light, I noticed a series of love bites along her neck. But her expression was serious, too.

“But if you lose my job for me, Stacey, I’ll never speak to you ever again.”

“Now that’s what I call a win-win.”

“Okay, but as far as everyone in town is concerned, there’s only one of us.”

“Why can’t I be visiting from college, Lacey?”

“Because you never do.”

“Fair point.”

“Go and get some sleep. We need to talk this through when you are rested. In the meantime, I’ve got to get to work. It’s a split shift between 10:00 am and 1:00pm, and from 5:00 pm to 10:00 pm.”

“Is that legal, Lacey?”

“We’ll catch up at 3:00 pm. And unless you’ve had an epiphany before then, we’ll work through the details.”


CHAPTER THREE


I SNAFFLED AN air mattress from the garden shed and placed it on the floor in my old bedroom. Lacey offered me her bed, but it didn’t feel right. Especially after what I’d seen her and Sharon doing a few hours earlier. And my parents’ room didn’t feel right either. After all, that’s where Lacey and I had been conceived. Or so the story my father told on special occasions went. And that was something I wanted to think about even less. While I was blowing up the air mattress, Lacey joined me for a chat.

“When did you become a lesbian, Lacey?”

“I always knew. It’s just I fought it. But after you moved away, I no longer felt the need to resist temptation.”

“And how long have you and Sharon been an item?”

“She took a little longer. We flirted around for quite a while. But eventually she came around. Then it took another year for her to come out to friends and family. But we’ve been together officially for a little over a year.”

“Well, obviously I approve. Although Mom could have told me.”

Sure, my mother and I didn’t speak often, or for long, but I would have assumed news about my twin sister becoming a lesbian may have registered a mention. I know I rarely spoke to Lacey, but she was part of the family. And I always asked, ‘How’s things?’ I felt that something of this nature was newsworthy. Especially given Lacey was dating my secondary school crush.

“Don’t think you can convert Sharon back. She loves pussy more than I do.”

“Is Sharon your first girlfriend?”

“Girlfriend, yes. But I’ve slept with half the women in Ten Sleep.”

“Are you telling me you aren’t the only two lesbians in town?”

“Not all of them are out and proud, Stacey. But you’d be surprised.”

“Like who?”

“Remember our twelfth-grade English teacher.”

“Mrs. Peterson. Isn’t she married?”

“Yep, she’s married to the gym teacher.”

What Lacey told me totally blew my mind. Though she didn’t name anyone else, she assured me lesbianism was alive and well in Ten Sleep, Wyoming. As my mattress reached optimum inflation, I struggled to keep my eyes open. Lacey’s chat had left me feeling a little flushed. Especially the vision of Lacey going down on petite Mrs. Peterson.

“She’s quite the wild one in the sack. Very repressed and not getting anything from her husband.”

With steamy visions of cute, friendly, Mrs. Peterson running through my mind, I drifted off to sleep instantly. A bomb could have gone off and I wouldn’t have woken up. But when I did wake, the gorgeous Wyoming sunlight had dimmed considerably. It didn’t feel like mid-afternoon. I reached for my phone and checked the time. I needed to do a double take and wipe the sleep from my eyes when it showed 6:05 pm. Holy cow, Lacey will be late for her shift. I threw on my pants and headed into the kitchen.

“Dinner should still be warm. But can you please do something about that thing first?” Sharon said, pointing to my pants.

“Don’t worry. It’s only a little morning wood.”

“It’s after 6:00 pm, Stacey.”

“I’ll go and take care of it.”

Heading back into the kitchen after spending a few minutes alone in the bathroom, I checked out the meal. The aroma was atrocious, deadly, something like I imagined out of a horror movie. You know, the one where they stew your pet rat.

“Where’s the protein, Sharon?”

“You’ve got lentils, kidney beans, green peas and soy milk.”

After checking the refrigerator and pantry, I plated a small serving.

“I was hoping to get some one-on-one time with Lacey.”

“Yeah, her working hours are horrendous. But they pay the bills. She’ll be back a few minutes after 10:00 pm.”

“I had a weird dream. Sort of like a body exchange.”

“It wasn’t a dream, Stacey. And the wheels are already in motion.”

I timidly tasted the food sitting in front of me. Thankfully, the taste was nowhere near as bad as the smell. It wasn’t my first choice, but it did fill a rather large gap. Well, after the third helping, it did.

“Once you’ve eaten, Lacey’s instructed me to run you through her beauty regime.”

My sister hadn’t worn a skerrick of makeup when I’d seen her that morning.

“Perhaps we should wait for Lacey.”

“Not if you’re going to be prepared for the morning shift tomorrow.”

By the time Lacey arrived home, I was fully dressed for the unveiling. Sharon walked me through Lacey’s morning hair and makeup routine. It was pretty simple, as Lacey wore only a smattering of makeup to appease her boss.

Sharon also straightened my hair. More for the food safety standards than to impress anyone. Still, I had to admit to feeling a little silly. Here I stood dressed in a skimpy waitress outfit, in front of my school crush, with a pair of socks filling out a bra in an attempt to give me womanly curves. Once straightened, my hair was put up in a bun. Quite a first for me. But it was the sheer stockings and the cowgirl boots that surprised me most. The stockings tingled against my legs, sending shivers up and down my spine, each time I moved the boots.

The moment Lacey’s car pulled up, Sharon banished me to the kitchen. She wanted to impress Lacey. I could only dream of the reward she was seeking.

“Hey babe, how did you get on with Stacey?” Lacey said.

“We’ll let you be the judge. Close your eyes, babe.”

Sharon signaled for me to come out of the kitchen. And got me to stand facing Lacey.

“Ready, one, two, three, open your eyes,” Sharon said.

I saw Lacey do a double take. Then she blinked several times.

“Wow, little brother. If it weren’t for the tiny penis, I’d totally do you.”

“Ooh, that’s gross, sis.”

For the following hour, Lacey ran through the comings and goings of her job. While I’d never used a point-of-sale system before, Lacey laid it out in simple steps. Then, she dragged out photos of her co-workers and ran me through them. The last photo was a recent one of her boss.

“You’re sending those to me, right?”

“Calm down, little brother. Looking to rekindle old flames, are you?”

“I know you are teasing, but who was the blonde bombshell?”

“Surely you haven’t forgotten Nash Heathwood, have you?”

I suddenly felt my face warm considerably, and adjusted my crotch.

“Funny, sis. I meant the female blonde bombshell.”

“That’s Britney Anderson. She believes the world revolves around her, little brother.”

“Not little Britney from down the street?”

“Yep, she grew into a self-absorbed bitch.”

“That’s Britney Anderson. Wow, puberty sure was kind to her.”

“You need to hide your excitement. Britney is my nemesis, and we don’t get along.”

“Were you two once an item, Lacey?”

“As if. In her wildest dreams. She’s a trumped-up little slut.”

“Oh, she’s following directly in your footsteps, I see.”

“Focus brother. You can’t let your little head rule your big head.”

“Sorry, sis. Let’s go over things once more.”

By the time 9:50 am arrived the following morning, I was completely prepared for my assignment. Though just a trial, I knew Lacey wouldn’t hand over the reins if I totally mucked up. And then I wouldn’t get the money to buy a car, and I’d be stuck with my complaining sister indefinitely. No, this had to work. Failure was not an option. Hell, what could go wrong? After all, this was small-town USA.


CHAPTER FOUR


“WHAT HAPPENS IF I need to go to the restroom?” I asked.

“Just follow the cowgirl sign. There’s little chance anyone else will be in there.”

“I don't think I can do it, Lacey? You haven’t given me enough time to prepare.”

“Think of the money and the freedom it will give you, Stacey. Anyway, it’s too late to pull out now.”

Just navigating my way down the creaky wooden front steps and along the blue metal driveway proved challenging enough. The cowgirl boots were narrower than my sneakers and had a three-inch Cuban heel. Something I should have spent more time preparing for. But finally, I made it to the car and opened the door. Lacey’s warning to do everything ladylike rang in my ears. I kept my knees together as I positioned my ass on the pickup’s leather seat. After placing the key in the ignition, I pumped the gas. Wow, that became a whole new challenge in heels. I considered taking the cowgirl boots off but didn’t want to ladder a stocking.

Arriving via the back parking lot, as Lacey had instructed, I identified Lacey’s usual parking spot and stopped the car. Thank goodness she wasn’t a courier. I’d never have coped. I checked my face in the revision mirror. Oh, crap, there's someone having a smoke. God no, it’s Gary Goodchild. He's bound to recognize me. Why are you doing this, Stacey? You must be crazy. It’s not worth it. But that's right. The car will provide my escape from this place forever.

I counted to ten and opened the car door. I strode the fifty yards to the rear door of the establishment. Of all the people to meet first, it’s Gary bloody Goodchild.

“Hi Gary, how's it going?”

“What's the matter, Lacey? That's the first time you've spoken to me socially in three years.”

“I slept well and feel excited about the day.”

“You'll have to give me some of what you're on.”

Wow, he didn't seem to recognize me. The real me, I mean. It's not like we weren’t best friends for twelve years. His mind must be completely shot from the drugs. Now, the break room should be just inside on the left. Holy crap, there's Britney. She’ll know something’s up. Wow, she looks even sweeter in real life. Look at those calves. She must work out. A lot. Stop looking, Stacey. You need to focus. Oh, look, she's struggling to put her gym bag on top of her locker.

“Let me help you with that, Britney.”

Britney looked confused as I carefully placed her bag above her locker.

“I’ve told you a dozen times, Lacey. Girls aren’t my jam,” Britney said.

It looked like Lacey wasn't completely transparent. I guessed she might have held some things back. To keep Sharon from thinking she had strayed. The whole one-woman girl thing wasn’t believable. Not after how she acted a mere three years ago.

“That's good to know, Britney. But if you ever change your mind, you know where to find me.”

I hope that's the only pork pie I've been told. But somehow, I doubted it.

I checked my face in the mirror, straightened my dress, and placed my hat on. Food service standards and all that. Wow, these stockings really feel good when the dress grazes them. It sends shivers right through me. I had better watch that. The last thing I want is for little Stacey to rear its head. And each time the soft leather of my cowgirl boot slid against the stocking. Wow, that’s even more thrilling. What is it about these stockings? Why do they feel so good? I counted to ten and tried to remember everything Lacey had told me.

“Is everything alright, Lacey?” a voice from behind asked.

I turned to see Nash Heathwood standing only a couple of feet away. Something that had only happened once before. On that fateful night.

“Hi boss, yes, everything is fine.”

Nash stood checking me out for just a few seconds too long. It felt strangely self-affirming and gave me a chance to appreciate his rugged jawline.

“I was going to get you to clean the restrooms. But on second thoughts, you can help Britney in the diner,” Nash said.

For a second, I got lost in Nash's incredible green eyes and those luscious lips I'd once secretly tasted. Little Stacey groaned in response.

“Sure thing, boss,” I said, displaying my best smile.

Think about the money, Stacey. I will get to drive out of here.

“Nash told me to help out here,” I said in response to Britney's horrified look.

“Then be sure to keep your hands to yourself, thank you. This masterpiece is for the customers’ benefit, not yours.”

“I’m sure I can contain myself. Just this once. Oh, Britney, it looks like you've scuffed your shoe.”

Britney instantly bent at the waist and rubbed her black patent Mary Jane clean, providing an eyeful of knickers and ass as she did. Wow, puberty was incredibly kind to this girl.

By 10:30 am we were ready to open the doors. Britney and I manned the tables in the diner, continuing to prepare the tables well after Nash turned the open sign on the door around. After he rolled the sidewalk sign into a prominent position Nash manned the counter, as the focal point between Gary in the kitchen and the wait staff. I caught Nash looking at me a couple of times. Holding his gaze just a few seconds longer than he should have. But each time I caught him, he suddenly picked up a glass and polished the living hell out of it.

It didn't take long for the first customer to arrive. Britney positioned herself in Zone A, closest to the door, and rushed to welcome a group of young workers from a nearby ranch. Her flirting game was completely off the charts as she ushered the boys to a booth in her area. After what seemed like ten minutes of laughing and flirting, Britney headed to the counter to hand over the order. But she didn't merely walk across the room; she swayed her hips and strutted in the most exaggerated way. Prompting the boys to whistle wildly until she reached the counter.

Much like many establishments in small towns, the ‘Ten Sleep Saloon and Steakhouse’ had a number of parts to the business. A diner seating about fifty patrons sat open most of the day. The counter offered takeaway meals as well. During the warmer months, an ice creamery opened into the diner. A ploy that caught many of the children of diners. A fully equipped bar with a separate door sat behind a wall. The morning shift focused on the diner. Making it possible to run the shift with a small four-person team. But one common thread ran through the establishment. Every section stood regaled with cowboy paraphernalia.

The morning routine continued pretty much as it started. Customers walked in the front door and wait to be seated. Almost everyone who entered was ushered into Zone A, where Britney went to work with what God gave her. Something that the guys all seem to appreciate. She even resorted to offering to sign a company calendar. One which, for some reason, featured her in a dozen different poses. I’d only seen the June picture as it was displayed in the break room. But if they were all like that, I understood why the boys were clamoring to get one. Selfies weren't uncommon, either.

“Lacey, can you please seat these customers?” Britney asked.

I turned from my job filling the saltshakers to see a couple of local housewives that I half-recognized.

“Sure thing, ladies. Come this way.”

After showing the ladies to a table in a quiet section of Zone B, I noticed they were more than quite friendly with each other. It wasn’t like they were making out in public, but small things like finishing each other's sentences and gentle touches made me think they were more than just friends. Although both proudly wore wedding rings.

“What can I get you?” I asked.

“Are you on the menu, sweetheart?” one of the housewives asked, prompting the other to giggle.

“Let me see,” I said, picking up a menu.

“There’s lasagna and there’s linguini, but no Lacey. Sorry. But as they say, three's a crowd.”

“That's not what you said two weeks ago,” the second housewife said, sliding her hand slowly down my silk-clad thigh.

“How about we get your order taken care of first?”

Wow, perhaps Lacey wasn't the one-woman girl she professed to be. I felt a pinch on my ass as I turned to leave. Something I'd never experienced in my previous twenty-one years. And something I honestly didn’t mind. When I returned with the food, I noticed the first lady had her hand high on the thigh of the second lady, tantalizingly close to her knickers. And the second lady didn't appear to be concerned in the least. In fact, she sampled the first lady’s drink. Something I wrongly assumed was restricted to couples’ dates.

That three-hour shift flew by. Britney served two dozen groups while sending a mere handful my way. Once the doors had closed, Nash handed out the tips. My share was five dollars and sixty cents. Hardly a down-payment on a car, but it was a start. Britney pocketed seventy-five dollars plus some change. But that included calendar sales commissions. She seemed disappointed with the final amount.

As I put my things away and grabbed my bag, Britney strutted into the break room like a queen bee. Instinctively, I reached for her gym bag from over her locker and handed it to her. In response, she pulled out a crisp five-dollar note.

“Here's your tip, sweetheart,” Britney said before stepping forward, kissing me softly on the lips and sliding the five-dollar note down my fake cleavage.

“Hmmm,” accompanied by throat clearing, came from behind.

I turned to see Nash Heathwood standing a few yards away.

“Sorry, boss. We’ll take it outside.”

“That would be appreciated, Britney.”

Completely confused, I staggered outside. What was that all about? Somehow, I got the feeling Britney knew Nash had been there. That it all was a rouse. Something used to get Nash over the line, perhaps with the promise of a threesome. But I couldn’t be sure. That kiss stuck with me. Perhaps the highlight of my sheltered life thus far. And Britney’s lips did taste sweet. Though not as sweet as I remembered Nash’s lips tasting. During the two-minute drive home, my mind played the kiss over and over. Then I considered the disappointed look on Nash’s face. As if he’d been cheated on. Surely, neither of them was carrying a candle for Lacey. But one thing was for sure. I had questions for Lacey. And I needed to ask them in private.


PART TWO


CHAPTER FIVE


AFTER TWO MORE morning shifts and a hectic Friday night shift, I felt ready to take over from Lacey. Though I didn't know everything, I felt able to handle anything that might arise. Early Sunday morning, Lacey and Sharon packed up their things and headed to Sharon's pickup truck. Thankfully, the neighbors appeared fast asleep. Else there’d have been questions about the two Laceys.

“Remember, I’m only a phone call away,” Lacey said.

“Oh, that reminds me, sis. We need to swap phones,” I said, holding out my hand for the exchange.

Thankfully, Lacey complied.

“You don’t even have my phone number in this, Lacey?”

“I’ll send you a message, little sis.”

“Are you sure there's nothing you haven't told me?” I asked.

“Have fun, Stacey. But don't sleep with anyone. I don't want to come back with a reputation as a crappy lover with a micro-penis.”

“Nice, sis. Enjoy your break. And don't drop acid and drive.”

“Sharon’s driving. But don’t worry, we'll have plenty of fun, alright.”

“I’d rather not fill my mind with that vision of you two making out again.”

Once Sharon's car turned onto the main road, I felt like a weight had been lifted. I no longer needed to hide away in the house when I wasn't working. All the shackles had been removed, and I was free to be a twenty-one-year-old. Someone in the prime of their life. Free and able to do whatever I wanted. Until it was time for work. But I could enjoy the Wyoming sunshine, drive a car and do whatever I liked. As long as I dressed and acted like a twenty-one-year-old lesbian girl at all times.

I headed straight for Lacey's wardrobe and picked out an outfit. Not the wardrobe in her bedroom. The one that was full of jeans, flannel shirts and sensible shoes. Instead, I dove straight into the wardrobe of her old clothes. The ones she'd worn to get the guys’ attention. Something I marveled at before I went to college. How could we be twins but be totally different? I never understood. But if I were going to swap with Lacey, I wanted to do it on my own terms. Embracing the gift of femininity she’d been given. And I immediately found something casual but flirty.

Stripping down to nothing, I picked out a matching bra and panty set. After using socks to stuff my bra for the first two days, Sharon had gifted me a set of breast forms. Why she had them, I don’t know. All I know is that I felt more secure in my femininity when I wore them. While only a C cup, they made me far less self-conscious when out in public. Sharon even showed me how to create a decent cleavage using makeup. The matching red lace bra and thong set, with breast forms, instantly made me feel fabulously feminine.

While selecting the lingerie, I’d spotted a gorgeous red A-line dress. Made of cotton but with a shiny exterior and silk lining, the dress had a plunging neckline and wafer-thin spaghetti straps. It covered my panties, but not by much. Sitting about four inches above my knees, it allowed me to show off my Florida suntan. A set of single pearl earrings, two gold bangles and a pair of red four-inch block-heeled platform sandals later, and I was ready to rumble. Or at least sit on the living room lounge and watch television.

I pranced into the living room, loving every second of how I felt. Sitting cross-legged on the sofa, I flicked through an endless list of garbage on the television. I'd only been alone for less than an hour and I was already bored. How was I going to last three months? Perhaps I could take a drive to Worland. It's only thirty minutes away, and no one will know me there. I can just be any random twenty-one-year-old babe. Perhaps I could take in a movie. Maybe not. I’m probably not dressed for a solo outing to the cinema. But I needed to do some shopping for the week. That’s it. I had a plan of how to spend my first day alone.

Suddenly, my phone dinged with a message. That'll be Lacey testing our phone swap. Oh shit. I forgot to send my contact details. I quickly messaged my phone, asking Lacey to contact me.

“Did I see Sharon's pickup heading out of town?” a person called Karen messaged.

I wasn't sure how to respond. Karen wasn't on my briefing list. And no matter how I racked my brain, I couldn’t place a Karen.

“Yes, she's headed out of town unexpectedly.”

“Feel free to call me if you get lonely, Lacey.”

How the hell do I respond to that? I don’t even know what the nature of their relationship is.

“Thanks, Karen. I will. See you around.”

“Or I can drop by in ten if that's more convenient,” Karen messaged, accompanied by a taco and shower emoji.

Who the hell is Karen? I checked Lacey's contacts. But that only listed her first name and phone number. I checked Lacey's Facebook friends. There was only one Karen out of four hundred and fifty names. No. Surely not. Karen’s not Mrs. Peterson? My twelfth grade English teacher and the most polite, petite woman I’d ever met.

“I’ve got chores to do this morning. Maybe another time, Karen.”

Holy crap. I didn't expect to manage Lacey's job and illustrious social life too. Especially dodging the horny lesbian housewives of Ten Sleep, Wyoming. What had I signed up for? The trip to Worland suddenly seemed far more urgent. Something that I needed to do. Right this minute. I grabbed a handbag, my wallet and the car keys and fled out of town.

I'd traveled the Ten Sleep to Worland road many times. But never driving alone. The last time I'd tackled the twenty-mile route, I’d been a learner and driving with my father. And his idea of driving was sticking ten miles below the speed limit. Something no other driver on this road ever did. I ended up with about a dozen cars behind me when I pulled into Worland last time. I never really noticed how pretty the terrain was. Especially at the end of spring. But after thirty minutes of moving with the traffic, I pulled into the grocery store parking lot.

After checking my makeup in the mirror, I exited the pickup. It didn’t occur to me until I entered the grocery store that I was probably a little overdressed for a weekly shop. Guys ogled me as I selected a trolley. One even got a slap from his girlfriend for being a little too overzealous. But by the time the first third of my shopping list was in the basket, I felt comfortable and in control. My list was synchronized with the shopping aisles. And I was on cruise control. Until Lacey's phone started dinging and dinging and dinging.

I assumed Karen might still be lonely, so I ignored the dings at first. But after the sixth ding, I pulled Lacey's phone from my handbag. What I saw utterly shocked and confused me. While the phone was still locked, the lock screen was covered in notifications. And they continued to come in thick and fast. I had ten notifications from the Tinder app. Something I had never even used. How the hell could I make them stop?

Opening up the first notification, the message showed it was from Jenny K.

“Jenny K has matched with you and wants to chat,” the notification read.

I looked up and scanned the grocery store. Several girls across the store smiled at me, holding my stare rather than turning away when our eyes met. I opened the Tinder app. That's when I saw Lacey's profile photo. She wore the same outfit I had chosen for the day. Hardly representative of her current dress sense. I ended up putting Lacey's phone into sleep mode out of desperation. Although that didn't stop personal approaches from two would-be male suitors.

As I stood by my half-full trolley in the breakfast cereal aisle, I checked my shopping list. How could this day get any worse?

“Hey stranger. What brings you this side of town?” a male voice asked.

I was about to tell him to shove off when I realized it was my boss, Nash.

“I just wanted to escape Ten Sleep for once in my life,” I said.

“Don't tell Doug at the ‘Trading Post’, Lacey, but I saved at least thirty dollars by shopping here.”

Nash and I chatted while we completed our weekly shopping.

“Are you off the wagon again?” Nash asked as I placed a bulk pack of minced meat in my trolley.

“How can anyone live on fruit and vegetables alone?”

“Have you recently joined a new-age church or something, Lacey?”

“No, Nash, why would you say that?”

“There's something different about you this week. Like wearing that dress,” Nash said.

“Perhaps I need a holiday, boss.”

“You're only just back from a six-week holiday.”

“Maybe that's the difference.”

Nash helped me pack my shopping into the pickup before we both headed back to Ten Sleep. I had no option but to follow Nash along the highway. About a mile outside town, Nash pulled over. Unsure, I pulled up behind him.

“Well, as you know, this is me,” Nash said, nodding to a tree-lined road heading up a hill.

“I was hoping you'd help me get my shopping into the house.”

“What about Sharon? Won't she get angry like last time, Lacey?”

Thanks, sis. Yet another gap in my knowledge.

“Sharon’s out of town for a while.”

“Well, I will expect a reward for all my chivalry.”

Oh crap. Where was this going? How the hell was I going to get out of this one?

“Do you have chamomile tea, Lacey?”

“I’m sure I’ll be able to rustle some up.”

Nash followed me home and helped me get the shopping inside. I noticed him checking out my ass on the way in. Something that unexpectedly excited me. I made the mistake of turning my phone on and placing it on the table when I reached the kitchen. Another dozen notifications from Tinder came through.

“You seem a little busy today. I'll see you at work tomorrow.”

With that, Nash left before I could deliver his reward.


CHAPTER SIX


I FELT BOTH excited and reticent about turning up for my first full day of work. This was where the real money would roll in. Especially if I could up my tipping game. Which would require me to tackle Britney at her own game. Something that would be a win-lose arrangement. At her expense, of course. But I had some idea of how to do that. How to level the playing field, at least. Even so, I was concerned about how Nash would react to me. Given that he must already think of me as a raving nymphomaniac.

Pulling up in the parking lot, Gary sat by the door smoking his last doobie. Britney seemed to have an extra pep in her step as she bounced out of her Mustang and into the establishment. There was no sign of Nash. Given that he opened each day, that was no surprise. Still, I had a plan for how to make it up to him. One that saw me carry a plastic bag inside with me, containing a thermos. Of piping hot chamomile tea.

By now I was getting a feel for the place. I’d worked in the diner, bar and ice-creamery. And even spent a little time helping Gary in the kitchen when needed. The point-of-sale system was no longer a mystery, and I could pour a beer with minimal head, along with the best of them. I truly felt ready for whatever was thrown my way. Prepared for anything. Or at least I assumed. Heading inside, I joined Britney in the break room. She immediately handed me her gym bag and headed into the diner. After placing Britney's gym bag on top of her locker, I put my hat on and followed Britney.

“Can you clean the restrooms, please, Lacey?” Nash said.

I caught his eye, but only briefly, as he instantly looked away.

“Sure, boss. I'll get right to it.”

“Maybe I need to do a big fat crap,” Britney interjected.

“Not funny, Britney.”

After twenty minutes in the restrooms, I returned to the diner. Britney was setting the tables and Nash was polishing the glasses, as usual.

“How did you go with the restrooms?” Nash asked.

“All finished, boss.”

“Then help Britney in the diner.”

I headed straight for the condiments, filling the salt, pepper, sauce and mustard containers.

About five minutes later, the sign switched from closed to open. And a couple of groups of customers immediately filed inside. That provided me with an opportunity. One that would level the playing field for Britney and me. As Britney showed the first group to a table in Zone A, I showed the second group to a table in Zone B, my area. Britney's scowl spoke volumes as I welcomed four young guys, the type Britney lived for, into the establishment.

Britney made quick work of the first group. Delivering her orders to Nash in less than five minutes. On her way back after logging the orders, she approached the second group where I was chatting away, making them feel comfortable.

“Nash says you need to unblock the crapper, Lacey,” Britney said.

“Don’t be afraid, Britney. It's easy. Just use the brush instead of your hands this time.”

The look on the boys’ faces turned from flirtatious to disgust.

With the orders placed, I kept an eye on the door. As did Britney. Thankfully, her meals were ready just as another group of six young guys arrived.

“I’ll be with you in a moment,” Britney said rather loudly.

“Welcome to the ‘Ten Sleep Saloon and Steakhouse’. I'm Lacey and I'll be your waitress,” I said, before leading them to a seat in Zone B.

Britney became more and more worked up as the morning proceeded. It seemed that luck just wasn't on her side. For once. By the end of the shift, we had each served about two dozen groups of customers. After Nash closed the front door, we headed to the counter. I had the feeling my performance had improved but wasn’t sure how much.

“Tip time, everybody,” Nash said.

That prompted Britney to push forward expectantly.

“Britney, you have forty-six dollars and fifty cents. And Lacey, you have fifty-two dollars and twenty cents,” Nash announced.

The look on Britney's face was priceless. She turned so pale I wondered if she was going to faint. Seeing Britney was struggling, I pulled out a clean five-dollar note and folded it up. Then I stepped forward and kissed Britney softly on the lips before slipping the five-dollar note down her cleavage.

“Don't worry, Britney. You haven't lost it. Let’s just call it dumb luck.”

We headed into the break room, where I handed Britney her gym bag. I grabbed the thermos from my locker and headed straight back to the counter.

“Do you take your tea black or white, Nash?” I asked, unscrewing the thermos lid.

“White with one sugar would be great.”

I poured one cup of tea and handed it to Nash.

“Surely, you won’t make me drink alone, Lacey?”

I poured a second cup of tea, added milk and held my cup up against Nash's.

“To our new tip champion,” Nash said loudly.

“One swallow doesn't make a spring. But I'll take the win.”

“What was with the kiss, Lacey?”

“That was for your spank bank, boss.”

I headed home, happy with my performance. And for successfully wrestling some of the power away from Britney. Though I knew she wasn't the type to take things lying down. Call this step one in a ten-step process. But I felt ready for the challenge. And was ready to make a stand. Else, how was I to make sure I maximized my income over the following months?


CHAPTER SEVEN


DAY TWO SIGNALED the dawn of a new age. An age when I started to embrace the power of my femininity. It was the only way to maximize the money for my car. Or at least that’s what I kept telling myself. The truth was, I really liked being seen for once. After twenty-one years in Lacey’s shadow, it was now my time to shine. And what was the damage? If some young guys dropped me a substantial tip because I looked hot, who was I to remove that joy from their lives?

Taking a leaf out of Britney’s book, I looked to accessorize my work uniform a little. Sure, the uniform appeared drab and was cut in a way that could only be described as conservative. But apart from the uniform, I could add some sexy footwear, wear a few pieces of jewelry, and make the most of my moneymaker with sultry makeup. Heading to the wardrobe in my bedroom, I found the perfect pair of sexy footwear. Not that the cowgirl boots weren’t sexy. It’s just that I needed to compete head-on with Britney.

Pulling out a pair of black platform sandals, I crisscrossed the straps about six inches up my legs before tying them. As I stared down, I wondered why I’d never noticed women’s shoes were incredibly sexy before. As I stood and tried to walk in the six-inch platform heels, I stumbled a few times as I traversed the bedroom. Perhaps this wasn’t the best option. I went back to the wardrobe and instantly spotted a more sensible choice. A pair of black suede platform boots with a four-inch block heel. They were sensible and sexy, and once zipped up, they supported my ankles perfectly. Frankly, they were more comfortable than my cheap sneakers.

Needing gas, I took a diversion to the gas station across the road from work. While filling the tank, I noticed a long line of customers waiting outside the ‘Ten Sleep Saloon and Steakhouse’. Was I late for work? I checked my watch finding I had time to spare. Was this a Tuesday thing? I hadn’t worked on a Tuesday morning before. Perhaps this happened every week. But surely Nash would have mentioned it the day before. After filling my car, I drove down the side street and pulled up in my usual spot behind work.

As I checked my new makeup style in the mirror, I noticed Gary walking towards the rear door carrying a box. Was this makeup right for daytime? Had I gone over the top in my efforts to attract tips? What was I becoming, a whore? No, it’s subtle yet a massive improvement on what my sister wore. I was on the right track. As I got out of the car, I noticed Gary heading to Britney’s car and picking up another box. What was going on? Since when did Britney transport food for the restaurant? I knew she’d do almost anything for money, but this seemed well outside her wheelhouse.

As Gary headed back to Britney’s car to collect another box, I entered work and headed to the break room. There must have been half a dozen boxes piled up next to the lunch table. And sitting down at the table, signing calendars with a Sharpie, was Britney. I placed my handbag in my locker and put my hat on. My arrival went almost unnoticed. Thankfully, I bumped into Gary as I left the break room.

“What's going on, Gary?”

“I’m just doing as I'm told, Lacey.”

Heading into the diner, I saw Nash at the counter. He had obviously seen me first and approved of the boots.

“What's going on, Nash?”

“Britney has decided to drum up extra business.”

“Is that her job?”

“No, Lacey, but I'm not complaining about increased customers.”

“Do we need more staff, boss?”

“Stefanie is forty minutes away. It's a bit late notice for that.”

Seeing the size of the crowd waiting outside, we rushed to prepare the diner for opening. Well, Nash helped me prepare, while Britney continued to sign calendars until the death. After transporting all the calendars from Britney’s car to her side, Gary busily prepped food for the expected rush. He even prompted Nash to place an emergency order. Just before opening time, I found a flyer on a table near the door. It contained a picture of Britney in a negligee, with the slogan meet ‘Miss Wyoming’.

“Since when was Britney ‘Miss Wyoming’?”

“She won ‘Junior Miss Wyoming’ three years ago.”

“Isn't that misleading advertising?”

But suddenly it was go time. And the crowd knew it.

Customers flooded in the door. For the first time I could remember on a morning shift, all tables in the diner were occupied. And a handful of customers were left waiting at the door. Britney cleverly positioned herself just inside the door, deploying her flirt-o-meter to position customers in Zone A or Zone B based on connection. But both zones were full, and I instantly went to work, welcoming the customers, taking orders and dropping them off to a concerned-looking Nash.

That three-hour shift flew by. Luckily, the additional food order arrived in time to feed the masses. Else I don't know what would have happened.

“Are you ‘Miss Wyoming’?” a customer asked me.

That alone almost made my day.

“No, that's Britney over there,” I said, pointing.

“She's a bit small for that honor, isn't she?” the customer said, causing me to giggle.

“They say good things come in small packages.”

I knew that was a lie. There was little good about Britney.

“I far prefer your package, Lacey,” the customer said, reading my name tag.

If only they'd known. But it was good to see the pain in my feet wasn't for nothing.

I'd never felt as relieved as when the last morning shift customer trotted out the door. I didn't wait for Nash, instead taking the initiative and turning the sign around as soon as they’d exited. But the true extent of the damage was only clear once Nash called the team together.

“We'll need to re-tool before the afternoon shift,” Nash said.

“I’ve got to be somewhere,” Britney interjected.

Typical self-centered Britney made a mess and left it for others to clean up. Still, at least the takings must have been strong.

“Okay then, let's divide up the tips…” Nash said.

“…it should all go to me,” Britney interjected.

“Why?”

“Isn’t it obvious, boss? I brought the customers in.”

“Lacey, you have one hundred and twenty-two dollars and some change. And Britney, you have one hundred and thirty-one dollars and fifty cents,” Nash said.

“That’s got to be wrong, boss. I demand a recount.”

“Thanks for the extra tips, Britney. I don’t know what I’ll spend them on.”

“What about all the calendar sales, boss?”

“You pocketed that money directly, Britney,” Nash said.

“And you must have given ninety percent away for free,” I added.

Britney stormed off to the break room before heading directly to her car. She didn't even bother to clean up the empty calendar boxes, which littered the break room.

“It doesn’t look like Britney's stunt paid off, boss.”

“I wouldn't say that, Lacey. Takings were up twelve hundred dollars.”

“At least someone did okay.”

“Gary and you get an hour of overtime plus a quiet hundred-dollar grocery voucher.”

Without thinking, I leaned forward and kissed Nash on the cheek, leaving a crimson lipstick mark.

“Britney's loss is our gain,” I said.

“Oh, she's not losing much. She'll be out in the parking lot trading a view of her breasts for tips, if I know Britney.”

“You don't mean she's a prostitute.”

“I didn't say that. But she's pretty liberal with what she'll do for money.”

“You can take those heels off if you like. The doors are locked shut,” Nash said.

“I wore them with you in mind, boss. I take it you don't like them.”

“They make your legs look never-ending, Lacey. And really show off your fake tan.”

If only Nash knew the tan was the only thing about me that wasn't fake.

Nash and I joked about while powering through the work. Unlike a lot of bosses, he'd worked his way up through the family business. And now it was his to own and operate as he saw fit. His parents had retired and moved to Florida a few years back. Leaving him with a job for as long as he wanted it.

A few minutes before 2:00 pm, Nash locked the door after we exited. I noticed Britney's car remained parked in its usual spot. A small group of guys stood around it smoking and chatting. The passenger side door opened, prompting a young cowboy to exit, while another took his place. The young cowboy who exited the car appeared more than a little red-faced. A couple of the guys turned to me. They seemed more interested in what was exiting the business than what was on display in the car.

“Let me walk you to your car,” Nash said.

The guys continued to watch as we walked the fifty yards to my car. Nash moved his hand onto mine and intertwined our fingers almost immediately. I swore I felt sparks fly. But it also helped me walk across the stones in the challenging heels. By the time we reached my car, most of the guys had lost interest.

“We'd better sell it properly, Lacey.”

“What do you mean, Nash?”

Nash turned me around, and I dropped back against the car door. Was this really happening? Nash moved his face slowly towards mine.

“Stop me when it looks genuine, Lacey.”

But I didn’t utter a word.

When I got home, I called Lacey.

“What have you done, little sis?”

“I think I’m falling for Nash.”

“Well, that’s not surprising. But promise me you won’t sleep with him.”


PART THREE


CHAPTER EIGHT


WITH LACEY'S WORDS echoing in my ears, I told myself to ignore Nash, his incredible eyes and delicious lips. Although my feelings were definitely deepening, I sort of felt like I did after the Halloween incident. I smiled when I thought of him and shivered at the idea of him wrapping his arms around me and kissing me. It wasn’t new ground for me, and I’d worked through it once before. Although I think that crush lasted for six months, at least.

What new plans will Britney have today I wondered as I ate my breakfast? Or had she made enough money in the parking lot after work to cover whatever luxury she currently desired? Still, I felt trepidation as I dressed for the day, causing me to temper the makeup and drop half the planned accessories. But I drew the line at the boots. They felt sexy yet comfortable. And after all, Nash said that they made my legs go on forever.

I pulled up at work telling myself I’d keep a low profile. Surprisingly, Britney acknowledged my presence as I entered the break room. She was dolled up to the max, and Gary appeared impressed with what he saw. But instead of dressing uber-feminine, there was something different about her. Something I struggled to put my finger on. I’d not seen her wear cowgirl boots before, nor her makeup and accessories toned right down.

After putting my handbag away and attaching my hat, I headed for the diner.

“Would you mind helping me for a second?” Britney asked.

Oh, here we go. What did she have in store for me?

“I’m having trouble putting my contacts in.”

I walked across the room and assessed the problem. Everything looked fine. The contact was on her finger, and her eye was clear of anything else.

“I just can't seem to put it in. Could you try, Lacey?”

The request seemed very personal. Against my better judgement, I moved my eyes a few inches from Britney's eyes.

“Am I interrupting you two?” a familiar voice came from behind.

I turned to see Nash standing in the doorway looking forlorn.

“Sorry, I was just…” I said.

“…please prep the diner, Britney. You can clean the restrooms, Lacey,” Nash said.

And there it was. I was dropped from the starting team again.

“Just so you know, Nash. Nothing happened.”

“Thank goodness you arrived when you did, Nash,” Britney said.

The game playing with Britney was getting old. As I mopped the restroom floors, I visualized ways I could maim Britney. My favorite ended up being tying her by the arms and legs between two horses and firing a starting pistol. The bar restrooms were extra stinky. One cowboy had left remnants of several drinks and an enormous meal in one corner. After finishing the bar restrooms, I moved into the diner. At least in there, I didn’t have to hold my breath as I mopped. Thankfully, Britney was nowhere to be seen.

Even with a limited staff working, I knocked on each restroom door before entering. With no answer, I wandered straight in. Suddenly Britney's absence could be explained. There she stood in front of the mirror, her front obscured from my view.

“I can come back in a few minutes if you like, Britney,” I said.

“Oh sorry, doll. I spilled ketchup on my uniform.”

“Do you want me to come back?”

“Could you help me?” Britney said, turning around to show her uniform was unzipped well past her navel. And for some unknown reason, her breasts were totally exposed.

“Sorry, I'll come back,” I said, navigating the bucket and mop towards the door.

“I’m sorry about before, Lacey. I didn't want Nash to discover my feelings for you.”

“Well, that didn’t help me, Britney, did it? I'm on restroom duty.”

Covering nothing up, Britney stepped forward and stood less than a foot from me.

“How do my breasts compare to the other girls in town?”

“Pretty similar, I suppose.”

Britney reached for my hands and placed them on her breasts.

“I can't stand this sexual tension between us anymore.”

I tried to remove my hands, but Britney's grip was too tight. Her nipples quickly stiffened beneath my fingers.

“That feels nice, Lacey. May I feel yours?”

“I don't think that would be appropriate.”

An unexpected knock on the door broke the moment.

“We’re about to open. Where are my front of house staff?” Nash said.

“I hope we can pick this up again later,” Britney said, before stepping forward and kissing me softly, even sliding her tongue between my lips.

“You know I'm in a relationship, don't you, Britney?”

“While the cat’s away, as they say.”

“I’m just waiting on Britney to finish up so I can mop the floor, boss.”

“Then make it quick. There are customers waiting, girls.”

Britney still clasped my hands against her impressive breasts. And her nipples had become rock hard.

“I can't wait to taste all of you,” Britney said, before letting my hands go, heading to the mirror and re-clothing herself.

As Britney left the restroom, I heard her speaking with Nash. Goodness no. What was she up to this time? Nash's expression told me Britney hadn't merely been saying hello. Something more sinister was at play. I couldn't believe I was getting played by an amateur like Britney. What would happen next - kitchen duty?

The shift was quiet. Obviously, Britney's antics of the day before had brought forward many customers. After thirty minutes, Nash redeployed me to the bar, to clean the twenty-foot-long bar, the dozen stools and the pool table. After expecting record tips, I ended up getting nothing. Meanwhile, Britney walked away with eighty-five dollars. I'd been totally played, but the saddest part was that Nash had been played as well. And the power shift between Britney and me moved her way, one-hundred and eighty degrees.

By the time I reached the break room at the end of that shift, Britney was nowhere to be seen. It appeared our special moment was just that. A moment, and a very brief one at that. With success, Britney tried a similar stunt when I showed up for my second shift. But with the diner and bar open, and a solid crowd, serving customers took precedence. And again, she disappeared before I exited the building. Confirming it had all been a rouse.

Lacey gave me some useful tips for dealing with Britney. She'd tried similar stunts before. Not that Lacey admitted to arousing Britney's nipples. But then again, she was with Sharon when I called. I headed for home feeling somewhat depressed but determined. The day had been a bust. I needed to shift the balance of power back in my direction. And regain my boss’s favor.


CHAPTER NINE


Somehow, I learned to coexist with Britney over the following twelve weeks. After I'd stolen the limelight, she'd done the same. That continued for the first few weeks, with the power shifting back and forth regularly. But after several calls to Lacey, I worked out how to appease Britney without losing out. A typical day would see us both make almost one-hundred dollars in tips. Something that almost equaled our wages and met both our needs.

Once Britney was sorted, I patched things up with Nash. While my feelings for him never abated, I knew there'd never be anything between us, unfortunately. My rational head outargued my emotional head, and I committed to keeping things professional. Unwilling to put Lacey’s job, and future, at risk. The trick was reminding him that Sharon was due home soon and that I wouldn’t do anything to hurt our bond. Not that it was my bond. But it seemed to work. At least part of that was true. Sharon was due home any day, along with Lacey.

The morning of my last shift cropped up quickly. Not that I loved working. Nor that watching my bank balance increase failed to excite me. But I loved spending time in Nash's presence. Even if he did occasionally banish me to restroom duty. As my last day approached, I'd noticed a change in Nash. In the last week, he appeared more fun and flirtier, throwing compliments my way almost daily. Something I must admit to enjoying. A little too much.

Getting showered and dressed for my last day, I took extra time presenting myself exactly right. It was dumb, I know, but I wanted Nash to appreciate me, even though he was oblivious to who I really was. As far as he knew, Lacey had always been there and would continue to be. But if I got the right smile, I'd leave Ten Sleep on a high. In a shining new car.

I took quite a risk, picking out a black pair of six-inch platform ankle boots for my last day. The heels were sleek and sexy. The leather was shiny and as soft as butter. I knew they'd be challenging to wear, but hey, it was my last day. And I wanted to embrace my temporary femininity and look Nash directly in his incredible hazel eyes. Although it meant I had to drive to work barefoot.

With the heels on, I stood close to 6ft 3in. The same height as Nash. And a foot taller than Britney even when she wore her highest of heels. From the moment I walked into work, all attention turned towards me. Something that caught Britney completely by surprise.

“Nice shoes. Someone is getting laid tonight,” Gary said as I entered the break room.

I could have sworn I heard Nash speaking with Britney in the diner. Somehow, she always seemed to be ready for work a few minutes before me. Still, I quickly headed out of the break room to join them in the diner.

“Don't you mean you want Lacey to do that? She’s the restroom specialist.” Britney said.

“No, Britney. I want you to do that today.”

“Wow, someone is trying a little too hard to impress,” Britney said as I walked over to join them.

“And it appears it may have worked, Britney.”

Britney didn't respond. Instead, she shrugged and headed off to clean the restrooms.

“I’ve got a surprise for you today,” Nash said.

“Sounds ominous, boss.”

Suddenly, Gary poked his head out from the kitchen.

“When did you want that cake, boss?”

“At the end of the morning shift, Gary.”

“Is it a special occasion, boss?”

“Yes, but I don't want to spoil the surprise. Give me five minutes and we’ll sort it.”

Wow, I loved a man of mystery. And there was plenty to love about this man.

“Do you like my boots? I thought of you when I picked them out this morning,” I said, attempting to play shy.

“They make your legs look even longer. If that's possible, Lacey.”

“Oh, sorry for interrupting, boss. What was that surprise?”

Suddenly, Britney appeared from the cowboy restroom, holding her nose and sweating profusely.

Nash and I watched as Britney moved the mop and bucket out of the cowboy restroom and into the cowgirl restroom. Once she was out of earshot, Nash continued.

“I’d like you to take Zone A today. Do you think you can handle that, Lacey?”

“But what about Britney?”

“She can take Zone B today.”

I knew the expectation would be that I'd greet the customers and balance the load between Zone A and Zone B. Something that Britney never managed very well.

“Yes, I can handle that, boss.”

The morning started slowly. I cleaned the tables and replenished the condiments to keep myself occupied. Britney got demoted to the bar until the customer numbers picked up. I quite enjoyed being Nash's number one for a change. Something that I wondered why Lacey hadn't pursued. Or had she let Britney steal it from her? Either way, she was missing out by playing second fiddle.

Around 11:50 am, the lunch crowd peak arrived. Both Britney and I were stretched for the following hour but, surprisingly, things went more smoothly than ever. Except my heels got caught in the floorboards a couple of times. Thankfully though, not while I was delivering meals. My flirt-o-meter was turned up to eleven during the entire shift. And several groups of boys commented on my long legs or beautiful smile. This being a girl thing had been pretty sweet. With several unexpected benefits. I almost felt sad to be returning to my boring old life as one of the invisible many.

Soon enough, the end of shift arrived.

“And now for the tips,” Nash said, once he'd turned the open sign to closed. “Britney, you have eight dollars and twenty cents.”

The look on Britney's face was priceless. She stormed across the floor with her finger pointed straight at me only for Gary to wrap her up and disarm her.

“And Lacey, you have one hundred and four dollars.”

“That can't be right. I demand a recount,” Britney said.

As Britney stormed off, Gary headed after her. More to ensure she didn't scratch his car on the way out of the parking lot, rather than for any other reason.

“What was the cake for, boss?”

“I’m just waiting for the others to go and then all will be revealed, Lacey.”

“Did you doctor the tips on purpose, Nash?”

“How else was I going to get Britney out the door that quickly? I’ll correct it tomorrow.”

“You could have…no, you’re right. You had no other option.”

“And it got Gary to leave early as well.”

“Wow, it sounds like you’ve got something planned, boss. Do you want me to go?”

“I might have another surprise for you.”

“You realize Sharon is due home soon.”

“Speak of the devil! Come on in, girls.”


CHAPTER TEN


“WHAT THE HELL are you wearing? I’d never wear that?” Lacey said.

I stood rooted to the spot, lost for words, as Lacey and Sharon casually wandered in.

“What’s the problem, Stacey? Has the cat got your tongue?”

“How…when…why?”

“You didn’t think I wanted you screwing up my cozy work gig, did you, little sis?”

“I hope you feel rested and ready to resume on Monday,” Nash said, wheeling in a multi-level cake.

Sharon walked behind me and checked out my outfit.

“You really should wear those sex boots more often, babe,” Sharon said.

I instantly wanted to escape from the footwear but saw no practical option to do so.

“How was ‘Tegan and Sara’?” Nash asked.

“I’d totally rock Tegan’s world,” Sharon said.

“And Sara is my new hall pass,” Lacey said.

“Then I gather it’s all still a dream?”

“It’s been brilliant to get three months away. Thank you, boss. I hope you survived without me.”

“Well, your double has been brilliant. I even think she’s broken Britney for good.”

Somehow, the nature of the conversation left me grappling for meaning. How did Nash know about our swap? And why were Lacey and Sharon totally relaxed about the whole situation? One thing was for sure. I was definitely out of the loop.

I looked down at the cake. It clearly said ‘Welcome home, Sharon and Lacey’ on the icing. Upon closer inspection, it appeared the ‘and Lacey’ had only recently been added. In a different writing style. Nash lit the three candles and wheeled the cake in front of the girls. Holding hands, they blew out the candles before Sharon cut and plated the slices.

“I’m still lost. Someone please explain what’s going on,” I said.

“The three of us were drinking at the bar one night after closing,” Lacey said.

“Lacey was complaining about never getting enough holidays, as usual,” Nash said.

“When the subject of high school crushes came up,” Lacey said.

“After Nash admitted to having a schoolboy crush on Lacey, she told him the truth,” Sharon said.

“This isn’t the Halloween story again, is it? Why must you continue to embarrass me, sis?”

“Nash found it funny and cute.”

“It took me six months to get over that kiss,” Nash said. “And all that time I figured I was hot for Lacey.”

“But it turns out he was hot for you instead,” Sharon said.

“What’s that got to do with you guys being back here now?”

“Well, I sold Nash on the idea that he should retest the waters and see if the fire still burned.”

“To get yourself a three-month holiday.”

“It had to be a win-win, little sister.”

“Anyway, as soon as Nash kissed you, he knew that the fire still burned. Hot and deep.”

“But you told me under no circumstances to hook up with Nash. It was … because you wanted your holiday with Sharon,” I said, answering my question.

“I called Nash straight after our call and told him the good news.”

“But you had my phone.”

“Yes, but Sharon had her phone, with my work number programmed in.”

“Once the wheels were in motion, I didn’t need to rush things. Your flirting with me was all I needed. Although I had to steer you away from Britney once or twice. At least until I worked out she was the problem,” Nash said.

“Where’s the good whiskey, Nash? I think we’ve all earned it,” Lacey said.

Nash headed into the bar area.

“You manipulated me, Lacey.”

“Sure, but isn’t the outcome worth it?”

“I’m not sure what the outcome is.”

“Oh, all your dreams are going to come true tonight. I can see how smitten you both are with each other.”

“But we’re both…” I said.

“…take a look in the mirror, sis. You make a much hotter girl than I do.”

“But Nash isn’t…” I said.

“…he is enamored of you. And has been since that first kiss. Tell me you don’t feel the same.”

“He’s kind of hot,” Sharon said.

“He’s a total babe. If I were into hot guys, he’d be first on my list, little sis.”

“But I’m not…” I said.

“…you can’t fool me. And don’t let this incredible opportunity pass you by.”

I heard footsteps behind me and turned to see Nash walking towards us with a tray, a bottle of high-end scotch and four glasses. I felt my heart pitter-patter as I watched him move. Lacey was right. Who was I kidding? Nash was seriously hot. And I’d never have caught his eye if it wasn’t for our swap. He had the full package. Looks, personality and an ass I’d kill to see firsthand. As Nash placed a glass in front of me, his arm grazed mine. Every single hair on my arm instantly stood at attention. Who was I kidding? I was deeply in love.

“For being such a good boss, Sharon and I have a reward for you,” Lacey said.

“Sounds ominous.”

“It’s not a threesome, is it?” Sharon said, with more than a touch of interest.

“No, Sharon. There’s no threesome happening here. And keep it in your pants, please.”

Sharon’s sudden enthusiasm dampened quickly.

“Sharon and I will open and close for you. Plus, I’ll work the afternoon shift so you and Stacey can share some alone time,” Lacey said.

“You really mean that?” Nash asked.

“Hold on, I was counting on those tips, Lacey.”

“Don’t worry, little sis. You’ll get plenty of tips either way.”

I felt my face warm. I could only imagine how embarrassed I looked. As Nash poured the last drink, he handed it to Sharon.

“To safe returns from distant places,” Nash said.

We all raised our glasses and emptied them instantly.

“There’s something I’ve been wanting to do for the past twelve weeks,” Nash said.

“Ooh, I don’t want to see that,” Lacey said.

“I think it’s kind of hot,” Sharon said.

Nash placed his hand on my glass, prompting me to let it go. He put it on the table behind us before taking a step towards me. Suddenly, there was nothing but his hazel eyes in my line of sight. I felt his hand slide around my waist and pull me close. Don’t let my…wait…is that Nash’s boner?

The second our lips touched, a thousand butterflies took off in my stomach. Nash’s lips tasted as sweet as anything that had entered my mouth. Memories flashed back from that Halloween. And the feeling was every bit as exciting. Nash skillfully parted my lips with his tongue before exploring almost all of my mouth. I felt my pulse rise and my face flush. This kiss was every bit as wonderful as our first, only ten years of passion and some experience made it somehow better.

“You two hit the road. Leave everything to us,” Lacey said.

“I can’t go out wearing my work uniform, Lacey.”

“Don’t worry, Sharon has packed an outfit for you.”

“It’s in a suitcase in Nash’s car,” Sharon added.

“Somehow, I feel like a pawn in a game of chess.”


PART FOUR


CHAPTER ELEVEN


AFTER HANDING OVER the keys to Lacey’s car, I followed Nash to his car. Although a couple of years older than me, his finances seemed stretched, much like mine. The classic Chevrolet El Camino utility had definitely seen better days. The faded paint barely contained a series of ever-increasing rust patches. And I had to dodge several rips in the upholstered bench seat. But after Nash opened the door for me, I carefully took a seat between the rips.

“Sorry about the car, but I like to keep things on the down-low,” Nash said.

I wondered if he’d outdone himself in that respect but smiled and sat nervously waiting for what came next.

“If you liked me, why didn’t you make a move three months ago?”

“I could ask you the same question. And the answer would probably be the same.”

“Lacey told me not to,” we both said in unison before bursting into a fit of laughter.

“I feel we’ve been played by my sister.”

“I would too if I didn’t know she was right.”

“How do you mean, Nash?”

“Lacey told me you needed time to embrace your femininity. To understand your feminine power and how to use it.”

“But you know what lies within, don’t you?” I said, staring at the floor.

“Yes, a beautiful girl who’s been hidden away from the world for far too long.”

Nash couldn’t wait any longer. He placed his hand on mine, prompting the hair on my arm to stand up and take notice.

“May I kiss you, Stacey Lee?”

“It sort of feels like Britney doing favors in the parking lot.”

“Then I can wait. But not for long. Let’s hit the road.”

Once Nash turned the key in the ignition, a rumbling monster came to life. The engine sounded like something from a speedway, rather than a rust bucket runaround. Nash revved the engine before pulling out onto the road.

As we drove the mile out of town to Nash’s house, I wondered what Sharon had packed for me to wear. I hoped it wasn’t flannelette shirts and blue jeans. Or even worse, the baggy Adidas tracksuit I’d seen Lacey lounging around the house in. But then my mind suddenly turned to Nash. And what he would think once all the makeup and pretty clothes were gone. Would he be disappointed in what he saw? Still, I looked across at this gorgeous specimen of a cowboy. I had to take a chance.

Less than two minutes later, Nash signaled, slowed the car and turned off onto a dirt road. A sign on the fence read ‘Heathwood Ranch’.

“I love the name. Makes it sound very grand, Nash.”

“You can tell my father when you see him. It was his idea. We’ve only got a few hundred acres left. But don’t worry, the ranch staff live away from the homestead in the ranch house.”

I couldn’t tell whether Nash was kidding or not. But his face didn’t show any signs of smirking. As we drove up the half mile long driveway, we passed through a fork in the road.

“The stables and ranch house are a mile that way,” Nash said, pointing to the right.

We headed left, and a few hundred yards up the road, we passed over a gorgeous stone and cobblestone bridge.

“Dad calls this the moat,” Nash said, giggling to himself.

“Are you freakin’ kidding me? Tell me you don’t live here,” I said, as the house suddenly came into view.

Soft-gray pine trees lined a winding pathway from a four-car garage to a massive mansion. Even in the early afternoon sunlight, the home had a Swiss chalet vibe.

“Settle down. It’s only got five bedrooms.”

“And how many bathrooms?”

“Five and a half.”

“How many people live here, Nash?”

“Just me. You can run around wearing whatever you like. Or not,” Nash said with a cheeky smile.

Nash pulled the car into the garage, which sat two cars deep with exquisite automobiles.

“You need eight cars, do you, Nash?”

“Like I said, Stacey. I prefer to keep things on the down-low.”

I scanned the collection from classic cars to modern-day supercars and back.

“You know you owe me something, don’t you, Stacey?”

Oh crap, what had I agreed too.

“May I have that kiss now, Miss Lee?”

“I suppose you have earned it. What with being perfectly chivalrous for the past three months.”

The first touch of Nash’s hand on my chin sent shivers up my spine. And back down again, over and over. The anticipation of Nash’s lips against mine nearly drove me wild.

“You really are the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen,” Nash said, before parting my lips with his persuasive tongue and commencing a dance I’d never forget.

Memories of our Halloween dalliance flooded back. There was no way I could hold back.

“I want to taste you,” I said, sliding my crimson talons up Nash’s thigh until I reached his fly.

Being a girl meant being able to multi-task. And while our tongues danced an Argentinian tango, my fingers removed all impediments to accessing Nash’s weapon. He felt rock hard in my fingers, yet somehow still growing. Nash slid his jeans to his ankles, allowing me to view the silhouette of his weapon for the first time.

“Underwear, down now,” I instructed, as I undid his shirt buttons to reveal the body of a Greek god.

Nash didn’t hesitate to follow my orders. After being at his beck and call for three months, I took satisfaction in bossing him around a little. Fearful I’d lose him when he saw me undressed, I wanted to warm him up before things got too far along. I kissed my way down Nash’s washboard abs, stopping for a moment to work his nipples first. I knew I had his attention at the first sigh. But that wouldn’t be the last.

All my expectations were exceeded when I reached the bottom of Nash’s abs. It took both my hands to work his tool, still leaving a gap in between. But hand jobs weren’t on my to-do list. At least not right now. Nash’s weapon looked way too sweet to wait another minute for. I plunged my hungry mouth over Nash’s throbbing weapon. Blood pumped furiously as I worked the base with my right hand while plunging my mouth deep.

“Oh, Stacey, that’s incredible,” Nash moaned.

Nash was as horny as hell. It wasn’t getting him off that would be the challenge, it was keeping him from blowing his load too quickly. After working the shaft and tantalizing the head with my tongue, I shifted to licking my way up his weapon from shaft to tip. Avoiding lingering on the supersensitive areas. That plateaued Nash’s excitement temporarily. With his breathing slowing, I plunged my mouth deep over Nash’s weapon, until my lips hit his pelvis. I held tight for what seemed like forever, letting my throat do more than a thousand hands could.

“I’m coming,” Nash screamed.

Suddenly, Nash’s weapon spasmed, and his gorgeous face writhed in ecstasy. I prepared for the flood of Nash’s gift. Something that proved his gratification. I counted down the last few seconds until swoosh. My throat collected all of his warm, salty gift before dispatching it to my stomach.

“Wow, that was unreal,” Nash moaned, prompting me to tick off a job well done.


CHAPTER TWELVE


NASH’S BREATHING RETURNED to normal within a minute or two. I held my mouth over his weapon until every last drop of Nash’s gift had been consumed and even licked his weapon clean.

“Should we head inside, Stacey?”

“Why not? I hear you’ve got five bedrooms for us to christen.”

“I know exactly which one we’ll try first.”

Nash exited the car and dressed himself. I checked my makeup in the rearview mirror before joining him. He held my suitcase in one hand and looked rather pleased with himself, something I took full credit for.

“So, this is what you’ve been missing for the past three months, Nash. Pity, hey?”

“If I’d known that this was on the cards, I’d have argued more strongly with Lacey.”

As if by magic, my phone dinged with a text.

“Have you kids done it yet, little sis?”

A thumbs-up was all I sent before turning my phone to silent.

“Is everything alright, my lady?” Nash said, holding his hand out to steady me as we crossed the stone driveway.

“Everything thus far is perfect, my lord.”

The stone driveway was a challenge. I have to admit I probably would not have worn Lacey’s sex shoes if I’d known where I’d end up. But six-inch heels had their benefit. And once we’d reached the path, and Nash’s gorgeous hazel eyes sat inches from mine, that benefit instantly became apparent. Plus, Nash could hardly take his eyes off my legs as we approached the front door.

“I gather you weren’t expecting visitors, Nash.”

“I’d be lying if I said that was true.”

After walking across a twenty-foot verandah, Nash opened the massive wooden front door and dropped my suitcase inside the door. Leading me in by the hand, Nash suddenly stopped dead in his tracks. Well, actually, I stopped once the size of the entrance became obvious. Nash had little option but to do likewise or let my hand go.

“I like what you’ve done with the place,” I said, as my eyes scanned the massive room with a roof so distant I could barely make out the light fixtures.

“Mi casa es su casa, Stacey. Which bedroom shall we christen first?”

“I’d really like to freshen up. This work uniform isn’t super sexy, and it sends the wrong signal.”

“I am your boss, you know,” Nash said with a wide grin.

“Not in the bedroom, you’re not.”

Nash led me upstairs to the primary suite. I needed his help to navigate the stairs in six-inch heels. Once safely upstairs, he did the gentlemanly thing and left me to my own devices to change. Meanwhile, he headed to the kitchen to pick up a bottle of wine and a light lunch. As I opened the suitcase, I screamed, ‘Thank you, Sharon’. She’d picked out the perfect outfit for our first night together, as well as a suitable morning-after outfit.

“Are you alright, Stacey?”

“No peeking, Nash. Remember who’s the boss tonight.”

Sharon picked out a stunning black silk babydoll, with a padded bust and a sheer bottom anchored with lace. A matching black lace thong sat beneath the sheer fabric, drawing attention away from my lack of bust and towards my alternate attraction. A note read, ‘Wear Lacey’s sex shoes but add these stockings’. I opened up the package to find the softest and silkiest fabric I’d ever felt. Sliding the first stocking on felt like heaven. The second almost took me over the top, then and there. Still, I hoped Nash would like what he saw.

“Are you ready for the night of your life?” I said before opening the ensuite door and stepping into the largest bedroom I’d ever seen.

“Out here, babe.”

I strutted across the room, feeling the sexy babydoll tease my stockings with each step. Nash was outside on yet another massive verandah, holding a glass of red wine and standing stark naked.

“You look incredible, Stacey.”

“What, this little old thing?”

Nash walked across, handed me a glass and reached out to feel the babydoll.

“The thong is even softer. Especially at the front,” I said, feeling ready to test Nash’s true feelings for me.

Nash needed no further encouragement. He placed his hands on my thighs and slid them up slowly, before using my ass to pull me close.

“I take it you have no close neighbors,” I said, suddenly feeling a little exposed.

Nash didn’t reply, instead dropping to his knees before sliding my thong down to my ankles.

“I take it you don’t like…” I said.

As Nash’s warm mouth enveloped my toy, I struggled to remain standing in my six-inch heels. Nash needed no direction; his technique couldn’t have been better. He moved seamlessly between hand and mouth, bringing me to the edge of a climax in mere minutes.

“Oh, yes, Nash. I love you!” I screamed.

But Nash wasn’t ready to reply. He worked my toy with pure focus, taking me to the very edge of explosion, before bringing me back down again. But eventually, I lost all sense of control and sent my gift deep down Nash’s throat. Unable to remain on my feet without Nash’s steadying hands, I leaned back and enjoyed the attention.

“You know this isn’t actually a bedroom, don’t you?” I said.

“So, you love me, hey? That happened pretty quickly, Stacey.”

“It’s just something that I say all the time. Mainly to get what I want, of course.”

“Oh, then what do you want next?”

“This fine specimen of manhood deep inside me,” I said, reaching forward and stroking Nash’s weapon.

“Well, you are the boss, Stacey. Any preference on rooms?”

“You choose. And do it quickly.”

“Have I shown you the view from the railing?”

Understanding the comment, I sauntered across the verandah and held on tightly with both hands for the ride of my life.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT DAY WE must have sampled half of the bedrooms and a handful of other rooms. But thankfully, night followed day, and after watching the most incredible sunset over one of Nash’s horse paddocks, we ticked off the remaining bedrooms. Although we took a break for dinner. Delivered by Sharon from the ‘Ten Sleep Saloon and Steakhouse’. Although Sharon didn’t hang around. She merely rang the doorbell, left a package and headed off. But our connection was off the charts. And not once did I ever feel less than perfect in Nash’s eyes.

With cash in my pocket and no work to keep me occupied, I headed to Worland with Nash and bought myself an automobile. Nash suggested I borrow one of his, but I was determined to return to the ‘University of Florida’ to complete my studies and worried about pulling up in a Porsche or Lamborghini. Somehow, I bought a Mustang convertible from one of Nash’s mates. Though I’m sure a substantial mate’s discount had been applied. Still, the Mustang ended up traveling all the way to Gainesville, although I did very little of the driving. It’s hard to drive long distances in four-inch heels. Thankfully, Nash was there to carry the load.

I returned to the University of Florida a changed person. Well, I kept my name, but no one recognized me. Still, as one of those invisible kids, my first three years had been tough. With no real friends, I could have disappeared off the face of the earth and no-one would have noticed. But from my first day back, my social life changed overnight. Girls who had ignored me previously, invited me to sorority parties. And guys who’d pushed me out of the way suddenly sidled up to me. But I had no interest. My childhood sweetheart was more than enough to keep me satisfied.

Lacey headed back to work a changed person. Never again did she let Britney get the upper hand, and she even got Sharon a job. That allowed them to team up to keep Britney off her game. Something even Nash and Gary appreciated. Lacey stepped up while Nash and I were indisposed. While having Sharon working alongside her kept her roaming eye under control, it also stopped Britney in her tracks.

Nash joined me in Florida for my first three months of the semester. He stayed with his parents, and I joined them on weekends. And regularly he’d visit me on campus, prompting me to show off my super-hot childhood sweetheart. Each holiday I’d head home to Ten Sleep, only I didn’t stay at my parents’ house. I stayed at the Heathwood Ranch. And every time Nash and I got to spend time together, I thanked my lucky stars my twin sister had manipulated me. After all, while she got a holiday, I was the one who was twinning in the long run.
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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


IF THE SHOE FITS
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Have you ever given in to pure desire? Something that caught you totally by surprise.

Jordan McMillan is a successful up-and-coming beautician with a style that is in demand. But Jordan dreams bigger.

So, when Jordan takes the jump and moves from suburban Boston to downtown Chicago, everything is on the line. With no place to live and no regular job, Jordan needs things to happen instantly.

And when Jordan’s work catches the eye of Chicago modeling royalty, things appear to have turned to gold. All of Jordan’s dreams seem to be coming true.

But when Jordan crosses a line. One that should never be crossed. Jordan places everything at risk.

If you like transgender romances with an equal dose of action and heart, then you’ll love IF THE SHOE FITS. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

How will Jordan put the genie back in its bottle? Or are some things changed forever?


SAY YES
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Can you tell the difference between admiration and lust? Can one turn into the other?

Robby Young is wasting his gap year. Unsure where real passion lays, he dreams about his future, while lounging about his parents’ house, doing little all day.

But Robby’s world turns on its head when his sister returns from college. Not only does she pierce his private universe, she’s got dirt on him.

Thankfully, Robby’s sister also has an eye for a deal. And when asked a favor, she spots the perfect win-win opportunity. One that will push Robby to his limits.

If you like transgender romance stories with a touch of celebrity, like ‘Notting Hill’, then you’ll love SAY YES. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Robby grab the opportunity with both hands and run with it, or return to merely dreaming about life?


LIFE SWAP
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Could the most embarrassing moment of your life lead to the most wonderful?

Brendan Samuels has finally achieved a lifelong dream. Escaping small-town USA for the big city. With his best friend, Sabrina, he heads for unlimited opportunity by studying theatre at an Ivy League university. Only after two years of toil, shyness, and a lack of confidence in being a leading man still holds Brendan back.

So, when Sabrina unexpectedly discovers Brendan’s big secret, one he believed could ruin his life, she sees a win-win opportunity. One that could force Brendan out of his comfort zone and help her at the same time. Starting with a series of small challenges, Sabrina slowly thrusts Brendan into a world he never dreamed possible.

But once Sabrina sees what difference a little confidence can make, she spots greater opportunities. And a Life Swap in a very foreign place, one full of trust-fund kids with unlimited power and money, proves the perfect audition for Brendan’s most challenging role yet. Trouble is, there’s no safety net.

If you like transgender romances that let you see life through fresh eyes, like ‘Pretty Woman’. Then, you’ll love LIFE SWAP the latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Brendan’s Life Swap opportunity become career defining? Or will overconfidence and romantic feelings thwart his happy-ever-after?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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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