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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“IS THAT PETER coming up the driveway?” Mum exclaimed.

“We’re in the middle of nowhere, Edna. Who else would it be?” Dad replied.

“I hope he’s brought home a girlfriend with him.”

“Now you’ve digressed into fantasy, Mum,” I said.

As the shiny silver sports car pulled to a stop outside the front door, Mum ran to greet her youngest son. Dad and I kept watching television. Waiting for the inevitable call.

“Travis, be a dear and take Peter’s luggage to his room?”

“Why does he need that much for two days?”

Dad stared at me with his ‘do this for your mother’ expression.

“I’ve been cooking all day. The Thanksgiving dinner is merely a couple of hours away.”

Peter tossed me the keys to his car before he settled on the lounge where I’d been sitting.

“The suitcases are in the boot, in the front. It’s an Audi TTS Coupe, Travis.”

While Mum fussed over Peter and tried to engage Dad, I decided to have a little fun.

Opening the driver’s door, I sat behind the wheel. Leather dominated all the new car smells. I opened the keys and searched for the ignition switch. Bloody foreign cars. They spoil all my fun. Begrudgingly, I popped the trunk and removed two pristine, leather-bound suitcases. Both were half empty. It led me to wonder why Peter couldn’t have just brought them in himself. But I didn’t want to raise it with Mum, as that would stress Dad.

Peter and I settled into a solid session of sibling banter while Mum prepared the meal. Dad ignored the two of us. His favourite television show was on, and he possessed the ability to block out anything when he wanted. If a typhoon ever hit Maryland, I could imagine Dad missing it completely if his favourite show was on. Years of practice zoning out Mum’s voice had honed his abilities to a tee.

“Oh, bother. I desperately need eggs, boys.”

“Can one of you lunatics head into Jacksonville and buy your mother some eggs?”

“Let’s race, Travis.”

“Sure, I’m game, PK.”

“You will not race. Go together and take Dad’s truck.”

“Or I could show Travis how a real car drives.”

“It’s up to the two of you as to which car you take. But I need eggs within twenty minutes or you’ll ruin the meal.”

“Hurry lads. Move it. You don’t want to disappoint your mother.”

Peter appeared on a mission to impress me. After carefully navigating the loose stones of our driveway at a snail’s pace, he quickly sped up to one-hundred miles per hour and seemed in no hurry to slow the acceleration.

“I’d slow down if I were you.”

“A little nervous, are you, big brother?”

“Nope. But Sergeant Brown sits just over the crest with a radar.”

Peter slammed his foot on the brakes, slowing to the speed limit in the nick of time. As forecast, Sergeant Brown had the radar at the ready, and appeared disappointed not to catch the sports car. Until he recognised us.

“Thanks bro, I owe you.”

“I’ll add it to the tab, PK.”

A subtle wave between old friends, and we turned the corner, prompting Peter to speed up towards one-hundred miles per hour again. Thankfully, the Jacksonville town limits appeared before Peter could set a new land speed record.

“What did you bring Mum and Dad for Thanksgiving?”

“I’ve been really busy.”

“Didn’t you just drive three hours from New York City?”

“I don’t like to stop this baby once she’s wound up.”

Peter pulled the car up outside the Jacksonville General Store. He kept the motor running and ignored me.

“Grab a couple of scratch-offs for me, will you, bro?”

I held my hand out, waiting for the money.

“I’m good for it.”

I remained seated with my hand out for a solid two minutes. But Peter never flinched. He merely changed the music and revved the engine incessantly to impress the local teens. I finally gave up and headed inside.

“And buy yourself one.”

“You mean you’re not coming in, PK?”

“I’ll keep the car warm. These sports cars don’t like to cool down.”

Knowing I’d made my point, I headed in to buy the eggs.

“What are the most expensive scratch-offs you have?” I asked, placing the eggs on the counter.

“That would be the ‘Win For Life Spectacular’ fifty dollar tickets.”

“I’ll take four, thanks.”

After paying, I placed the scratch-offs in my jacket pocket and jumped back in the Audi.

Peter took off with the same acceleration as earlier.

“Remember Sergeant Brown, PK.”

After escaping the three hundred yard run where the radar could catch him, Peter resumed warp speed. By the time we reached home, I was concerned the eggs may have disintegrated during re-entry. Luckily, all were in one piece when I checked.

“That dinner was delicious, Mum,” I said.

“I’m glad you boys enjoyed it.”

“Oh, I got you all something for Thanksgiving,” Peter said, turning to me.

After delaying the gifting for a minute, I pulled out the scratch-offs from my jacket pocket.

“Oh, my goodness. How does this work?” Mum asked.

“It’s easy. You scratch the top section to reveal ten numbers. Then you scratch the twenty bottom numbers. If you match a number, top and bottom, you scratch the money symbol to reveal how much you’ve won,” I replied.

“Sounds confusing. Here, Peter. You do it.”

Meanwhile, Dad had scratched a match which resulted in a two-hundred dollar prize. At least we’d received my money back. Peter scratched Mum’s card, revealing a one-hundred dollar prize. Two down, two to go, and we’d made a fifty percent profit. Peter scratched his card, but there were no matches. I did likewise and got the same result.

“I’m gonna buy some new shoes for church,” Mum said.

“How about you, Dad? What will you buy?” Peter asked.

“I’ll fix the brakes on the truck,” Dad replied.

“I’ll put mine towards an around the world trip,” I said.

“You can’t leave the farm,” Mum said, before Dad grabbed her arm to signal, I was joking.

Two nights of much the same followed before Peter asked me to place his suitcases in the Audi, and he drove cautiously up the driveway again. After waving Peter off, we all retired to our bedrooms. Mum was still buzzing, but I had some work to catch up on. Taking my jacket off, something fell onto the bed. It was another scratch-off ticket. They must have charged me for five. I placed the ticket on the side table before taking out a nickel. Scratching the ticket with no emotion, I glanced at the last item. I got a match. Bet I got one-hundred dollars like Mum. Scratching off the money symbol, I uncovered a large number. A really large number. Holy crap, twenty-million dollars.


CHAPTER TWO


“THANKS FOR PUTTING me up for the week, PK.”

“My pleasure, big brother. You needed a break from the farm.”

“Unfortunately, that’s not how my life goes. It’s an incessant go, go, go.”

“But you need some downtime, too.”

“Wow, I can’t believe you live in a swish apartment in New York City.”

“Well, no better place to sow your wild oats than the Bowery, bro.”

I wasn’t sure there’d be much sowing, but simply avoiding 4:00 am starts seemed exciting enough to me.

“I can’t believe you won twenty million dollars.”

“Yep. It seems surreal.”

“Bro, you should totally give it all to me. After all, I bought the ticket.”

“Thanks for reminding me. You owe me two-hundred dollars.”

“I’m a little tight until payday. Anyway, I only asked you to buy three scratch-offs.”

“Then I bought three for you, and two for me. Either way, it was the fifth ticket that won.”

“Or perhaps it was the first, and you swapped them out.”

“How about I forget about the one-hundred-and-fifty dollars you owe me, and we’ll call it even?”

“You are sharing my nine-thousand dollar per month apartment for the week, for free.”

“Because you extended a generous invitation. Apparently, with ulterior motives.”

Peter saw he was getting nowhere closer to my twenty-million dollars. He walked away from the negotiation. While he’d studied property at university, I shadowed much of his learnings. The last thing I wanted was for him to one up me. He flipped through the channels on his television before settling on ‘Million Dollar Listing: New York’.

“You live for this property stuff, PK, don’t you?”

“High stakes negotiation is like a drug. Once you take a hit, you simply need another.”

“As long as that’s the only drug you use.”

“I may live in one of the largest cities in the world, but I’m still a sensible country boy at heart.”

‘Million Dollar Contractor’ followed next. Now this show interested me. Rather than a bunch of smarmy suits driving around New York City in expensive cars, the show highlighted how to make money from intellect and honest toil. Much more my thing. As Peter moved to turn it over, I stopped him.

“I like this one. Can we leave it on?”

“Happy to see you show some interest, bro.”

I got heavily engaged. This was all about the college courses I’d secretly completed from home. Starting with a derelict building and totally transforming it into something shiny and new. All while making a solid profit.

“I reckon you should invest in New York City real estate, Travis.”

“And you’ve got just the property, I suppose?”

“What are you gonna do with the money?”

“Sit it safely in the bank.”

“You realise you’ll be losing two percent a year based on inflation, don’t you, Travis?”

“I merely parked it there until I find somewhere safe to invest.”

“Walk this way,” Peter said, leading me to the bank of windows across the front of his apartment.

Peter opened the blinds and pointed out local landmarks bordering Manhattan.

“Travis, this is the veritable field of gold.”

“I wouldn’t have a clue where to start.”

“I’m happy to advise you, bro.”

“How much would I need?”

I was actually happy to be leveraging his knowledge.

“Depends on what you are seeking.”

“What would you recommend, PK?”

“A development opportunity. Something that could turn your twenty-million dollars into fifty-million dollars.”

“I don’t need fifty-million dollars.”

“You don’t need it. But think of all the good you could do with that sort of money.”

Peter’s negotiating skills had improved since moving to New York City. He knew I had a strong social conscience and pulled that lever perfectly. But I recognised it and wasn’t about to become swept up in his agenda.

“This apartment is worth around two-million dollars,” Peter said.

“For a box with no land?”

“A completely renovated four-bedroom box with no land. Refurbished a few months ago. And the building would be worth north of twenty-million dollars.”

“You mean I would need all my winnings to buy just one building?”

“Yep, because the owner newly renovated the building.”

I scanned across the New York City skyline. At a few low-rise buildings, and many that stretched almost to the sky. As darkness fell, lights twinkled across this massive city. I wondered why people needed lights in their apartments, when you could just open the curtains.

“Hey Google. How much is all the real estate in New York City worth?” Peter asked.

“As of fiscal year 2018, a tentative property assessment shows all New York City properties would be worth over one-trillion dollars,” Google replied.

“Considering I felt rich five minutes ago, I feel poor now.”

“Check out that apartment across the road?”

“The one above ‘Papa Johns Pizza’?”

“And ‘Gena’s Grill’,”

“Wow, shops and apartments.”

“Twenty apartments and two commercial properties.”

“What’s that worth, like forty-million dollars?”

“They are asking around six-million dollars. Do you understand why, Travis?”

“Is it on the wrong side of the road?”

“Because it’s not renovated. Been untouched for fifty years. Although somehow, it’s almost fully tenanted.”

“How many apartments did you say?”

“Twenty apartments and two commercial premises.”

“That sounds dirt cheap.”

“If you buy it and renovate it like in ‘Million Dollar Contractor’, you’ll double your money.”

“But I’m tied to the farm, PK.”

“You can pay a manager sixty-thousand dollars a year to do what you do. Seize your life back.”

I stared closely at the building. Five floors of apartments and a floor of commercial premises. And it appeared like there was some sort of roof top arrangement going on. Each apartment had massive floor to ceiling windows across the front, and a prominent fire escape wound its way up the centre of the building. A small crowd gathered out front of ‘Papa Johns Pizza’. Most of them in the twenty-something age group. As I stood soaking it in, a girl in a white flowing dress walked out onto the top floor fire escape and packed away her washing.

“Do you know any of the tenants?” I asked.

“The first rule of property is never to become friends with your tenants. But I can tell you it’s a real mix. The lift hasn’t worked in years, hence it’s what we call a walk up. That means the young folk occupy the top floors and pay slightly less.”

Peter’s discussion had me thinking on two fronts. I’d never considered breaking free of the farm. But now I had twenty-million reasons to shift my focus. Hiring a manager would provide me freedom. Second, I could finally follow my passion, and utilise my skills to deliver social impact. I could totally improve the lives of the tenants in those twenty apartments. The six-million dollar price tag was doable. And I needed to invest in something. Else inflation would erode my winnings.

“I’ll arrange an inspection tomorrow,” Peter said, before heading off to bed.

As a holidaying couch-surfer, I had more flexibility. I watched as the girl in the white dress opened the window to the fire escape and headed inside. A few moments later, she re-appeared. This time on the rooftop. She danced as if no-one was watching, running through a solid twenty-minute routine. Her moves appeared focused, yet carefree. That was the feeling I’d lost. I drifted off to sleep wondering about each of the stories of the twenty apartment dwellers.


CHAPTER THREE


“WAKE UP, BRO. I gotta head into the office. Are you still wanting to check out the old girl across the road?”

“What girl? I haven’t been watching anyone.”

“The building. You remember, twenty apartments and two commercial premises.”

“Yep, sorry. I was up half the night researching it.”

“What did you find?”

“Anything over six-and-a-half-million dollars would make it unviable.”

“Based on what?”

“Based on the assumption it’s a gut and renovate job, PK.”

“Sounds like a sound assumption.”

“And being one-bedroom apartments, I’d need to keep the spend under one-hundred-and-twenty-thousand dollars per apartment.”

“I’m impressed, bro. I’ll message you when I confirm the inspection.”

Pulling out my laptop, I revisited the spreadsheet I’d put together overnight. At seven-million dollars, including buying costs, and with two-and-a-half-million dollars of improvements plus contingencies, the finished building would owe me just under ten-million dollars. Each apartment would be rentable for three-thousand dollars per month, and based on a ninety percent occupancy, that would provide six-hundred-and-fifty-thousand dollars income per annum. Working off a five percent yield, it would value the property at a touch over thirteen-and-a-half-million dollars. Not exactly doubling my money, but not bad for a year’s work.

Standing at the window, I noted a girl walk out onto the fire escape. It wasn’t the same girl as the night before. She was blonde rather than brunette, and she wore a simple floral dress. She must have caught me staring, because she turned and waved. Embarrassed, I raised my hand in a friendly manner before slowly stepping back from the window. Heading back to my spreadsheet, I wondered about the story of the girl in the floral dress. What brought her to New York City? What brought her to that apartment?

“I’ll meet you on the front steps of the building at 10:30 am,” Peter messaged.

Shit, that only gave me thirty minutes to ready myself. Thank goodness I didn’t have to travel far. Although I was hankering for a proper coffee.

“I’ll catch you then.”

Hitting street level with ten minutes to spare, I headed to one of the trendy coffee shops New York City was famous for. ‘The Lazy Llama’ grabbed my attention with its fire engine red awning and matching stools. Stepping inside, my senses shifted into overload. A tractor-like buzz stemmed from the two-dozen people all chatting away inside. And waves of roasted coffee beans and freshly baked pastries soon infused my body. Standing in the service queue, claustrophobia enveloped me. Back home, three people in a supermarket made up a crowd. Nothing had prepared me for this.

Unused to being surrounded by gorgeous women, I panicked when pushed into a couple of attractive girls in front of me. I struggled to keep a safe distance in the boisterous crowd. And the girls in front of me were awfully cute. One a brunette and a taller blonde. They chatted away, apparently unconcerned by the crush. I bumped into them twice, pushed from behind when the door opened. But they ignored the interruption and kept chatting.

The number of coffee options scared me, and I didn’t even try to identify the bountiful array of pastries.

“Hi, I’ll have a large oat cappuccino, please,” I said, mirroring the brunette in front of me to avoid embarrassment.

“Sorry, could you speak up?”

After repeating my order at the top of my voice and paying, I headed over to wait with the other patrons.

It occurred to me that New York City coffee shops were like the sunflowers on the farm. While the flowers attracted bees, the coffee shops attracted gorgeous women. My name was called at the same time as the two girls in front of me in the queue. It made sense because I had the same order as either Eva or Grace. I arrived at the condiment stand with the girls, even though I didn’t need condiments. I’d followed them through the crowd thinking they headed towards the door.

“Would you like some sugar?” the brunette asked.

This girl was even prettier from the front. With deep mocha eyes and a gorgeous smile, my throat dried up instantly. Her curly locks sat wild and free, only constrained by two oversized silver earrings. She dressed casually in faded blue jeans with broad flares and a yellow knitted halter top, cropped to reveal a super fit torso. Simple black four-inch stiletto sandals completed the outfit.

“Thank you,” I replied, after what seemed like a minute.

Once the girls had turned, I put down the sugar container and followed them out of the shop. Unfortunately, the blonde girl spotted a friend and stopped, stepping aside to let me pass. As I opened the door to freedom and walked through, I turned to view the two attractive girls following close behind. I held the door until both had exited.

“You wouldn’t be following us, would you?” the brunette asked, smiling.

“Merely a coincidence.”

“That’s a shame,” the blonde said, before stroking my face with the back of her hand.

My face warmed instantly as I stood waiting for the girls to head off. Oh shit. They walked straight into the apartment building, just as Peter tapped me on the shoulder.

“Now I understand why you moved to New York City. There are attractive girls everywhere.”

“Just be sure you tell me before you make any moves.”

“Given my level of experience, I don’t think it’ll be this week.”

“The Bowery girls can be quite forward. Don’t automatically assume celibacy, bro.”

Standing on the doorstep of the apartment building, I had to pinch myself. Was this really happening? I struggled to fathom that I might become the owner of a building housing twenty families and two small businesses. The building loomed larger from close up. Two tiled steps led to a large black door with glass occupying the upper half. Ornate cream brickwork dressed up the red brick facade, showing the building had been quite the standout in its day.

“I’ve got you access to a selection of apartments, but not all, Travis.”

“Understandable, as people live here.”

“But you can go wild in the unoccupied units.”

“Don’t worry. I won’t overstep the mark.”

Stepping inside the foyer felt like stepping back in time. A narrow marble-lined hallway led past a series of mailboxes, over a black and white tiled floor to a dark wood staircase.

“Up the stairs. We’ll inspect the apartments first,” Peter said.

Black window surrounds punctuated a canary yellow stairwell. A black painted handrail sat loosely above an iron baluster. The worn paintwork only just looked worse than the paint chips on the rails. As I took my first step onto the stairs, the building groaned.

“How long do we have, PK?”

“I need to be back at the office before 1:00 pm.”

“Then let’s get this show on the road.”

“A warning though, first. You’ll need vision, Travis.”


CHAPTER FOUR


PETER LED ME to apartment 1A first. Shared by a family of four, parents and two children under ten years, everything was clean and tidy, albeit cramped. The door led past a half bathroom into a combined lounge, kitchen and dining nook. An enormous window led out onto the fire escape. A corridor next to the dining nook led to a single bedroom, furnished with a double bed and two bunk beds. A second bathroom sat beside the bedroom. Decorated well before my birth, it was all wallpaper and laminate, while unpainted floorboards provided little respite for the feet.

The second stop was apartment 2B. The walk up the stairs was even more treacherous, as half the lights were not working. A mirror of apartment 1A, the apartment reeked of curry cooking. Apparently, the tenant sold food to the local Indian restaurant. Hence, massive pots boiled away on the tiny stove. Only by lighting up all the elements at once could you heat the pot. The odour wasn’t bad; it was intense. I struggled to breathe, pulling up my t-shirt to reduce the intensity regularly. The bedroom housed a double bed and an ironing board surrounded by piles of clothing. Apparently, the tenant ironed clothes for the local dry cleaner.

The inspections provided quite the sobering experience. Decor I could deal with, but general degradation and maintenance issues left me concerned. Plus, the rooms appeared cramped.

“Why don’t we head across the road to mine and grab a coffee to recap?” Peter suggested.

“I want to view more.”

“That’s all the apartments I have permission to enter.”

“What about the vacant apartments?”

“They are on the fourth floor. Two more flights of treacherous stairs.”

“Lead on. Remember, people live on the fifth floor, too.”

After quite a lot of coaxing and cajoling, Peter showed me apartment 4A. The stench of death hit me as the door to the apartment opened.

“How long has it been un-tenanted?”

“A few years.”

With the power and water off, it wasn’t easy to assess the apartment. But I took measurements and photos, and checked out the condition of walls, floors and ceilings. It was dark; it was damp and appeared infested with cockroaches. But otherwise, it appeared roomier than I’d imagined from the over-furnished apartments below.

“This would be a gut job, PK.”

“I don’t disagree.”

“Can you provide me with the financials?”

“Sure, when I return to the office.”

“It’s nothing like your apartment.”

“But think of the potential, Travis.”

“But turning twenty apartments into ten makes little sense financially.”

“No, I agree. It needs to stay as twenty one-bedroom apartments.”

“I’m thinking six-million dollars might be a little steep for this place.”

“Check out the high ceilings.”

“Not much good in a building without heating.”

“Fair point. But installing heating isn’t difficult, bro.”

Peter led me out of the apartment and towards the staircase.

“I want to inspect the roof, PK.”

“You are joking, right?”

“Not if you want the commission.”

I led the walk up the final two flights of stairs. Stairway lighting got progressively worse, while the creaks and groans became more audible. Opening the roof door, fresh air and bright sunshine hit me smack in the face. Thank goodness. Breathing in deeply, I raised my head and marvelled at the view of Manhattan. The view was twice as good as Peter’s apartment. The roof appeared covered with a black waterproofing material. Through it jutted pipes and cables. Walking out onto the roof reminded me of Neil Armstrong’s first steps on the moon, except for the absence of dust.

As the door closed behind me, I turned to find a girl dancing freely across the massive expanse. She appeared incredibly graceful. There was no music. Instead, she moved to a rhythm in her head. She appeared to float across the expanse, hardly touching the roof as she moved. I couldn’t be sure, but she looked like the brunette from the coffee shop. The roof door opened behind me. Thank goodness, that must be Peter.

“It wasn’t a coincidence after all?” a blonde girl said.

The attractive brunette stopped dancing and turned around.

“I’m Travis. I’m just inspecting an apartment in the building.”

“You’ve overshot by two floors and are a bit well-dressed,” the brunette said.

“Do you both live here?”

“I’m Grace, and I’m newly single. This is my friend, Eva,” the blonde said.

“Lovely to meet you both.”

“Perhaps he’s interested in more than just the apartment,” Grace said.

“Either way, he has some explaining to do,” Eva said.

“I’m visiting my brother nearby, and he suggested I check out the vacant apartment.”

“And what do you think?” Eva asked.

“Great location with a spectacular view.”

“We all realise it’s a dog box, but it’s the only dog box we can afford.”

“Don’t be like that, Eva.”

“No offence to your grandfather, Grace, but he’s a crap landlord.”

“How long were you checking out the view before I arrived?” Grace asked.

“I’d only just turned up, I swear.”

“And which apartment are you considering?”

“Apartment 4A.”

“He’s gonna be our new neighbour, Eva.”

“Are you both on the fourth floor?”

“No, we live in apartment 5A.”

“No wonder you both appear super fit, what with five flights of stairs.”

“The lift hasn’t worked for two years.”

“Are you handy with a wrench?” Eva asked.

“The super got moved on two years ago,” Grace said.

“I’ve been told I’m quite handy.”

“Then you may prove useful.”

“Can you fix a blocked crapper?” Grace asked.

“I’m happy to give it a go.”

“Cool, then follow me,” Eva said.

Understanding the value of a chat with the owner’s granddaughter encouraged me to stick around. Not to mention both girls were stunners. As I successfully cleared the overflowing toilet, I received a message from Peter.

“I got called back to the office urgently. Catch you tonight.”

“Sure, the view from the top was incredible.”

“Be sure to tell me before you commit to anything, bro.”

Wow, what an unnecessarily ominous sounding text. He really didn’t want to lose the sale.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


“YOU ARE QUITE handy. How can we thank you?” Eva asked.

“Show me where I can clean up. And keep whoever created that blockage well away in the future.”

“I don’t think Grace’s ex-boyfriend will ever be back.”

“Probably not a bad thing.”

“Behind that door and take a sharp left. The sink is on the right.”

I opened the sliding door to the bedroom and headed towards the en-suite.

“Could you help me with something, Travis?” Grace asked.

Turning towards the bedroom, I saw Grace kneeling on a double bed.

Dressed head to toe in lingerie, Grace sat straddling a pink fluffy rabbit. She wore a sheer white baby doll, with a built-in bra and an enormous bow cradling her breasts. White lace panties and white stay up stocking with matching lace tops added a touch of drama. Her hair and makeup were boudoir worthy, with dark eye shadow sitting above heavily mascara edged eyes. Soft pink lipstick coated with a gloss made her lips shine like a beacon. Waves of golden locks danced over her shoulders and perfectly pert 36Cs.

“I was taking an Easter selfie and worried my ears weren’t on straight.”

A headband perched subtly on her head. I’d not noticed it at first, instead distracted by her other assets.

“Your ears appear quite straight to my eye.”

“Perhaps you could adjust them for me.”

Grace moved forward, filling my nostrils with her heavenly scent.

“I need to wash up. My hands have been down the crapper.”

“I don’t mind getting a little dirty. A little poo hurt nobody.”

“There’s dirt and then there’s poo. But someone else’s month-old poo crosses the line.”

I ran into the bathroom and locked the door behind me.

While washing up, I checked out the bathroom. Expecting a 1970s special, I stood gobsmacked. The paint was light and fresh, the tiling modern and tasteful, and the stainless steel fittings appeared less than a couple of years old. The modern bathroom smelled fragrant, appeared squeaky clean, and everything worked perfectly. In fact, the entire apartment appeared recently renovated. Walking across polished boards into the kitchen, I noted granite counter tops, sleek subway tiles and a gas range a chef would have been more than happy with. This is how all the apartments should be.

“What do I owe you for the work?” Eva asked.

“We’re more than happy to barter,” Grace interjected.

I kept my focus on Eva, not that it was too hard as she wore a lovely white flowing dress.

“A cup of tea would be nice.”

“Can we offer you lunch?” Eva said.

“Well, I suppose I gotta eat.”

“One extra plate won’t make a difference.”

Eva walked over to a massive table with too many settings to count. She pulled out her phone and tapped away furiously for a few seconds.

Over the next ten minutes, around a dozen girls arrived and sat at the table. Each grabbed a plate from the pile and loaded it with an array of foods. There were sandwiches, tacos, and even a chicken curry. Once everyone took a seat at the table, Eva handed me a plate.

“Everyone, this is Travis,” Eva said.

“He’s fixed the crapper,” Grace added.

“I bet he could mend that broken heart of yours, Grace,” one girl said.

“He could park his wrench under my bed anytime,” another girl said.

“Apologies. We don’t have male visitors on the fifth floor very often,” Eva said.

“Grace’s last visitor busted the crapper,” the first girl said.

“Girls, I won’t ask again,” Eva said, causing all comments to cease.

“Sorry, Miss Eva,” the girls said in almost perfect unison.

I sat in the only available seat between Eva and Grace. Given the large table, access wasn’t that easy. And Grace appeared unwilling to help with that. I carefully stepped over her silken clad legs and took my seat.

“What do you do for a living, Travis?” Grace asked.

“I’m a farmer.”

“In New York City?”

“He could plough my fields any day,” one girl said, drawing an immediate disapproving stare from Eva.

“I’m only visiting. I live in Maryland.”

“What do you farm?”

“Flowers. Mainly sunflowers and lavender.”

“Are you a florist?” one girl asked.

“No, I grow the flowers. Florists buy the flowers and arrange them.”

“It’s been a long while since we’ve seen flowers,” one girl said.

“Not since Grace split up with her handsome ex,” another girl said.

“Let’s not talk of such things,” Grace said, shutting down the banter quickly.

A definite social standing appeared in place. Eva ruled the roost. Anything she said, the girls complied with instantly. She was like the mother figure of the group. It seemed logical, as Eva appeared a few years older than the others. Grace sat between Eva and the rest of the girls, sort of like at a second level. Eva didn’t contain her, unless she well and truly overstepped the mark. Even though she was quite gregarious. Grace’s womanly curves set her apart from the other girls.

“Then you sell to florists?” Grace said.

“No, I sell to companies that make oils and food products.”

“The farm must be beautiful when in bloom,” Eva said.

“It sure is. I’ll have to show you sometime.”

“Travis has a crush on Eva,” one girl said.

“And everyone has a crush on Travis,” Grace said.

“Ignore them, Travis,” Eva said.

“I’m trying my best.”

As I took the last bite of my sandwich, all the lights went out. Grace casually stood up and walked over to the window. She slid the curtains across and opened the fire escape. I scanned the table. None of the girls appeared perturbed by the blackout. They continued eating, chatting and laughing together like a perfect family from one of those sitcom television shows.

“Sorry about that. Where were we?” Eva asked.

“Does that happen often?”

“A few times a day,” Grace replied.

“Just in this apartment?”

“No, across the whole fifth floor.”

“What’s the cause?”

“The landlord’s a dick,” one girl replied.

“No offence, Grace,” another girl said.

“None taken. You’re exactly right.”

I glanced about the table and lunch continued as if nothing had happened.

“If he’s not threatening eviction, he’s turning the power off,” Eva said.

“Why does he pick on you? You seem like perfect tenants.”

“It’s a long story.”

“I’m not in any rush.”

“Long story short, we are on a sweetheart deal.”

Eva collected the dishes and stacked them by the sink.

“Trudy and Chloe, you are up for the dishes,” Eva said.

“Yes, Miss Eva,” they said in unison.

The rest of the girls disappeared out the front door, leaving me with Grace and Eva.

“When will you be moving in?” Eva asked.

“I’m checking out all my options. If the fourth floor appeared like this, I’d jump at it.”

“This floor is one out of the box,” Grace said.

“I’m impressed with what I’ve seen.”

“You must be easy to please.” Eva said.

“I’m more than happy to test that theory if you like,” Grace said, placing her hand on my thigh.

“I’m good for now.”


CHAPTER SIX


WITH A MODEL for how the apartments could appear, my desire to purchase the apartment block blossomed. And with fewer than the five flights of dark creaky stairs, rolling blackouts and a general lack of maintenance, a vision of a profitable investment became apparent. But something didn’t add up. An incident had occurred two years prior that had changed the landlord’s plans. The investment made in refurbishing the fifth floor appeared to have turned sour. It couldn’t have been cheap. I needed to find out two things. What had happened? And why?

Peter confirmed a meeting with the building owner and landlord, Felix Willard, at his offices downtown. He worked and lived in a building he owned on Manhattan’s Upper East Side. It was the jewel in his substantial New York property crown, and a building he rarely left. Hell, why would you? It overlooked Central Park and housed the country’s most pre-eminent gentleman’s club, ‘The Knickerbocker Club’. Not that I knew what a gentleman’s club was. A car arrived to take me downtown around 9:00 am, picking up Peter on the way uptown.

“Why do you own a car you don’t drive?” I asked shortly after Peter joined me.

“I don’t own the Audi. I simply borrow it when I need it.”

The magnitude of the buildings lining Fifth Avenue left me feeling insignificant. Surrounded by skyscrapers with the most expensive commercial rentals in the world, I was off to negotiate on a virtually derelict, five story block of one-bedroom apartments. With someone who apparently owned half of Manhattan.

Why was I here? Why was I doing this? Back home, I was the richest man within one-hundred miles. In New York City, I figured I wasn’t the richest guy within one hundred feet. The scale of the city that never sleeps intimidated me. What made me think I could become a landowner, let alone a developer, in such a pressure cooker city? As panic set in, the car pulled up beside Central Park.

“Thank you, driver,” I said, handing the man a fifty-dollar note.

“Now leave the negotiating to me, bro. It’s what I do.”

“Which building is it?”

“The red brick place on the corner.”

After stepping out of the car, I laid eyes on 807 Fifth Avenue, New York, for the first time.

“Are you freaking kidding me? This can’t be his office.”

“It is, but he holds meetings in ‘The Knick’.”

I glanced at Peter, who assured me that was what the locals called ‘The Knickerbocker Club’.

“Couldn’t he find anywhere more intimidating?”

“When you own the most notorious gentleman’s club in New York, possibly the world, you use it to your advantage.”

“That building is incredible.”

“Don’t worry. You couldn’t afford the deposit on it.”

Following Peter across Fifth Avenue and into the club, my pulse raced, and beads of sweat pooled on my forehead. Once inside, the dark panelling, heavy curtains and bold carpet removed every skerrick of reflected light. I wondered whether darkness was the ambience of choice in all Felix Willard’s buildings. With hard cover books lining the walls and gold-plated light fittings, the darkness appeared the only common theme between his buildings. A musty odour of extinguished cigars suffocated me, prompting me to gag.

“Hello, Mr Willard. I’m Peter and this is Travis Keith,” Peter said, holding out his hand warmly.

“I understand you want to buy one of my buildings,” Mr Willard said, ignoring the handshake offer.

“Yes, Mr Willard. Travis is quite interested.”

“And why should I sell it to you?”

I took a seat, and a deep breath, and turned to Mr Willard.

“Because you want to sell, and I’m interested in buying. But only for the right price, sir.”

“Straight to the point and respectful. I like that. After all, time is money. But that building has sentimental value. I’d like to understand who I’m selling it to.”

Mr Willard ordered a round of double malt whiskies. All neat and poured from a bottle removed from a wooden case.

“Have you been to the club before?” Mr Willard asked.

“First time for both of us, Mr Willard.”

“You appear familiar. Have we met before, Peter?”

“I don’t believe so, but I am a New York City realtor.”

“No, that’s not it,” Mr Willard said, pulling out his phone and scrolling through it.

Mr Willard stopped scrolling, glanced up at Peter, then stared back down at his phone. He signalled the concierge to come over.

“Please assist this man off the premises. Thank you, Cedric,” Mr Willard said, pointing to Peter.

Peter appeared totally bewildered, but decided not to make a scene.

“Now, where were we?” Mr Willard asked.

“Is something wrong, sir?”

“I remembered where I knew him from. Instagram.”

“I’d like to run through the numbers, sir.”

“I’ll have them sent through.”

“I’ve inspected the property once…”

“… unlimited potential.”

“I agree there’s an upside, but it’s gonna need a lot of money and work.”

“The return is strong, the occupancy is high, and I think we both appreciate that any investment you make will generate returns many times over, Mister Keith.”

“May I ask then why are you selling it, sir?”

“I’m old and won’t have time to finish it.”

Felix Willard appeared fit and alert for an octogenarian who drank whiskey with a plate of bacon for breakfast.

“But it’s well located, with great numbers, unlimited upside, and quite a strong emotional attachment.”

“And at what price would you be willing to sell, sir?”

“Are you making me an offer?”

“I’d need to review the books and run some numbers, sir.”

“If you want to make a deal today, the price is six-million dollars, Mister Keith.”

“Well, I’ll contact your assistant, sir.”

“I can’t guarantee that will be the price the next time we meet.”

I stood in readiness for leaving.

“And don’t bring that piece of crap with you next time, Mister Keith.”

“Certainly, sir.”

I headed out of the club, taking a solid couple of minutes for my eyes to adjust to daylight again.

“First time I visit ‘The Knick’ and it’s fleeting,” Peter said.

“Bro, I don’t understand what you did to him, but he loathes you.”

“I’ve never met the man.”

“He mumbled something about Instagram.”

“Did you talk price, bro?”

“He offered it to me on the spot for six-million dollars, if I signed there and then.”

“Tell me you didn’t sign.”

“Don’t worry. I didn’t cut you out of the commission, PK.”


CHAPTER SEVEN


EXCITED BY THE idea of purchasing the apartment block, but none the wiser for having met with Mr Willard, I met Eva for coffee. I’d also thought about little other than Eva’s gorgeous smile since fixing her crapper. The only problem was, I didn’t have contact details for either Eva or Grace. Forced to do the next best thing, I sat at the window of Peter’s apartment and waited for one of them to head to the coffee shop.

On the fifth floor of the apartment building, I’d seen a blueprint for the renovated building. But things still felt off. Why was the fifth floor fully renovated, and to a craftsman-like quality, while the rest of the building was virtually derelict? What happened two years prior that lead to the lifts no longer working, the super being sacked, and all maintenance on the building being stopped? And what was behind the rolling blackouts on the fifth floor?

I worked on my spreadsheet, honing my numbers and updating it to reflect what I’d witnessed during the inspections. The numbers fell in the same ballpark. The fifth floor was better than expected and the other four floors were worse. Much worse. While working, I kept an eye trained on Eva’s building, waiting for a sign that Eva headed out for coffee. Unfortunately, by the time I spotted Eva, she and Grace were on the sidewalk out front.

Understanding that I had a tiny window in which to work, I ran down three flights of stairs and rushed across First Avenue. By the time I reached the coffee shop, one elderly customer stood between me and the girls.

“There you are, Travis. Come and join us,” Grace said, after turning to check out the heavy breathing behind her.

“Sorry, lady, this guy is with us. Do you mind if he joins us?” Grace asked, grabbing my hand and pulling me forward.

With Eva on her right, Grace positioned me to her left and appeared in no rush to let go my hand.

“When are you moving in?”

“I’m still weighing up my options.”

“Judging from the reaction you got at lunch, I’d say you have at least a dozen bunking options.”

“I meant apartment options.”

“Then I’d reduce that to four. Take your choice of apartments 5A, 5B, 5C or 5D.”

“I’d love to chat to you more about living in the building.”

“I’m not doing anything right now.”

“I owe you both a lunch,” I said, peering past Grace to Eva.

“Let me check my calendar. Yep, now works perfectly. Locked in.”

“How about you, Eva?”

“I’ll have to check with the girls when I return.”

“12:00 noon it is. I’ll text you the address, Grace.”

“Here, add your address to my contacts. It won’t be the last time you want me.”

As I entered my phone number into Grace’s phone, a weird message came up. ‘Add contact to Peter Keith?’ That’s strange. New York City’s technology surprised me, but that was ridiculous.

“Anything you don’t eat?”

“There’s nothing you could offer that I’d knock back, Travis.”

Trying to cook a meal while watching the apartment building proved difficult. Before I knew it, 12:00 noon had arrived, and the doorbell rang. Checking the spy hole, everything appeared obscured by Grace’s voluminous hairdo. Still, I expected both girls to walk through the door when I opened it.

“This isn’t the first time I’ve been to this apartment,” Grace said.

“Is Eva coming?”

“No, last-minute drama with the girls, I’m afraid.”

“I hope you are hungry. I’ve cooked for three.”

Grace appeared uber-sophisticated in a pair of faded blue jeans, skin-tight and ripped in all the right places, and a peach coloured fitted jacket. With dramatic eye makeup and glossy pink lipstick, she could have stepped off a modelling shoot. Her hair was still wet from a shower, but that simply reinforced her style. And she rocked a pair of black five-inch stiletto peep toe leather ankle boots. I’d rarely stood this close to someone as attractive before. It felt a little intimidating.

“Are you staying with Peter?” Grace asked.

“Sorry, Grace.”

“A few months back, a Peter used to live here.”

“Yes, I know Peter. How do you know him?”

“We dated for a while.”

What the hell. Peter never mentioned that. No wonder he didn’t want to visit the fifth floor.

“Was it serious?”

“I was hopeful. But being trans, you never can be sure.”

What the hell? This stunner hadn’t been born female. My mind simply could not compute.

“I gather you’re yet to sample the forbidden fruit that is a transgender girl. What with you being a farmer.”

“You’d be correct.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll ease you into it like I did with Peter,” Grace said, running her crimson talons up my chest.

There it was. I’d learned my brother was definitely more worldly than me.

“Can I offer you a drink?”

Thankfully, Grace walked over to the windows while I poured us a couple of drinks. She pulled out her phone and started tapping away. With drinks in hand, I joined Grace by the window. The midday sun shone brightly behind her, lighting up her locks like a mane.

“Lunch is ready when you are, Grace.”

“Like you, I hope.”

Shit. I didn’t want to be rude to Grace, but I needed to uncover what was going on with the apartment. And who’d know better than Felix Willard’s granddaughter?

“I figured it was Peter waving to me the other night, but perhaps it was you, Travis.”

“Oh, how embarrassing. Was that you?”

“You obviously liked what you saw.”

“I’m a country boy. It would have been rude of me not to wave.”

“Well, either way, you grabbed my attention.”

Grace backed me up against the window and kissed me softly on the lips.

“Now, what are you gonna do with it, Travis?”

With Grace’s breasts and hips pinning me to the window, I had nowhere to go. And to be honest, I wasn’t in a rush to escape from this predicament.

“Can you feel how excited you’ve got me, Travis? I’m ready to burst.”

I sensed Grace may have been as excited as me. And that was something I wasn’t ready to contemplate. But suddenly, Grace stepped back and waved. I turned to view all the fifth-floor crew standing out on the fire escape waving. And in the middle of the crew was Eva.

“Classic photo opportunity,” Grace said.

Grace took a series of photos of the fifth-floor crew. She furiously messaged the girls between shots. Finally, they arrived at one everybody agreed was perfect.

“I can take one with you in the foreground if you like, Grace.”

“Great idea.”

Grace handed me her phone.

I stood back and found the perfect frame. As I did, Grace unbuttoned her jacket. As I glanced up, ready to snap the photo, I realised Grace wore no shirt and no bra. While her nipples weren’t on display, I got a perfect view of a stunning set of 36Cs, devoid of tan lines, in all their glory. I’d beheld few sets of pert teenage breasts before, and none of them like these.

“I thought I’d give you a reward for helping with the photos.”

“Perhaps we should try one with the jacket buttoned up.”

“You mean you don’t like them?”

“They are stunning. You are stunning. But there’s a time and place.”

Grace smiled, and I took the photo. And a few more to ensure I captured a good one.

“How about one for the private stash?”

Grace fully opened her jacket to unveil a view that did not disappoint.

“That won’t be necessary thanks, Grace.”

Grace grabbed the phone and pulled me close.

“Last photo. A selfie. Say sexy.”

I smiled while Grace turned and kissed my cheek while snapping the photo. Thank goodness she had her jacket buttoned up. Grace grabbed the phone back and furiously tapped away at the screen.

“I met your grandfather yesterday.”

“Why would you do that?”

“I was at the club with Peter.”

“I used to be a member of ‘The Knickerbocker Club’.”

“Not anymore?”

“It’s a gentleman’s club. Do I remind you of a gentleman?”

“There appeared to be some bad blood with Peter.”

“He doesn’t approve of my lifestyle choices. Or the men I date.”

“You’re not posting that to Instagram, are you?”

“Maybe. Why?”

“Would you mind holding it back until I leave on the weekend?”

“Why?”

“I really like Eva and want to ask her out.”

“You got forty-eight hours to man-up.”

Lunch was quite enlightening. Grace told me she’d asked her grandfather for a place in Manhattan. He offered her a penthouse on Fifth Avenue or the top floor of any building he owned. She chose the apartment on First Avenue, and he agreed to fully renovate the space for her. He even offered a fifteen-year lease on a sweetheart rent deal. A rent based on the price of a one-bedroom apartment in the East Village. She paid two-thousand dollars per month for the entire floor. And it came out of her substantial endowment.

But Grace transitioned a week after the building was complete. And her grandfather cut all ties with her. He tried to evict her, but she had legal rights. Something her case worker, Eva, helped her fight to protect. After winning the case, Grace offered Eva an apartment rent-free. But Eva had other ideas. She suggested they share an apartment and create a halfway house for transgender teens. Totally pissed off, her grandfather cut the power to the lift, sacked the super and started the endless run of fifth floor power blackouts. Grace considered moving, but decided she would lose more than gain by running away.

I gathered the plates and rinsed them. As I finished up, the front door opened, and in walked Peter. Thankfully, Grace sat on the lounge with her jacket buttoned.

“What the fuck is going on here?” Peter asked.

“Don’t be jealous, honeybee.”

“Don’t call me that. What are you doing in my apartment, Grace?”

“Your brother invited me over.”

“I told you to run things past me before doing anything stupid, Travis.”

“Don’t worry. He’s been the perfect gentleman. Some things don’t run in the family.”

“Why is she here, Travis?”

“No need to fight over me. There’s enough for both of you to share.”

“Why is she here, Travis? And I’m not sharing anything with this gigantic cock.”

“Another thing that doesn’t run in the family.”

I walked Grace home. We’d eaten, and I’d understood her story. Frankly, I was concerned what may have happened if PK hadn’t arrived when he did.

“I hope everything’s alright, Eva,” I said.

“Just the usual hormonal meltdown. Nothing I can’t handle.”

“Anything I can help with?”

“Unless you have a cool million to spare just sitting around, there’s not much you can do.”

“Let’s catch up tomorrow. I’d love to hear your pitch, Eva.”

“Don’t do it because you want to jump my bones.”

“I assure you I can separate business from pleasure.”

“Make sure you intend to follow through.”

“Understood.”


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


I WAITED AT the coffee shop for Eva. Arriving ten minutes early, I’d secured a quiet spot for the two of us to chat. When Eva arrived a few minutes later, unfortunately, Grace was in tow. I stood and waved, attracting both girls. Grace stepped forward and planted a succulent kiss on me.

“Would you like me to give you two some alone time?” Eva asked.

“I can’t lie. That’s not our first kiss, but Travis has made it clear he fancies you, Eva, not me.”

“There goes hurricane Grace, leaving a trail of disaster in her wake.”

“Her heart’s in the right place. And I wouldn’t call it a complete disaster.”

Eva wore a brown, long-sleeved figure-hugging top with a simple beige midi skirt. Brown, five-inch stiletto ankle boots completed the outfit perfectly. Unusually, her makeup was quite dramatic, drawing attention towards her gorgeous mocha eyes and pouty lips. I waited for Eva to sit before joining her on the post office red bench covered in llama themed cushions.

“I’d love to hear about the work you're doing,” I said.

“Nothing too exciting.”

“That’s not what Grace told me. Life changing, she called it.”

“I hope that what we do makes a difference. But I couldn’t do it without Grace.”

“I can’t believe you two take care of so many teens in need.”

“It’s way too easy for teens to fall between the cracks.”

“Tell me about the vision you have. I seem to remember the pitch was for one million dollars to expand.”

Eva’s passion ignited the second she began speaking. She told me that the number of young people identifying as transgender in the USA had doubled recently. And that 1.4% of fourteen to seventeen-year-olds were identifying as transgender. With a further 1.3% of eighteen to twenty-five-year-olds identifying the same way. There was a crisis occurring amongst the nation’s youth. The number of people across the USA identifying as transgender had tripled in but a few short years.

“What’s the reason for the increase?” I asked.

“COVID-19 lock downs haven’t helped.”

“How so?”

“With more time on their hands, teens are becoming better educated. Information is at their fingertips, and with stronger and more visible role models, they understand there are options. Life is too short to be stuck living a life that isn’t right. Acceptance is on the rise, but still has a long way to go. And social media has helped teens connect easily with like-minded people,” Eva said, with incredible passion.

Eva was eloquent and spoke from the heart. Her eyes sparkled as she described the plight of the teens she helped.

“Then what is your goal?”

“To offer a ‘safe haven’ for those without a support network.”

“Are all the girls from New York City?”

“New York City is like a beacon. It attracts folk from all over the country. Especially the misunderstood middle Americans.”

“Oh, like a sunflower attracting all the bees?”

“You could say that.”

“What’s your vision for the halfway house?”

“I could house four times the number of girls.”

“But you don’t have room to accommodate them.”

“Exactly.”

“Do you need to house them in New York City?”

“That’s where the teens in need are, Travis.”

“What happens when they leave?”

“Once the teens turn eighteen, they can receive housing support. Under that age, they are teenage runaways.”

“How many of the girls on the fifth floor are under eighteen?”

“All of them, except Grace and me.”

“What if they had a ‘safe haven’ outside of New York City?”

“I’d never considered expansion.”

“I meant providing short-term support in New York City with long-term support in the country.”

“What, like on a flower farm in Maryland?”

“There are worse places to spend your teen years.”

“I’d have to think that through and chat to a few of the girls, Travis.”

We chatted for fifteen minutes about options for housing and schooling. We even discussed work experience. Eva needed to understand we’d include all things needed to help equip teens for a successful life.

“Thanks for sharing your vision with me.”

“I can’t believe you’re interested in helping.”

“I am, but I need to tell you something, Eva.”

“I’m committed to the cause at the moment. These girls depend on me. Dating isn’t really an option.”

“And yet you dress this beautifully for a coffee chat.”

“Hey, I’m committed to a cause.”

“You sure can hose a guy down. But that wasn’t what I wanted to tell you.”

“Go on.”

“I’m not renting an apartment in your building.”

“You’re gonna disappoint Grace.”

“I’m interested in buying the apartment block.”

“So, this chat was all research for your deal with the devil, was it?”

“It’s not like that.”

“And I suppose the new eviction notice had nothing to do with you either, Travis.”

“I know nothing about any eviction notice. I promise.”

Tears welled in Eva’s eyes. She refused to look me in the eye.

“I can’t believe I trusted you with my story.”

With that, Eva ran into the apartment building.


CHAPTER NINE


THE FINANCIAL STATEMENTS finally came through from Mr Willard late on Wednesday night. With all inspections and assessments completed, this was the last piece of the puzzle I needed to prepare for the written offer. I dissected the numbers in every way. On the surface, it appeared like the apartment building was a terrific financial investment. Occupancy was high, rents were above comparable, and costs were manageable.

But sometimes the financials can be quite misleading. The reasons for the low maintenance costs were blatantly obvious. They had carried no maintenance since sacking the super. And without a working lift, at least half the hallway and stairwell lights not working, and the rolling blackouts, running costs were at an all-time low. But the way the apartment building was being run was unsustainable. And no-one deserved to live in that environment.

Reviewing the tenancy agreements, I noted a gap for the fifth floor. Querying the lack of information, Mr Willard promised to send the missing documents through within a few hours. Once they arrived, that wasn’t the only surprise I received. Mr Willard noted he would offer the fifth floor as vacant possession. Meanwhile, the email stated that the asking price had increased to seven-million dollars.

Something was up. Grace had told me she had a fifteen-year lease, hard fought for in court. I needed to sort this out, and quickly. Surely Grace hadn’t agreed to vacate. Not after two years of putting up with her grandfather’s games.

“Can I meet with you?” I messaged Grace.

Two hours later, there was no response.

“Can I see you, please?”

“Look out your window.”

Moving to the window, I noted Grace stood on the fire escape, surrounded by several girls.

“Well played, Grace.”

“I can’t believe I fell for a line from both the Keith boys.”

“Just give me ten minutes.”

“Okay, but I’m not coming to you.”

“I’ll be over in ten, Grace.”

Grace was super defensive when I arrived. She sat flanked by two of the crew. And Eva was nowhere to be seen. It took well longer than ten minutes, but I eventually understood the problem. Mr Willard had sent a man from the power company to advise of a cut to all power, unless everyone on the fifth floor moved into a building he owned in Brooklyn. He insisted it was at the request of the purchaser and if Grace complied, he would stop the rolling blackouts. I showed my trail of emails to Grace, who called Eva to validate.

“I knew we couldn’t trust that old fucker. Sorry, Grace,” one girl said.

“Apology accepted,” Grace said.

“Do you want to stay here?”

Grace glanced at the girls’ faces and across to Eva.

“Brooklyn is not where the need is,” Eva said.

“Plus, my future husband lives across the road,” Grace said.

“As flattered as I am…”

“… I meant your brother.”

Wow, that was unexpected. I wonder if he realises.

“Have you committed to your grandfather?”

“Not really. The power guy merely told me what would happen if we stayed.”

“I promise I’ll fire up the lift, employ a super and stop the rolling blackouts.”

“Why would you do that?”

“Because I believe in what you and Eva are doing.”

“And what do you want in return?” Eva asked.

“You to come back to the farm with me for a weekend, Eva.”

“Why don’t you simply rent a hotel room?” one girl asked.

“He had me at hello,” another said.

I headed up onto the rooftop while the girls discussed my proposal. The view still took my breath away. Tracking First Avenue to midtown, I got the message to return.

Heading up Fifth Avenue, I briefed Peter on the plan.

“That crazy old man threw me out last time,” Peter said.

“That’s because you fucked his granddaughter and broke her heart.”

“How did you hear about that?”

“PK, it’s me you’re talking to.”

“I really miss Grace. She was one of a kind.”

“I reckon you’re still in with a chance. If you hurry.”

“What’s the plan once we’re face to face, bro?”

“Just follow my lead and let me do the talking.”

“But you’ll need my professional negotiation skills.”

“Do you want your three-hundred-and-sixty-thousand dollar commission or not?”

“You’re the boss, Travis.”

Entering ‘The Knick’ for the second time was much less intimidating. I’d seen this show before and knew how they made the magic. The concierge showed us to a corner table where Mr Willard sat drinking expensive whiskey, with a massive cigar. The stench was nauseating, but I sucked it up one more time.

“Thank you for meeting me, sir,” I said, extending my hand.

Unexpectedly, Mr Willard took the handshake this time. He must have felt confident.

“I hope you’ve brought me a check for seven-and-a-half million dollars, Mister Keith.”

“Well, I’m definitely interested in purchasing the property, for a fair price, sir.”

“My agent will draw up the papers.”

“No need. I have them with me. Here comes my agent now, sir.”

Peter walked in, much to the chagrin of Mr Willard.

“I’ve thrown you out once. What makes you think I won’t do it again?”

“There seems to be a theme with you throwing people out, sir.”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

Peter handed me the contract.

“It’s funny. If you hadn’t thrown my agent out last time, I wouldn’t be sitting here now.”

“What are you talking about, Mister Keith?”

“Throwing him out made little sense. Hence, I dug a little deeper.”

Mr Willard’s phone dinged. He fumbled with the keys before his face turned a shade whiter.

“Now, I’m an inquisitive man. I had to understand why you reacted as you did. An Instagram search later and I found these photos.”

I turned my phone towards Mr Willard.

“You pervert, Grace is just a confused child you took advantage of.”

“That led me to chat at length with Grace. You have a wonderful granddaughter, by the way. Such an incredible spirit. You must be proud, sir.”

Mr Willard bit his tongue as the veins on the side of his head pumped furiously.

“But I’m a reasonable man. And one who believes in what your granddaughter does for her community, sir.”

“It’s merely a phase. You’ll see.”

“Now, I’m gonna hand you an extremely fair offer for six-million dollars for the apartment building as we originally discussed. And I’ll respect the fifth floor tenancy for the full thirteen years remaining, sir.”


CHAPTER TEN


THE SECOND I opened the curtains to Peter’s apartment, my phone rang.

“How did you go?” Eva asked.

“He’s quite the negotiator.”

“So Grace tells me.”

“But you need to be packed and ready to go by 5:00 pm tomorrow night.”

“You mean…”

“… you’re staying. And you're getting a hot young landlord.”

“Then why the 5:00 pm deadline for tomorrow?”

“I don’t want to waste a second of our weekend together, Eva.”

“Okay, I’m putting you on speaker now.”

I heard the ambient noise rise to that of a mid-sized chicken coup.

“Yes, I love you too, sweetheart.”

“Oh, how sweet? He told you he loved you,” one girl said.

“Everyone heard my side of the conversation. And they’re calling bullshit,” Eva said.

“Then may Peter and I take Eva and Grace out to dinner tonight to celebrate my new purchase?”

“You mean we don’t have to move to Brooklyn?” Grace asked.

“Not if you agree to the double date.”

“Yes, they’ll go,” the girls said in unison.

“How did you close the deal?” Eva asked.

“Grace’s email worked a treat. I paid a fair price, but you can stay.”

“With you lauding it over us for the next thirteen years.”

“Everyone has someone over them, Eva.”

“Yeah, but they don’t all look like you,” one girl said.

“And Eva’s been dreaming of you taking charge,” Grace said.

“Grace, that’s enough.”

“Well, no-one needs to move, and I’ll fix your lift, Eva.”

“Oh, my goodness. I can wear stilettos again,” Grace said.

Suddenly, it sounded like everyone spoke at once. Nothing was intelligible. I waited for the noise to settle down.

“What time should I pick you up, Eva?”

“We’ve already agreed on 5:00 pm tomorrow night.”

“No, what time for dinner tonight?”

“I gotta cook for the girls.”

“I’ve ordered dinner from ‘Papa Johns Pizza’,” I said, to squeals of delight.

With only a couple of hours until dinner, I headed to the local market. Food, check. Wine, check. Flowers, check. Something sweet for after dinner, check. Spot on 6:00 pm I knocked on the door of apartment 5A holding six pizza boxes.

“Delivery for Eva Powers,” I yelled.

The aroma of the pizzas attracted a crowd before I even got in the door. As the fragrance of cheese, tomato, and ham flooded the air, I turned to see Eva appear from the bedroom.

“Looks like you have some game,” Eva said, seeing me in a suit for the first time.

“You look incredible, Eva.”

“What about me?” Grace asked.

“I’ll let Peter tell you how beautiful you look.”

“I’m expecting him to show me, not just tell me.”

One smile from Eva and my heart beat like a thousand Scottish drummers. She wore a long-sleeved dress, cut almost down to her naval at the front and with a split that stopped an inch below her panties. She teamed them with a pair of ballet flats. Her makeup oozed sophistication, with dramatic eye shadow that highlighted her mocha brown eyes and subtle dark lipstick that made her lips twinkle in the light.

“You won’t need to wear ballet flats tonight, Eva.”

“I’m not navigating those dark, creepy stairs in heels.”

“Come with me.”

I led her to the stairs and fired up the lift.

Eva turned and ran back into the apartment, emerging with a dark brown pair of five-inch stiletto suede over-the-knee peep-toe boots. That was the cherry on the top as far as I was concerned.

“When did you organise this?”

“Let’s just say I wasn’t carrying six pizza boxes up to the fifth floor.”

“And here was I thinking you did it for the sake of beauty.”

“I did. The pizzas were merely an excuse.”

Grace had a real glow about her that night. Dressed in a sleeveless plaid dress, skin-tight and split to show her incredibly tanned and toned legs. She’d pulled her hair back into a tight bun, and her makeup only added to the level of sophistication she exuded. Black four-inch block heel suede ankle boots finished the outfit perfectly. But it was her smile, probably expecting a date with the love of her life, that captivated most.

“We must be heading somewhere flash,” Grace said.

“I hope the girls will be alright. I hate leaving them alone.”

“Don’t worry, you’ll be able to monitor them.”

“Don’t tell me you’ve installed spy cameras?” Grace said, smiling.

I led Eva and Grace across the road and towards a limousine parked outside our building. But that simply disguised the proper venue for the night. Walking past the car full of screaming bridesmaids, we headed into Peter’s apartment building and into the lift.

“Let me guess, you ordered a couple of extra pizzas from ‘Papa Johns Pizza’,” Eva said.

She forgave all when I opened the door to Peter’s flat. A flood of floral perfumes surrounded us and drew us inward. Two intimate tables for two sat by the window, set with linen tablecloths, porcelain plates and silver cutlery.

“Nope, you can enjoy a home cooked meal prepared with love by the Keith brothers.”

“Sounds like someone’s hoping to get lucky tonight.”

“Let’s make it clear. Someone is getting lucky tonight. And his name starts with P,” Grace said.

New aromas danced with our senses with each few steps we took. I led the girls to the two tables that maximised the magnificent Manhattan skyline view.

“I told you not to worry. You can keep tabs on everything the girls are up to.”

“As long as they can’t see what I’m up to,” Grace said.

“You know how windows work, right?”

“Just because you’re my landlord doesn’t mean I have to laugh at your jokes.”

Five courses and two hours later, we hadn’t even checked in on the girls. Peter and Grace sat on one lounge sharing a plate of ice cream with one spoon, while Eva and I cuddled up with a couple of coffees and dessert wines. The Manhattan skyline had shifted from sunset to night lights. And the twinkle of the city appeared almost as breath-taking as the girls.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


I KNOCKED ON the door of Eva’s apartment at 5:00 pm. Grace answered the door with a smile before turning deadly serious.

“What are your intentions with my roommate?” Grace asked.

“I can assure you they are purely business focused.”

“Then I can’t let you in.”

“Maybe my intentions aren’t totally business focused.”

“That better be the case, because Eva hasn’t done the horizontal tango in an awfully long time.”

“What’s wrong with the guys in this town?”

“You don’t know the worst of it.”

“I’m ready, or do you want to take Grace instead?” Eva asked loudly from behind Grace.

“Remember, you promised,” Grace said.

“I’m more than happy to deliver.”

“Have fun, you two,” Grace said, standing aside.

As Eva came into view, my breath quickened, and my pants tightened. She looked incredible. Eva wore a white silken button-up blouse tucked into a black leather skirt. Short and emboldened with a full-length chrome zipper, her dancer’s legs were well and truly on display. A black leather jacket with chrome zips and three-quarter sleeves cradled her hair, which fell across one side of her face before flowing over the jacket. A pair of black four-inch stiletto suede ankle boots completed the edgy look perfectly.

“You are gonna make quite the impression in Jacksonville.”

“Do you think it’s too much?”

“No, we don’t meet girls like you back home on the farm.”

“Isn’t that why I’m visiting?”

After picking up Eva’s suitcase and firing up the lift for a gentle ride to ground level, Eva and I stepped out of the apartment building and onto the New York City street. Even amongst the beauties walking past, Eva garnished most of the attention. I walked her to the waiting car, chivalrously opening the door and closing it once she sat safely inside.

“You never told me you owned a Porsche.”

The truth of the matter was, I didn’t. I borrowed it from one of Peter’s contacts.

The traffic was light for the drive out of New York City. It remained that way once we hit the interstate. Just outside Philly, I checked in to see if Eva needed to stretch her gorgeous legs.

“Would you like to stop for a bite?”

“I’m more excited about the destination.”

Eva placed her hand on my thigh.

“When did you decide to enter social work?”

“When I could no longer pursue ballet as a career.”

“Did you injure yourself?”

“Transgender girls don’t make good principal dancers.”

What the hell? Oh, crap. I hadn’t expected those words to spill from Eva’s mouth. I wasn’t sure how to react. We were ninety minutes into a two-day romantic getaway. I focused on the road ahead, my brain clocking over at break-neck speed.

“That’s why I transferred to social work. My case worker saved my life, literally. She made me feel valued and gave me a new purpose.”

My hands gripped the wheel hard enough to turn my fingers white. A run of trucks took my attention for a few minutes. Once safely navigated, Eva’s hand lifted from my thigh.

“Fuck, you didn’t know, Travis, did you?”

“I had absolutely no idea.”

“You can turn around and take me home if you like.”

“I made a commitment that I want to see through.”

“Does that include getting into my pants?”

“Let’s see how the weekend progresses.”

Things were awfully quiet for the next thirty minutes. It took me time to process Eva’s disclosure. I knew Peter had a sexual relationship with Grace, but I couldn’t fathom how such a relationship would work.

“Let me guess. You’re wondering how you’d make love to me?”

“Yep.”

“Perhaps you should chat with your brother. Grace appeared more than satisfied.”

Well, there it was. That put my relationship with Peter in a new light.

“Yes, I’ve got a penis, Travis. Not a big one, but it works fine.”

“That’s nice. Thanks for clarifying.”

Eva’s hand moved back onto my thigh, this time squeezing it with her blood-red painted fingernails. She slid her hand slowly up my leg until she approached the zip on my pants.

“I can see you’re aroused, Travis.”

“That’s merely a reflex action.”

“We both know that’s not the case,” Eva said, sliding my zipper downward.

“Not while I’m driving.”

“Then why don’t you stop?”

I hadn’t seen this playful side of Eva before. She had me totally intrigued.

“You should see how flexible fifteen years of ballet has made me.”

“Food for thought.”

“If you don’t turn back, I’m gonna give you the night of your life.”

Eva rubbed her little pinkie against my engorged cock.

Eva eased back until I pulled into the driveway of the farm.

“Oh my goodness, is this your home?”

“Not what you pictured?”

“It’s beautiful.”

With a full moon rising over the eastern field, the acres of sunflowers shone brightly to welcome me home.

“I’ll show you my favourite part.”

I drove past the house and a half mile into the fields atop a hill.

“This view in ridiculous.”

Eva jumped out of the car as soon as I stopped.

“Not as incredible as the view I’m looking at right now.”

Eva grabbed my hand and danced me out into the ocean of sunflowers. I followed close behind, not wanting to break the bond for a second. Once engulfed by sunflowers, Eva turned to me and kissed me excitedly. Her tongue pushed past my lips and probed my mouth incessantly. Her hand slid down my chest and unbuttoned my pants. Dropping to her knees, Eva worked me back to rock hard before sliding her delicious lips over my full six inches.

“Grace was right. You Keith boys are gifted.”

“I’ve had no complaints.”

Grace’s hair shone iridescent in the light from the silvery moon. My breathing laboured. It had been a few days since I’d relieved any tension.

“Travis, is that you?” Mum called from the house.

“Son, are you alright?” Dad yelled.

“I’m fine, I’m just checking out the moon rise.”

I struggled to speak.

Eva kept working me deep, holding me in her heavenly throat at the end of each downstroke.

“I’m gonna come,” I moaned.

As Eva held deep, a torrent of my nectar flooded into her eager mouth and down her throat.


CHAPTER TWELVE


THE IDEA OF dinner with my folks failed to excite me. Sure, I hadn’t seen them for a week, but I desperately wanted to further explore my connection with Eva. Even though I’d had a brief respite from a serious case of blue balls, I needed more. And Eva’s playfulness only turned up the sizzle, making the sausage that much more desirable.

“I want you inside me. Deep inside me,” Eva said, on the short drive to the house.

Mum had cooked a celebratory dinner. She and Dad were keen to meet the first girl I’d ever brought home. While I maintained the visit was based on business, neither of my parents were stupid. They instantly saw the spark between us. Dad even insisted we retire to bed early because of the long drive from New York City.

As I led Eva upstairs and towards my bedroom, the butterflies in my stomach turned into birds of prey. How could I satisfy this incredible woman? I didn’t have a clue how sex with a transgender woman would work. As my bedroom door approached, my panic increased.

“There’s no need to be nervous. We’ll take it slow, at first,” Eva said with a wicked smile.

As someone who over thought everything, I knew the time had arrived to sit back and let someone else take the lead. For my sake and that of Eva.

“You may need to show me how this works, Eva.”

“Don’t worry. You’ll be a quick study.”

Once behind the veil of my closed bedroom door, Eva scanned the room and its contents.

“You’re quite the fan of the Baltimore Ravens,” Eva said.

“I like to support my local team.”

“Any posters of the football players too, or just the cheerleaders?”

Turning towards me, Eva strolled seductively in my direction, stopping a few feet back.

“Would you like me to dance for you?”

I nodded, unable to speak. Eva slid down her panties and dropped them to the floor. Unbuttoning her silk blouse, it soon ended up between my pillow and the wall.

“Bra on or bra off?”

I tried hard to keep eye contact, but ended up trusting my instincts. Her white lace bra cradled picture-perfect breasts, comparable to anyone in the posters on my wall.

“You know what these cheerleaders are missing, don’t you?”

Eva stepped forward, swaying her hips as she did. Her hand moved to her bold chrome zipper on the front of her leather skirt.

“That little something extra that makes a good night an incredible night.”

Eva slid her zipper all the way down.

As Eva’s leather skirt pooled around her ankles on the floor, she lifted my hand and kissed my fingers. Maintaining eye contact, Eva’s lips met mine, sending shivers up and down my spine. Meanwhile, her hand eased mine towards a softness I’d never felt before. She wrapped my hand around her cock before slowly sliding it back and forth. While I’d felt my cock harden, nothing prepared me for the feel of another.

Eva undid the button on my pants, causing them to slide to the floor. Her hand teased me to rock hard within seconds. Our kissing became more intense as our hands slid along each other’s cocks in a synchronised dance. My passion built as Eva bit my lip and attacked my tongue with hers. Our kissing became ragged, as our heavy breathing forced us to break for air each few strokes. Suddenly, I lost all control as I unloaded my nectar at the same time as Eva did.

“Wasn’t that fun, Travis?”

“Yep,”

“I don’t think I’ve seen you lost for words before.”

“There’s a first time for everything.”

“Now that’s the spirit. Come over here and sit down,” Eva said.

I followed Eva to the bed. One that had never hosted a sleepover, let alone intimacy worthy of a porn site best-seller. Eva’s arse demanded attention. Muscular yet totally feminine, her hips swayed seductively because of the sexy heels. I couldn’t see to the front, but imagined her breasts moving in harmony with her now semi-flaccid cock.

Stopping beside the bed, Eva lent back and kissed me. Her hand dropped to my cock, which returned to rock-hard within seconds.

“I need to feel you inside me.”

Eva lent forward and positioned my cock head against her flower. I needed no further encouragement. That one offer was all I needed.

I stepped forward and pressed my cock firmly against Eva’s flower. She held tight against the bed, helping me slowly increase my depth. I pulled back twice before my pelvis slammed against Eva’s arse.

“Fuck yeah, that’s the spot,” Eva said.

Placing my hands on Eva’s shoulders, I pushed hard with my hips, slapping my balls against Eva’s arse while her cock danced with my bed sheets. With Eva cooing, and endorphins rushing throughout my body, I thrust harder and harder, causing sweat to drop from my forehead.

“Drive me home,” Eva moaned.

I pushed harder and harder, driving deeper and deeper. Each thrust received with more excitement than the last. My hands slid to Eva’s hips, providing the perfect platform from which to proceed to the inevitable orgasm. Eva’s moans became deafening as I lost control of everything but my thrusting hips.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

I unloaded what felt like a gallon of my nectar deep inside Eva. Her coos told me she’d enjoyed it as much as I did. Once I’d completed, I collapsed on top of Eva, who by now lay across the bed in complete ecstasy. Eva turned her head to meet my hungry lips.

“Nice work, newbie.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


EARLY TO BED, early to rise, the saying goes. Unless you bring the girl of your dream home for the weekend. Eva and I may have retired early, but we were still exploring each other’s bodies well into the wee hours. And everything I uncovered more than met my lofty standards. That first night with Eva took me way outside my comfort zone. Something that would become a trend with my newfound wealth. And Eva not only had the flexibility of a dancer, but she also possessed the stamina of an athlete, too.

Over the course of two informative days and two fun-filled nights, Eva and I solidified our partnership, both professionally and personally. Once I’d tasted exotic fruit, plain old apples and oranges no longer appealed. I understood why PK appeared completely enamoured by Grace, though he wouldn’t admit it. I didn’t feel the same trepidation. Eva was the most incredible person I’d ever met, and I was happy for everybody to know.

On the last day, we had lunch with my folks. I broke the news to them about installing a farm manager. It took Mum by surprise, but Dad merely asked me why it took so long. I informed them I’d be moving to New York City. The Keith boys had plenty of work to do, transforming lives one apartment at a time. And Mum loved the concept of looking after teens in need. I didn’t share just why they were in need at first. Small steps were needed. But Dad got the full story and was totally supportive.

I moved in with Peter and halved his rent immediately. He’d been thinking of taking in a border, and who better to share his place with than a multi-millionaire property developer? Memories flooded back of us bunking when growing up. Though we’d both matured and comfortably lived together. And with Eva and Grace taking turns to sleep over, we developed a pretty solid household rhythm in no time. The property deal went through, and two months later, I could watch my asset redevelop, literally before my eyes.

Eva grabbed the expansion plan and ran with it. Transgender teens stayed on the fifth floor for a few months until they were on the path. Then either Grace and Peter, or Eva and I moved them to the farm, where they stayed in Aphrodite House. Or that’s what we called it. It resembled a sorority house and even had a housemother, Chloe, one of the fifth-floor crew with a passion for caring. With their own space, the girls thrived, attending school, sitting college entry exams or undertaking skills training and work experience.

Grace and Peter continued to have a fiery relationship with her family. Felix Willard never spoke to Peter again. Well, not officially. But he kept in contact with Grace and was always there if she needed it. While he didn’t understand her choices, he loved her as only a grandfather could. And without the stress of being landlord, they even caught up for dinner every few weeks. The discussion consisted mainly of property talk, but Grace didn’t mind. That’s ninety percent of what Peter spoke about, anyway.

After twelve months of hard work, I convinced Eva to appoint a firth-floor halfway house manager. She had inspired one of her first cases, Sabrina, to study social work. And Sabrina jumped at the chance to give back. That enabled Eva to follow in the footsteps of Grace. A few months earlier, she had moved across First Avenue to shack up with Peter.

As for my first property development, I earned enough profit to pay for the fifth floor expansion and the Aphrodite House building. With room for thirty girls on the farm and a dozen in the halfway house, we certainly ratcheted up the difference we could make. And I never failed to be amazed at the difference winning the lottery made in my life and in the lives of so many others.
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THE GIRL NEXT DOOR
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Ever had a mystery neighbour who completely intrigued you? One that you couldn’t get out of your thoughts.

Brandon Butcher is a successful young paramedic, saving lives in the picture perfect small town of Denton, Texas. With his dream job, a home in a beautiful tree-lined street and great friends, he has everything he desires. Except for the one thing that pure skill and ability won’t find him. A relationship. Though he isn’t short of offers, Brandon refuses to settle for just anyone. He’s waiting for the one. Someone his best mate’s sister, and neighbour, Robyn Burrows, is convinced he’s already met in her.

But Brandon’s luck changes for the better when a drop-dead gorgeous girl moves in next door. Tall, dark and flirtatious, she instantly grabs Brandon’s attention and keeps it. And the attraction appears mutual, if he’s reading the smiles from a neighbouring window right. But Brandon knows nothing about this girl. And with numerous male callers throughout the day and night he fears she may not be single for long.

So, when Brandon becomes a close contact it forces him into a week of self-isolation. While out of action, he vows to solve the mystery that is his beautiful new neighbour. Who is this incredible girl? Why does she get so many visitors? Why are they only male? And why do they always leave with a smile? But solving the mystery won’t be easy for the housebound Brandon, who must respond to conspiracy theories from his work colleagues and struggle to keep a randy Robyn from breaching his self-isolation.

If you like transgender romances with mystery and suspense, like ‘The Crying Game’, then you’ll love THE GIRL NEXT DOOR. The latest story from indie-author, Yumi Cox.

Will Brandon solve the mystery of the sexy new neighbour or will he miss his perfect opportunity for love?


TRAPPED
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Would you travel halfway around the world at an hour’s notice? What checks and balances would you insist on?

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

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

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

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

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


FAMILIAR FACE
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Is it really possible for people to change? Or are we destined to follow our childhood path blindly into adulthood, and for the rest of our lives?

Lewis Ludwig is returning to his hometown of Staunton, Virginia, for the first time in ten years. Something he promised he’d never do. Since moving to New York City straight out of high school, this ex-football star, heartthrob and all-round bad-boy had worked hard to change his negative outlook on life, and most of his wicked ways. But no-one back in Staunton knows or cares about that.

So, when Lewis steps off the plane to join the wedding party for his best buddy, Gary’s wedding, he instantly feels the wrath for things done a lifetime ago. And no matter where he goes and who he meets, everyone seems to have bad memories of being on the wrong end of Lewis Ludwig’s bad deeds. Especially, the bride and fellow members of the wedding party.

But when Lewis spots Stacy, a fellow wedding party member and visitor to Staunton, he believes his luck may have changed. Stacy, is smart and sexy and, as she’s from out of town, won’t hold his bad boy history against him. Although she looks somewhat familiar, something he puts down to her modelling picture adorning his dorm room wall throughout college.

If you like wedding romances with heart, where people really can surprise you, like ‘Four Weddings and a Funeral’, then you’ll love ‘FAMILIAR FACE’. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Can Lewis make a positive first impression on his dream girl Stacy, or will his bad-boy reputation ruin his chances?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


THE ROOM MATE

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

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


ABOUT YUMI

[image: ]

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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