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PART ONE


CHAPTER ONE


“I’M JUST LEAVING, Dani. See you in forty-five minutes.”

“Are you going to tell me where we’re going, Thomas?”

“It’s a surprise. Are you going to tell me what you’re wearing?”

“It’s a surprise. But you’ll be suitably impressed.”

As I ended the call, I unlocked my car. With the temperature still hovering above ninety degrees, I took full advantage of the convertible roof. Within a matter of seconds after pushing the button, nothing stood between me and the stunning Sydney sunset. I drove slowly down my street, taking the time to select the perfect playlist for the ninety-minute round trip. Not that I expected the trip back to be in solitude. Dani and I never had to force conversation.

The traffic was hectic until I hit the motorway. Stop, start every half a mile. But my BMW coupe handled the conditions with aplomb and did so in perfect style. And I wasn’t the only one who noticed. But a new girlfriend wasn’t something I was looking for. Driving to my one-year anniversary dinner, all I could think of was how sexy Dani would look. As the Parramatta turnoff appeared on the exit signs, my excitement built. Checking my look in the mirror, I couldn’t have been happier. This was going to be the best night of my life.

Pulling up out front of Dani’s house, I picked up the presents from the back seat and charged to Dani’s door. It took only a single knock before the door opened. I quickly switched the bunch of flowers to my right hand and smiled.

“For me, Thomas? You shouldn’t have,” Dani’s sister, Camila, said.

“I didn’t. But I haven’t forgotten you either,” I said, holding out a thirty-pack of Borrachitos.

“I may have misjudged you. You may yet be a keeper, Thomas Black.”

Suddenly, Dani came into view. I felt all the moisture in my throat disappear and my manhood tingle.

“You look incredible, Dani.”

“And you don’t scrub up too shabby either,” Dani said, stepping forward and kissing me.

“At least take that into the bedroom, where it belongs,” Camila said. “There are young children playing in the street.”

“We’re going out. Not staying in, Sis.”

“So, you want me to put the flowers in water, do you?” Camila said.

Dani’s mouth was otherwise occupied, yet she still handed the flowers to Camila.

Dani wore a skintight Ferrari-red dress that hugged every one of her luscious curves. Long-sleeved with a scoop neck, I was surprised I couldn’t see her knickers below the extremely high hem. A matching shade of lipstick was partly obscured by her shimmering brown locks. While a pair of black four-inch stiletto leather ankle boots completed the dazzling outfit perfectly. Sitting by the door on top of an overnight bag was a stylish black leather jacket, cropped to sit above the waist and with more zippers and buckles than one person could ever use.

“What time can I expect you to get her home?” Camila asked.

“Camilla, stop playing with Thomas.”

“You know it’s how I get my fun, don’t you?”

“Well, how about you find a boyfriend of your own to persecute?”

Dani slid the jacket over her shoulders and grabbed her overnight bag. I instantly took the bag and opened the door for Dani to exit. The bag was surprisingly heavy, something I put down to her clothes and makeup for the following day. I followed Dani down the path to the car. Her jacket pulled in her dress to accentuate her God-given ass. One of her best features, and one that drew me to her a year earlier.

“How was your day, Thomas?”

“I feel like the luckiest man in the world.”

“Can you tell me where we are going yet?”

“I don’t want to spoil the surprise.”

After forty-five minutes of chatting about nothing important, I pulled the car into the driveway of ‘The Grace - Sydney’ and handed over the keys.

“I hope it’s not far, as these shoes aren’t really designed for walking,” Dani said.

“Hold on to me. We can go as slowly as you like. The restaurant is a quarter mile away.”

As we headed down Temperance Lane, I felt Dani squeeze my hand a little harder.

“We’re not going to ‘Esteban Mexican Restaurant’ are we?”

I noticed Dani’s eyes light up with excitement as we approached the maître d'.

“A booking for two under the name Thomas Black.”

The aromas of the scratch kitchen wafted into our beings as the maître d' showed us to our table. A romantic candle-lit spot in the furthest corner from the kitchen. It was early, especially for city dining. Only a handful of patrons sat in the restaurant. I pulled out Dani’s chair before sliding it in behind her. Then I sat and waited for the maître d' to perform his duties. With the first round of drinks ordered, the maître d' left us with menus for our consideration.

“I’ve always wanted to come here. But it’s ridiculously expensive.”

“That’s not something you need to worry about tonight, Dani.”

“Can you afford this?” Dani said, pointing to a seafood delight on the menu.

“For you, there is no limit to what I would pay.”

With first drinks in hand, two glasses of ‘Reposado Tequila’, I raised my glass towards the most beautiful girl in the room.

“To the most magical year of my life,” I toasted, as the glasses clinked.

“I still pinch myself every time we go out, Thomas.”

“I do that every time we make love. By the way, I am getting laid tonight, aren’t I?”

“You are so getting laid. You’ll be smiling for weeks.”

“Then let’s go with the ‘Premium Chef’s Menu’.”

“I don’t know if I can eat all that.”

“Don’t worry, Dani. They have extra-large doggy bags.”

As we reminisced about our twelve months together, Dani slid her soft leather boot up my calf and onto my thigh. I blocked her path mere inches from my manhood.

“Don’t get me too excited too early. I want to enjoy the meal first.”

“What, you prefer Mexican food over me?”

“Can I choose both? Hang on, that’s a combination that has my imagination racing.”

The three appetizers were delicious. Although I preferred red meat to seafood, the two ceviche-based meals were delicious. While the beef taco was one of the best I’d ever eaten. Quite spicy, but after a year with Dani, I was getting used to it.

“I still can’t believe how lucky I was to meet you, Thomas.”

“And I still can’t believe you were still single.”

“My sister is overprotective.”

“Yes, she still hasn’t come around yet. But I’ll wear her down, Dani.”

“I think she’s getting there. Else she wouldn’t be giving you a hard time. She’s just overprotective, given our family situation.”

“I can’t believe you are both estranged from your family.”

“Our situation is very different from yours, Thomas.”

“I never realized what a wonderful upbringing I had until I left home.”

“Well, your place is nothing to sneeze at, Thomas. At least you own it and don’t have to pay exorbitant rent.”

Delivery of the main courses broke the conversation. Well, that and a Mariachi band. After half a dozen classics, they thankfully moved on to the next romantic gathering.

The prawn tacos were to die for. The twice-cooked pork belly mixed perfectly with the salsa. And the steak cooked in black garlic and chipotle butter was cooked to perfection and drizzled in exquisite Mexican spices. Somehow, we both worked through the enormous feast, including the Caesar salad and roasted potatoes, leaving only an ice-cream based dessert between us and the finish line. As the final spoonful of ice-cream was consumed, Dani and I looked at each other in impressed contentment.

I headed to the bar and paid the bill. On the way back I spotted Frank, one of my work colleagues, and exchanged pleasantries. It was only about a sixty-second chat, mostly about work.

“Who were you chatting to, Thomas?”

“A colleague from the firm.”

“Can I meet him?”

“Sure, but now is probably not a good time, Dani. He’s in the middle of a business dinner.”

“That’s weird. They look like they’re on a date. Very tactile.”

“It’s just his style. The client works for the ‘Gay and Lesbian Mardi Gras’.”

Dani appeared acceptably disappointed.

“Wow, that meal was epic. Are you able to walk back to the car?” I said to change the subject.

“Sure. I’ll need some exercise to help the food settle before we get back to yours.”

Thankfully, the temperature had dropped into the low eighties. Making the walk a pleasant one. But walking wasn’t what was on my mind. I was thinking well beyond that.


CHAPTER TWO


THE DRIVE BACK to my house took fifteen minutes, even with a bypass to take in the lights over Sydney Harbor. Dani’s hand rested on my thigh throughout the drive. While I’d grown up in the leafy Eastern suburbs of Sydney, to Dani it may well have been Disneyland. Everything I showed her was new and amazing. And the things I took for granted suddenly had new life breathed back into them. I was proud of my town and wanted to share the highlights with my love.

“I hope your food has settled,” I said, as I pulled my car into the garage.

“Don’t worry, Thomas. I’m as keen as you are.”

Dani’s hand moved from my thigh towards my manhood as she kissed me with intent.

“We’ve got all night and an entire house to ourselves.”

I opened Dani’s door and grabbed the overnight bag from the back seat.

“Be careful, Thomas. There are a few fragile items in there.”

“Sounds ominous.”

“Looks like I’ve got your attention.”

I unlocked the back door and followed Dani in. Instantly, I closed the blinds, not that I needed to, given the foliage obscuring views from left and right.

“Alexa, play ‘Thomas’ Romance Playlist’,” I instructed, prompting music to pipe throughout the house.

“Let me look at that. Why have I never heard that playlist?”

“It’s new, Dani. Especially curated for our anniversary.”

Dani started dancing to the Latino beat. I stood and marveled at the way her body shifted from one dance move to the next almost unwittingly. Her lightness of foot and ability to shake her hips in double time was truly spectacular.

“Red or white, darling?”

“I’m in a red sort of mood, Thomas.”

The sparkle in Dani’s eyes was infectious. But I wanted to savor this night. I tempered my excitement as I headed into the wine cellar.

“While you’re down there, I’m going to change into something more comfortable.”

“What you’ve got on works pretty well for me.”

“Slow down, cowboy. I’ve got two options to show you. And neither will disappoint.”

I almost knocked one glass over in response to Dani’s comment. But I took several deep breaths, picked up the tray holding two glasses and a magnum of ‘2021 Vinedo Chadwick Cabernet Sauvignon’. While I waited for Dani, I checked my phone.

“Alexa, play ‘Dani’s Dance Playlist’,” a voice from the second story called.

I looked up to see Dani descending the stairs slowly. Almost prowling. One glistening patent black leather boot at a time. By the time her full outfit was revealed, I was glad I’d left my wineglass on the table. She wore a black mesh top, with long sleeves but completely off the shoulder. It was fully transparent, revealing a black strapless lace bra and pair of black high-cut bikini briefs underneath. The black five-inch stiletto patent leather over the knee boots added the cherry on top.

Stepping down the stairs in time to ‘Livin’ La Vida Loca’ I marveled at how stable Dani could move in such delicate heels. Once she reached the floor, Dani danced her way across the room and swung her hips mere inches from my gaze. Suddenly, Dani paused the music.

“I figured you might find this a bit try-hard, Thomas.”

“Hard definitely comes to mind when I see you in that. I’d rate the outfit a solid nine.”

“Hold that thought while I try on the other one,” Dani said before sprinting across the room and disappearing up the stairs.

With Dani out of sight, I adjusted my manhood. She’d caught me on the hop, and I’d been sitting in an uncomfortable position for the past few minutes. I ended up unzipping and releasing the button on my pants to prepare for what I expected to follow.

“Alexa, restart ‘Dani’s Dance Playlist’,” a from above commanded.

This time I didn’t waste a second of viewing time. My eyes remained trained on the top step as a red suede boot stepped onto the top stair. This time Dani knew she had my full attention. And she milked it for every cent. Slowly, a second boot appeared, before the slowest decent of recorded history progressively uncovered a stunning Wonder Woman inspired outfit. She even held a gold lasso that she threatened to use if I didn’t speak the truth.

Once Dani reached floor level, she danced her way across towards me. But this wasn’t a samba or a rumba; rather, this was a contemporary freestyle seduction dance. And one that had me pinned to my seat begging for more. While the outfit had a full-sized gold headband, everything else appeared to be three sizes too small. Gold stars were stuck to Dani’s delightful 38Ds, while her azure blue panties sat completely uncovered. Allowing me to confirm she was every bit as excited as I was.

“My eyes are up here, Thomas.”

“Yes, but my mind is someplace else.”

“Is this the winner, or would you like me to change back into my street clothes?”

“I’ve always had this fantasy about Wonder Woman. It seemed she was too strong to be cisgender.”

“Perhaps you’d like a closer look, Thomas?”

“I’d feel better if I could confirm my hunch.”

Dani danced towards me, swaying her hips in time to ‘Hips Don’t Lie’. At first, it was the incredible view of her rear end that mesmerized me. But after about thirty seconds, she turned and thrust her cute five-inch toy in front of my eyes. I desperately wanted to reach out and touch it but knew this was a test.

“Eyes up here, Thomas,” Dani said, pointing to her gorgeous face.

“Yes, Wonder Woman.”

“Now I’ve brought a few friends with me tonight. And you are powerless to resist.”

“Yes, Wonder Woman.”

I knew Dani liked to keep things fresh in the bedroom. Or wherever we did it, for that matter. What would it be this time? Let me guess. Being fully functional, Dani didn’t need any help to penetrate me. And that was something we did often. What did she have in mind? What inventive way of making love would she have this time?

“Strip down and prepare to be pleasured, Thomas.”

“Yes, Wonder Woman.”

As I removed my shoes, socks, pants and shirt, Dani rustled through her overnight bag. At one stage I heard buzzing, but because everything was obscured from view, that was the only clue I got.

“I said naked, Thomas. Get rid of that tank top and the underwear.”

“Yes, Wonder Woman.”

As Dani walked towards me with her hands behind her back, I knew I was in for something new.

“Stand up and put your hands beside your body.”

“Yes, Wonder Woman.”

Dani stepped towards me and kissed me with venom. Our tongues wrestled for the upper hand, although I knew I was no match for Wonder Woman. Dani moved to kissing my neck before heading further south. My left nipple received attention first before she bit and licked my right nipple. And then Dani’s hand moved from behind her back and attached a nipple clamp to each of my nipples. At first it smarted a little, but then it sort of felt good.

“Now bend over and touch your toes, Thomas.”

“Yes, Wonder Woman.”

I bent at the hips, prompting Dani to walk behind me.

“This will hurt a little at first. But you’ll thank me for it later.”

“Yes, Wonder Woman.”

I heard lube being liberally applied. Seconds later, I felt something cold enter me from behind. It wasn’t our first shared experience like this, only this wasn’t Dani’s wonderful five inches. A few seconds after feeling the cold, a buzzing started. And it wasn’t in the least bit uncomfortable.

“Now let’s help you stay harder for longer, Thomas.”

“Yes, Wonder Woman.”

Dani’s hand action was divine. She dropped to her knees and worked me up to seven inches by hand and mouth. And once I was ready for anything, she pushed a black band over my weapon.

“That will keep you going all night.”

“Yes, Wonder Woman.”

What followed was a night of passion and excitement greater than anything I’d experienced during the previous twelve months. And hands down better than anything I’d ever experienced. Dani knew exactly what to do and when to do it. And I’d gotten pretty good at reading her wants and needs. After four hours, we finally took a break to sample some of the wine. But then it was back into the thick of things until well after sunup.

“Best anniversary ever,” I said, so tired I could barely move a muscle.


CHAPTER THREE


I AWOKE TO birds twittering outside my bedroom window and with my arms firmly wrapped around Dani’s curvaceous body. My hand rested against her toy, prompting me to wiggle my little finger in a proof of life manner.

“Didn’t you get your fill last night, Thomas?”

“Yes, Wonder Woman.”

“After last night, I think you can call me Dani.”

“You mean…”

“…yes, I’m really Wonder Woman. But you have to swear to keep my secret.”

“Or…”

“…I’ll sex you to death.”

“I had a wonderful night last night, Dani. How about you?”

“The perfect romantic celebration with the perfect man...”

“…I knew you’d say that.”

“I wasn’t finished.”

“Sorry, Dani. What were you going to say?”

“The perfect romantic celebration with the perfect man, but I’d like to think we’re ready to take things further.”

“That night was pretty intense. You’ve exceeded all of my expectations.”

“I’d like to meet your friends and family, Thomas.”

“But you live way out west …”

“…I’m happy to meet them anywhere at any time.”

“But you’d be bored hanging out with a bunch of attorneys.”

“How about we try it before we dismiss the idea, Thomas?”

Dani had a fire in her belly. One I’d rarely seen. And I wasn’t sure where it had come from. Last night she was my perfect, sweet and shy girlfriend. But overnight something had switched. I hoped it was temporary. Something I had to navigate my way through to get to the other side. Surely, she had to return to normal soon.

“What brought this on, Dani?”

“We’ve been dating for a year, Thomas. And I’d like to think we are in a serious and committed relationship. But while I love spending one-on-one time with you, I’m feeling like a secret you keep in your closet.”

Wow, I’d never imagined that she felt like that. Here I was, trying to protect her from the vultures in my life, and she’s thinking that I’m hiding her away.

How could I tell her the real reason she hadn’t met my family? A reason I was still trying to come to grips with myself. My parents were intellectual and financial snobs who would tear Dani to shreds. Especially my mother, who was chairman of six boards, and an ex-federal politician. A field that my brother had recently followed her into. And my father was no slouch either, working as Vice Chancellor at the country’s leading university.

And while my co-workers weren’t as scary as my parents, essentially, they were stuck-up twats. Every one of them, without exception, was a second or third generation legal professional. With parents on the Supreme Court, or in politics, they rarely spoke about normal day-to-day things. Instead preferring to talk shop, politics or the economy. That’s why I enjoyed spending time with Dani. To escape my friends and family.

“From the lack of response, I’d say that I’ve hit the nail on the head. I can call a cab,” Dani said, slipping out of my bed and picking up her clothes.

“You couldn’t be further from the truth. It’s just that my family and friends are not the nicest people in the world. They’re highly self-absorbed and look down on anyone they don’t deem to be of their stature.”

“Oh, you don’t want your friends to see how dumb I am, Thomas? That’s nice.”

“Those are your words, not mine.”

“Well, for an attorney, you sure seem to be pretty loose with explanations.”

“Hang on. Let’s have breakfast and discuss this properly. And if you still want to go, I’ll drive you straight home.”

My morning wood appeared more than a little obvious.

“And I’m not going anywhere near that until we sort this out, Thomas.”

“It’s involuntary. You know that. But I’m happy…”

“…don’t push it. That isn’t happening.”

I got up and made breakfast while Dani hit the showers. How did such an incredible night turn into such a crappy morning? I heard Dani’s phone ding and went to see if there was an urgent message.

“Did you give him the ultimatum?” a message from Camila read.

I knew this wasn’t Dani’s idea. It made sense that Camila was behind it. After all the bad boyfriends she’d had, she was more than a little jaded about love.

I knew it was time for me to man up. While I made French toast and fresh muesli, I searched through my calendar. There were at least three options for introducing Dani to my work friends. And Mom’s birthday was less than four weeks away. If Dani wanted to meet my friends and family, I would arrange it over breakfast.

I heard Dani’s phone ding again as she walked into the kitchen.

“And I want you to attend the ‘Mardi Gras’ with me and my friends this year.”

“Does that include Camila? You know we don’t get along.”

“Yes, it does, Thomas. So, you’d better make the effort.”

“Sure, Dani, why not. It’s not like it’s far away. We could walk there from here.”

“With my friends, I said. That means taking the train with us from Parramatta.”

Holy hell. The train was something that I avoided like the plague. All these grubby seats and rails. And not to mention the horrible types that frequented the stations. Still, for Dani, if that’s what it took, then that’s what I’d do.

“Yes, Wonder Woman,” I said, causing Dani to smile.

“I’m really excited to become part of your world, Thomas. And for you to become part of mine.”

I served two plates of breakfast goodness and placed one in front of Dani. Her dark mood had shifted to a subdued one. She tried really hard not to smile at my comments or look me in the eye. If she were serious, it would have been cute.

“Right, ‘Mardi Gras’ is two weeks away. We’re going to the ‘Street Parade’ and the ‘After-Party’. Lock it in your diary, Thomas.”

“Yes, Wonder Woman.”

“Now when am I meeting your work friends?”

“We’re having work drinks this Friday.”

“Done. How about your family?”

“Mom’s birthday is in four weeks. She’ll be hosting some sort of shindig. I’ll tell her to send me a plus one.”

“After a year together, I’m not a plus one at a birthday party.”

“Yes, Wonder Woman.”

I considered the options. We had a family get-together every second week on a Sunday night. Perhaps that would work better?

“How does a small family dinner two weeks from tomorrow sound?”

“Lock it in, Thomas.”

The lift in Dani’s disposition was immediate and immense. I saw her pick up her phone and start texting.

Looking at Dani, dressed in well-worn blue jeans, a white silk blouse and burgundy leather ankle boots, I felt my excitement mounting.

“Can we head back into the bedroom now, Dani?”

“How about we head out to our favorite restaurant for lunch?”

“Yes, Wonder Woman.”


CHAPTER FOUR


THE FOLLOWING FEW days were not my favorite. Dani kept me at a distance until the great unveiling. As Friday night approached, I started getting nervous. How would Dani react to my self-obsessed, obnoxious co-workers? I figured most of them would completely ignore her. And me, for that matter. Unless I shouted the bar, and that would not happen. I started working out which co-workers I wanted to encourage dialogue with and which co-workers I wanted to avoid. Anyone in between would be manageable.

Thursday night I called Dani to confirm details.

“How about I meet you at your work at about 6:00 pm? It’s only a short stroll to the pub from there,” I said.

“Can’t I drop into your office when I clock off?”

“The office is secure. You won’t be able to get access. Most of what we work on is confidential.”

“That sounds a little unfriendly, but sure, Thomas. My work at 6:00 pm sounds fine.”

“I didn’t think you’d want to meet me at the bar.”

“Which bar are we going to?”

“‘Above 319’ is our local. It’s a rooftop bar that serves great cocktails and has superb views.”

“How much are the drinks, Thomas?”

“They’re affordable. Around twenty-five dollars each.”

“Then yes, I’ll meet you at my work around 6:00 pm.”

“I’m excited to show you off, Dani.”

With the plans in place, I spent most of Friday preparing for court. Every detail needed to be in place, so our King’s Council, Patrick Peterson, could weave his magic in the courtroom on Monday. That kept me busy, except for a brief lunch break with my co-worker, Frank.

“I bet you’ll be glad to step into the elevator tonight,” Frank said.

“Yes, it’s been a lot of work. But a brilliant learning curve.”

“Are you going to the bar after work?”

“Yes, I’m bringing my girlfriend, Dani.”

“Great, I’m bringing Gerald. At least there’ll be a friendly face.”

“Your client, Gerald Walker.”

“Yes, my client … and boyfriend, Gerald Walker.”

The afternoon zoomed by at warp speed. But by the end of the day, I’d wrapped up the court documents and briefings ready for Patrick on Monday. As I sent the last email, I checked the time. Where had the last hour gone? I literally ran out the door and the two blocks down Elizabeth Street to arrive at Dani’s work with less than twenty seconds to spare.

“Perfect timing. I must admit that I’m quite excited,” Dani said, grabbing my arm.

Dani looked incredible wearing a beige high-neck silk top with a sheer fabric overlay. The transparent overlay covered the top and both of Dani’s arms and had beige flowers across it. The top tucked neatly into a short black leather skirt, leaving about four inches between that and a pair of black suede four-inch stiletto over-the-knee boots. She held a small clutch purse in her left hand and had styled her hair to fall perfectly over her shoulders.

Still sweating from the run across town, I called an Uber.

“I’m happy to walk, Thomas. It’s a beautiful night,” Dani said.

“It’d take half an hour in those shoes.”

“Would you rather I wore sneakers?”

The glint in Dani’s eye told me I need not answer the question.

By the time we reached ‘Above 319’ there was a line at the elevator. That was the trouble with arriving late at a rooftop bar. There was only one way to enter and exit the establishment. And that typically was an elevator with a capacity of a dozen people. By the time we exited the elevator, my watch showed it was slightly after 7:00 pm.

“Follow me, Dani; the crew are usually in the far corner.”

The bar was packed, so I parted the crowd with Dani following behind me. A few hustles and bustles later and we stood with my co-workers.

“Everyone, this is my girlfriend, Dani.”

Almost everyone ignored me and continued chatting away. I spotted Frank standing by the wall with Gerald and led Dani over.

“Hey Frank. This is my girlfriend, Dani.”

“Lovely to meet you, Dani. Thomas never stops talking about you. It’s nice to meet you in person,” Frank said.

“Dani Lopez, it’s been too long. Look at you all spruced up. You look like a doll,” Gerald said.

“And this is my boyfriend, Gerald,” Frank said. “For those of you who don’t know him.”

“Oh, Dani and I go way back. She’s been part of ‘Mardi Gras’ for too many years to recall.”

“I’m looking forward to next Saturday, Gerald. I can’t wait to see what surprises you have in store.”

“Will the fabulous Camila be joining you again this year?”

“Yes, and my boyfriend, Thomas.”

“Perhaps we can march together, Thomas?” Frank suggested.

“We’d love that, Frank,” Dani replied.

With Dani and Gerald catching up on old times, I grabbed Frank and went for drinks. I knew Dani well enough to pick a suitable cocktail.

“Why were you guys standing on your own, Frank?”

“The rest of the firm aren’t as cool with same-sex partners as you, I’m afraid.”

As the line at the bar shortened, I felt a hand pinch my ass. I looked towards Frank, but his hands were in front of him.

I turned to see one of my ex-coworkers, Abigail Johnson, standing way too close to me. Her lips were less than an inch from mine.

“Go ahead, Thomas, you know you want to.”

As she moved her lips towards mine, I stepped back.

“That’s not a way to treat the love of your life, Thomas.”

“I’m here with my girlfriend, Abigail.”

“I don’t mind. We’ve got a lot of catching up to do.”

“Look, Abigail, as much fun as we had two years ago, I’ve moved on.”

“Me thinks you protest too much.”

Thankfully, the barman requested my order. That quickly gave me the escape I desperately needed. Although that didn’t stop Abigail from manhandling me. With drinks in hand, I successfully navigated past Abigail and the other less dangerous patrons and returned to Dani.

“We’ve been invited to sit at the celebrity table for the ‘After-Party’,” Dani said.

“Yes, Wonder Woman,” I said, as I handed her a drink, still a little shaken by the antics at the bar.

“Excuse me while I head to the little girls’ room,” Dani said, handing me back her drink.

“I can’t believe you know Dani and Camila. They are such a hoot, don’t you think?” Gerald said.

“Yes, Dani is a wonderful girl. And Camila is rather unique.”

Gerald told me a little about Dani’s family. And why the girls were estranged. Their father never accepted having one transgender daughter, let alone having two. He blamed Camila for ruining Dani’s life and never spoke to her again. Gerald had been part of the support network to ensure the girls weren’t thrown out on the street.

“What’s with you and that blonde girl?” Dani said as she returned.

I turned to see Dani pointing at Abigail.

“She’s just an ex-coworker.”

“Well, she just pinned me to the wall with her 40DDs and started kissing me. She told me you promised her a threesome tonight.”


PART TWO


CHAPTER FIVE


DANI’S MEETING MY work colleagues had repercussions that continued for the following weeks. At first, it took me quite a while to explain to Dani that Abigail was a troublemaker who didn’t like the fact that I’d rejected her. With Frank’s help, I finally got over the line. But it made for quite a tense time for the rest of the night. And with her work done, Abigail disappeared as quickly as she had appeared, leaving me to clean up her mess. Not for the first time, either.

Meanwhile, at the firm, I got the silent treatment, much like Frank. I was LGBTQ by association, and while nothing was said directly to my face, I wondered what the message circulating the office was. On the plus side, though, Patrick Peterson used my work to plead his client down to a misdemeanor, something that not only made the firm a lot of money, but more importantly, put me on Patrick’s radar. For positive reasons.

As ‘Mardi Gras’ came closer, I started getting more and more worried about my involvement. Now, I had always considered myself outside the LGBTQ banner. I didn’t fancy guys, and I didn’t represent as anything other than a heterosexual male. It felt more than a little weird to be immersing myself in an LGBTQ celebration. No matter how I rationalized it, I couldn’t make sense of it. But my girlfriend was LGBTQ, and she’d asked me to support her. For just one day of the year.

Gerald visited the firm almost daily in the weeks prior to the ‘Mardi Gras’. And each time he visited, Frank brought him over to say hello. I felt sorry for Frank. Obviously, I was the only one who accepted his relationship with Gerald, but it alienated me from my coworkers even further.

“Tell Dani I’ve got a massive surprise for her at the ‘After-Party’,” Gerald said.

“And you can’t tell me what it is?”

“No, I’m sworn to secrecy. But it will blow Dani and Camila’s minds.”

“I will pass your message along, Gerald.”

“Oh, we’ll meet you at the start of the ‘Street Parade’?” Frank said.

“This is my first ‘Mardi Gras’. Please send me the details.”

Frank looked happier than I’d ever seen him. While his relationship was only two months old, he and Gerald almost seemed like an old married couple. They finished each other’s sentences and were quite physical. Even in the office. But a happy Frank worked for me. And Gerald seemed like a really decent sort of guy.

“Gerald says he’s got a surprise for you at the ‘After-Party’,” I messaged Dani.

That was enough to keep her bubbling along for half the week.

On the day of the ‘Mardi Gras’, I was given strict instructions. While Dani sent through a series of outfits she might wear, I was kept in the dark until I arrived at her apartment. She’d sent photos of everything from South American samba dresses, multicolored and full of feathers, to slinky rainbow-colored dresses that barely covered her curves and hugged her like a glove. And then there was the sequined dress made to resemble the transgender flag. Thankfully, she later told me that each of the outfits she sent through was from previous years.

Knowing I’d need to attend the formal ‘After-Party’, I dressed to impress. On the theme of black and white, I chose a more comfortable shoe and lost the jacket. I felt good as I jumped into the Uber for the forty-five-minute ride to Parramatta. Even the female Uber driver checked me out in the mirror along the way.

“The trip will take an hour and fifteen,” the Uber driver said.

“‘Mardi Gras’?”

“Got it in one.”

I messaged Dani to let her know I was running late. She just sent back a photo of the lingerie she was wearing. Metallic gold, it had an instant impact on me. As we approached Parramatta, I felt my excitement rise. While previously I’d been a little blasé, the idea of seeing Dani in her element really appealed. Plus, if the sneak peek photos were anything to go by, I couldn’t wait to see the outfit again and possibly remove it. With its five-star rating confirmed, I left the Uber and headed for the front door.

Camila opened the door wearing something out of a science fiction movie. She looked stunning, but in an alternate universe way.

“Head on through to Dani’s room. She’s got your outfit ready,” Camila said.

“But I’m already…”

And she was gone, possibly teleported to another part of the apartment.

I knocked on Dani’s bedroom door and called hello.

“Come in if you’re handsome,” Dani said.

I instantly followed Dani’s instruction. But I was not ready for what I saw behind that door.

Dani stood by the window dressed head to toe in solid gold. At least that’s what my eyes told me. She wore a gold chain mail style dress, with a plunging neckline, t-shirt length sleeves and the shortest hemline I’d ever seen. I could have sworn her gold knickers were visible below the hem of the dress. Her hair flowed perfectly over each shoulder, kept in place by a gold captain’s hat with gold sequins all over it. A pair of gold, four-inch block heel over-the-knee boots completed the ensemble perfectly. Somehow, the gold in each element matched the others.

“You look…” I said.

“…hold that thought and get undressed.”

“But your sister is in the next room.”

“You’re not unwrapping this package until the wee hours, Thomas.”

As I followed Dani’s instructions, trying not to stare at her insane body in the golden outfit, Dani pulled something out of a closet behind her.

“Thirty-eight regular, from memory,” Dani said.

“Yep, that’s my size. But what is that?”

Dani held out a suit for me to try on. But unlike my daily black, navy or gray suits, this one was almost every color of the rainbow. In candy stripes. Red merged into blue, which merged into green, which merged into yellow, which merged into orange. And that sequence continued from left to right, all across the suit and pants. Thankfully, the color of the pants perfectly aligned with the color of the jacket, else I’m sure I would have ended up in a fit on the bedroom floor.

“Now, let me put this green tie on you, Thomas. Now I think you’re ready.”


CHAPTER SIX


AS DANI HEADED off to get Camila, I looked at myself in the mirror. Standing before me was a stranger. No-one like I’d ever seen in the mirror before. No-one like I’d ever come in contact with before. I looked weird and totally different. The type of person I wouldn’t acknowledge if they walked into the room. Why did Dani want me to dress this way? What was wrong with the clothes I’d turned up wearing. In them, I felt masculine and somewhat hot. Perhaps that’s the problem.

Upon her return with Camilla in tow, Dani carried a pair of Clark Kent glasses.

“And now for the finishing touch,” Dani said, as she placed the glasses on my face.

“Oh my God, Dani, I hope he’s wearing ass protection,” Camila said.

“I’m in the room, you know. You could speak directly to me.”

“Spin, and give me your best ‘Brace yourself, bitch’,” Camila said.

I looked at Dani, who twirled her fingers.

“Yes, Wonder Woman.”

“Gee, you’ve got his balls in a jar, haven’t you?” Camila said.

After posing for several selfies and waiting an eternity for Dani and Camila to post the best of them, it was time to leave. Looking in the mirror one last time, I felt a level of comfort that no-one I’d ever met would recognize me. Even my parents would struggle to recognize their son in this regalia. Especially when flanked by a golden and Barbie-pink space flight attendant.

“Now ‘Mardi Gras’ is ‘Mardi Gras’. Tonight, we are all footloose and single,” Camila said.

“Just go along with her. It’s easier,” Dani whispered in my ear.

“There’s a twelve-pack of rubbers in your jacket pocket. I expect you to use them all,” Camila said.

I reached into my jacket pocket and, sure enough, a pack of Trojan XXLs sat snugly within.

“Let’s tear this town a new one,” Camila said, as we headed out the door.

Walking down the quiet street with Dani in gold on one side and Camila in Barbie-pink on the other side gave me quite a rush. Although late afternoon, kids playing in the street stopped what they were doing and stood open-mouthed. Perhaps the girls knew what they were doing.

Now, I hadn’t been on a train since school. And those memories weren’t all that fond. But as Parramatta station came into view, I felt my throat constrict and all moisture expel from my mouth. Walking across the main road, I heard a few car horns toot. Camila adored the attention, playing up to her new fans, while Dani pulled me closer. That part of the evening didn’t bother me at all. I could feel Dani’s heart beat quickly as she navigated the damaged sidewalk with caution.

Thankfully, the train was only four minutes away.

“We need to head up the front to get out at the Liverpool Street exit,” Camila insisted.

That meant we paraded almost the full length of the station until Camila was happy with the location.

As we traversed the station, a mix of wolf-whistles, shocked looks and derogatory comments followed us. The level of vile coming from patrons half our age surprised me. Sure, we weren’t hiding our light under a bushel, but we weren’t hurting anybody either. Camila seemed impervious to the taunts and comments. Dani was less so. But after a couple of minutes, we settled and waited for the train to arrive.

“Hey sweetheart, show us your pink bits,” a voice from behind said.

“You might be embarrassed. They’re probably twice the size of yours,” Camila replied.

I turned to see a teenage boy standing a few feet in front of three other similarly aged kids. The boy didn’t appreciate the comeback and looked confused.

“Looks like someone needs to teach you girls how to talk to guys,” the young boy said.

“You shouldn’t be jealous. Keep wearing your mom’s lingerie but use a fall makeup color palette,” Camila said, prompting the boys’ friends to chuckle.

Thankfully, the train arrived before the young boy had the chance to respond. We boarded the train and sat behind the driver’s door. The girls sat by the window, and I sat beside Dani. We faced forward while Camila faced the other patrons in the carriage. Probably a mistake on my part in retrospect. Things were quiet for about fifteen minutes before the comments flowed again. And Camila wasn’t taking a backward step. It seemed ‘Mardi Gras’ had emboldened her. If that were possible.

Each tawdry comment brought with it a response from Camila.

“Stop taunting them, Camila. It doesn’t matter,” Dani said.

Camila worked up from smiles to air kisses and even things far more provocative. Dani and I sank in our seats and stared out the window. I was counting the stations until this hell was over.

Unexpectedly, Camila patted the seat beside her. And she crossed her legs provocatively, prompting the young boy to approach.

“Nice to see you’ve worked up the courage. Have a seat if you’re not too scared,” Camila said.

Surprisingly, the young boy sat down opposite me. I moved with the expectation of removing him, but Dani clasped my arm firmly. As the young boy sat, Camila turned her body and draped her nylon-clad leg over his thighs.

“What takes your fancy, cutie? These beauties, or what lurks beneath?” Camila said.

“Those tits are pretty impressive,” the young boy said, before looking down the carriage at his mates.

“I suppose a little squeeze won’t hurt,” Camila said, taking the boy’s right hand and slipping it down her cleavage.

I’ve never seen a face turn bright purple as quickly as at that moment. But then I saw why. Camila had moved his left hand at the same time as the right, between her thighs. The boy sat frozen to the spot. Not knowing which way to move. As the train slowed to a stop, she kissed the young boy, leaving a perfect lipstick mark on his cheek before he ran to join his friends on the platform.

“And there starts the lifelong fascination of another chaser,” Camila said.

We reached Museum station about ten minutes later. I was still reeling from Camila’s actions. But she seemed perfectly comfortable, as did Dani. Once at the station, we joined hundreds of folks dressed as wildly as we did. The noise level was incredible, almost making conversation impossible. Camila had been right again. With the Liverpool Street exit only twenty feet away, we were out on the street in less than sixty seconds.

“That was a pretty weird train ride,” I said.

“A little quieter than usual, but no damage was done,” Camila said.

“Except to that poor young boy. He’ll be dreaming of you for years,” Dani said.

“He was kind of cute. Hook, line and sinker. I’ll keep an eye out for him at the clubs. I wouldn’t mind being his first,” Camila said.


CHAPTER SEVEN


WHILE IT WAS two clear hours before the ‘Street Parade’ started, the closer we got to Oxford Street, the more crowded it became. We’d agreed to meet Frank and Gerald in Hyde Park near the beginning of the parade, so didn’t want to travel too far afield. Keeping Camila on task proved quite the challenge. It seemed she knew everybody we passed and was determined to catch up on gossip with them all.

“How about we go somewhere and get a drink?” I said.

“I can’t leave Camila on her own, Thomas.”

“Dressed like that, somehow I doubt she’s going to be on her own for long.”

Dani spoke to Camila quickly before we headed into a local bar. We lucked a seat on the sidewalk. Right place, right time. And I headed to the bar to get us some cocktails. While the line was long, it moved quickly. And I returned with two Aperol Spritz about five minutes later.

As I approached Dani, I noticed a blonde sitting beside her. She looked vaguely familiar from the back, but so do many people. And the outfits didn’t help.

“Abigail was just apologizing for the other night,” Dani said as I placed the drinks down.

“I never expected to see you here, Abigail.”

“This whole bisexual thing is new for me, but ‘Mardi Gras’ sounded like too much fun to miss.”

“Oh, you’re bisexual now?”

“Yes, I find women incredibly soft and sensual. I can’t believe what I was missing.”

“Well, I’m glad you’ve finally found yourself. Are you here with anyone?”

“Unfortunately for you two, I am. There she is now.”

I turned to see one of the most recognizable faces in the country walk up and kiss Abigail with venom.

“Sorry, babe. I got bailed up in the restrooms again.”

“I hear there’s a bit of that going around,” I said, looking at Abigail.

“Happy ‘Mardi Gras’,” Abigail said before walking off arm in arm with her date.

“Happy ‘Mardi Gras’,” I said as I raised my glass.

“Thank you for coming along with me, Thomas. It’s such a wonderful celebration; I knew you’d fit in.”

“Getting here was a little hectic. But now we’re here, it’s busy but joyous.”

“It’ll be like that until midnight. Then things get sloppy.”

The energy and excitement around us were palpable. Smiling faces beamed in all directions as patrons let their hair down and embraced this once in a year opportunity. Even the service workers were wearing rainbow pins or bandanas. It seemed everyone moved outside their norm and embraced the moment. Dani ran her soft leather boot up my calf as she texted Camila. I soaked in the sunshine, people-watched and enjoyed my drink.

We ended up sitting at that hotel for over an hour. Eventually Camila joined us, although it took her thirty minutes to traverse the final fifty feet, such was her popularity. I could see how much this day meant to Dani, suddenly understanding why my presence by her side was important. This was a statement of pride. And she wanted to share our joy together with the masses.

At about 6:45 pm, I received a message from Frank.

“Where are you?”

“At the Burdekin.”

“We’re just around the corner, on College Street. Come and join us.”

I felt excited to be leading two gorgeous girls through the crowd, no matter what I was wearing. Although I’m sure some whistles and cat calls were for me, and I felt my ass get pinched at least a half dozen times. The parade route was closed off and protected by police and security folk. But the crowd was friendly, even if it was almost impossible to move an inch without bumping into someone. But finally, we arrived at the designated meeting spot.

“OMG, Camila and Dani, you look fabulous,” Gerald said.

“As do you, Gerald. Is that Prada?” Dani said.

As the girls chatted away to Gerald, I spoke to Frank.

“Well, this is an unfamiliar experience, Frank.”

“Don’t worry, the fun hasn’t even started yet.”

Gerald disappeared in the distance, dragging Camila along, with Dani, me and Frank in tow. It felt strange to be holding my male coworker’s hand, but if I hadn’t, one of us wouldn’t have made it through. I couldn’t see where we were going, but suddenly we climbed a flight of stairs and then a second flight. Pretty soon we stood on a platform under a rainbow-colored ‘Mardi Gras’ light. Frank moved to stand behind Gerald, while Dani and Camila flanked him.

“I’m Gerald Walker, the CEO of the ‘Sydney Gay and Lesbian Mardi Gras’. And I’m pleased to welcome all of you to the fiftieth ‘Mardi Gras’.”

As I looked around, I noticed there were hundreds of cameras flashing and several video cameras recording Gerald’s welcome for the television audience. Wow, this was bigger than I expected. There must have been ten thousand patrons spewing out along the road and into the park.

Not done with opening proceedings, Gerald and Frank headed the procession, with Dani and Camila flanking them as they marched down Oxford Street. Dani clenched my hand as she waved to the crowd as we passed. Camila ran about like a Barbie version of the Energizer Bunny, high-fiving patrons, hugging and kissing random strangers and having a ball. At one stage, a huge drag queen stepped forward and danced the samba in front of us. Not wanting to be outdone, Camila immediately joined in.

“Are you having fun, Thomas?”

“Yes, Wonder Woman.”

Dani looked deep into my soul.

“Yes, Dani, I’m having a ball.”

Dani turned to me and kissed me with a passion I hadn’t seen before. Sure, we’d kissed plenty of times. But that was all part of the dance leading up to spending the night together. But this was a kiss with deeper meaning. Our tongues danced for what seemed like minutes, until Dani stumbled, her heel catching the edge of a grate in the road. I wrapped my arms around her and steadied her before she got run over by the dykes on bikes. But instead of being scared and timid. Dani wrapped her leg around me and kissed me more deeply again.


PART THREE


CHAPTER EIGHT


THE ‘STREET PARADE’ was surprisingly fun. I underestimated the feeling of adoration and support from tens of thousands of strangers. And the excited look that remained plastered on Dani’s beautiful face made it all worthwhile. Camila had the time of her life, interacting with anyone and everyone. And even Frank and Gerald let their hair down a little. Well, Frank was the big boss of the event, so he had to ensure that everything went according to plan.

By the time we reached Moore Park, and stepped off the parade route, the noise of the crowd was deafening. Gerald led us to a viewing platform where we watched the thousands of LGBTQ paraders cover the end of the one-mile route. The greatest cheers, apart from for us, were saved for the most flamboyant drag queens and for the gay icon herself, Kylie. She rode a massive pink stiletto heel and waved to the crowd alongside celebrity drag queen, Courtney Act.

By the time the ’Street Parade’ had wound up, it was after 10:00 pm. I couldn’t believe it had been six hours since we’d left Dani’s home. And for someone who lived by the tenth of an hour all week, I had to ask the question. Where had the time gone? Thankfully, it was only a short walk to the Hordern Pavilion, the venue for the ‘After-Party’. But with the girls nursing sore feet, Gerald pulled a few strings and arranged for golf carts to transport us, door to door.

The golf cart ride gave Dani and me some alone time. Well, as close as we were going to get in a crowd approaching one hundred thousand. I held Dani close as she massaged her feet.

“I really should have worn these in before tonight, Thomas.”

“You look incredible. Totally worth the pain.”

“That’s easy for you to say. You’re not the one wearing four-inch heels.”

“I didn’t shirk at the suit. But matching heels may have been a step too far.”

“It’s only your first ‘Mardi Gras’, Thomas. I wanted to ease you into it.”

If that was easing me in, I shuddered to think of what the following year could bring.

Arriving at the rear entrance, Gerald quickly led us to our seats for the ‘After-Party’. Unsurprisingly, given how the rest of the night had gone, we found ourselves at Table One. Yep, the one dead center at the front. And the one that also had name tags for our celebrity guests and performers.

“I can’t believe we’ll be sitting at the same table as Kylie,” Dani exclaimed excitedly.

“There are perks in dating the CEO of the ‘Sydney Gay and Lesbian Mardi Gras’,” Frank said proudly.

Thankfully, we were seated even before the VIPs. Something that made getting a drink more than a little easier. I continued with the Aperol Spritz theme, at least until dinner was served. And sitting at Table One, that wasn’t far away at all.

While the dinner was as colorful as the crowd, it sure hit the spot. I hadn’t eaten since midday and wolfed down everything put in front of me. Speeches and introductions were quite brief. And within the hour, the tables had been cleared for the performances to begin. I knew Dani was keen to see Kylie in full flight. And she did not disappoint. About halfway through her show, Kylie stopped and invited four new friends up on stage to join her.

“I hope she picks me,” Dani said.

While the idea of being paraded around on stage in front of a thousand screaming fans didn’t really appeal, I could see that Dani would love it. And she got selected. As did Gerald.

“Now for this next song, I want each of my new friends to pick their favorite lover to join them up on stage,” Kylie said.

Unsurprisingly, Dani picked me, much to Camila’s chagrin. Gearld picked Frank while Abigail got picked by her celebrity girlfriend. As ‘All the Lovers’ commenced, Kylie’s dancers picked a visitor and seductively danced with each other. Cameras flashed mercilessly from the crowd until every inch of the stage was covered. It sure was a lot of fun, even if I got manhandled a wee bit too much. But it was all in the name of fun.

The ‘After-Party’ flew by, much like the entire night. Not once did I shirk an issue and let Dani down. I’d left my self-respect at Museum Station and gave Dani nothing to be disappointed about.

“That was the best ‘Mardi Gras’ ever,” Dani said, as we filed out of the venue.

“It’d be top one or two for me too,” I said.

After thanking Gerald for taking us under his wing, Dani, Camila and I said our goodbyes. All agreed that we would meet up again the following year.

“I can’t believe it’s almost 3:00 am,” I said, trying to hold back a yawn.

“Where to next, Sis?” Camila asked.

“We might call it a night, Camila.”

“But there are no trains for another two hours, Sis.”

“I can get you an Uber,” I said.

“On ‘Mardi Gras’ night. Good luck,” Camila said.

“Then why don’t you come back to mine, Camila?”

“I’ll be fine, Thomas. I’ll head back to Oxford Street and sit in a bar.”

“You’ll do nothing of the kind. We won’t be able to sleep if we think you’re in danger,” Dani said.

“I wasn’t thinking sleep was on the agenda,” I said, without thinking.

“Then, I’ll stay with Camila, and you can go home.”

And there it was, the moment I’d been trying to avoid all night. I’d done everything that was asked. Even getting manhandled in front of a thousand Kylie fans only to end up in the doghouse. Could this night get any worse? Camila already hated me, but now Dani had joined her. What was I to do?

“Don’t be silly. Two girls dressed like you aren’t going anywhere alone at this time of night.”

“Thomas is right, Dani. I’ll head to his until it’s safe to travel tomorrow.”

I instantly did a double take. I’d been fumbling for counterarguments to sway Dani around. And my arch-nemesis had done it for me.

The fifteen-minute walk homes quite pleasant. Even though the girls did whine about sore feet more than once. As the temperature had dropped considerably, I had my arm tightly wrapped around Dani. And I gave my jacket to Camila to keep her warm. No-one was up for partying by the time we walked through my front door. And knowing Camila slept next door, I knew there was no way I was getting any special treatment that night. But we all went to sleep happy, safe and contented. Two ultimatums down, and one to go.

As we lay in bed quickly becoming comatose, Dani’s phone dinged. You couldn’t miss it because it lit up the room. Dani checked the message and rolled over to show me.

“I was wrong, Dani. Thomas is a keeper. Don’t let that boy get away,” Camila messaged.


CHAPTER NINE


SUNDAY NIGHT DINNER with my family had always been the greatest challenge of the three ultimatums. When I’d last spoken to my mother the week prior, she was in quite a mood. ‘Mardi Gras’ had fallen in the week of an important board meeting, meaning that accommodation was tight for board members, and the office was inaccessible. I’d have imagined the CEO would have worked around that. But apparently the timing of ‘Mardi Gras’ moved each year, making it hard to predict six months out. I never mentioned my attendance.

As I drove to pick up Dani, my hands felt clammy on the steering wheel. Throughout my life I’d never really been able to mix it with my mother. Sure, I was smart and had gotten good grades. But she was as cunning as she was smart, a combination that made her a business powerhouse and quite the formidable mother too. Still, Dani had insisted on meeting my parents, and my mother fitted directly into that briefing. At least I’d be there to catch her when she fell.

Almost immediately after I knocked on the door, it opened. And unexpectedly, a smiling Camila greeted me.

“Hey Camila, I’ve got another treat for you,” I said.

“We’re not playing that game, are we?”

“No, I mean I have Revolcaditas,” I said, handing over a pack of Mexican treats.

As I stepped into the living room, Dani’s door opened and I caught a glimpse of my angel. She wore a long, flowing tan and white floral dress, sleeveless and with a modest V-shaped neckline. Her hair sat forward off her shoulders, helping to soften her subtle makeup and modest cleavage. A pair of sandy-colored suede three-inch Cuban heeled ankle boots completed the outfit. For the first time in memory, I could only see an inch or two of Dani’s stunning legs. The dress floated across the room as she walked towards me, beaming.

“Wow, you look stunning, Dani.”

“You know what they say. Dress for the job you want, not the job you have.”

“Well, from my viewpoint all I can say is, ‘When can you start, Miss Lopez’?”

“I would have expected a more romantic wedding proposal, but I’d take it,” Camila interjected.

I opened the door for Dani as she said farewell to her sister. Camila appeared to give her a few last-minute words of encouragement. I picked up Dani’s overnight bag and followed her towards the car. After opening the door, I held Dani’s hand as she got in. Then, I placed the bag in the trunk and sat behind the wheel.

“Are you ready for this, Dani? It’s not too late to bail.”

“I’m sure it’ll be nothing like you’ve described.”

“Top up or down, Dani?”

“Top up if you don’t mind, Thomas. This hair took thirty minutes to get just right.”

I pushed start on Google Maps. Even though I grew up in the eastern suburbs, I did not know how to get from the outer west to the inner east.

“You will arrive at your destination in sixty minutes. Head straight along Early Street.”

Dani and I chatted away throughout the drive. Although mostly quiet and reserved, I got chatty when I was nervous. Dani placed her hand on my thigh to calm me, but it probably had the opposite effect. Almost exactly in response to her touch, my pants tightened considerably.

“We could skip dinner, Dani, and head straight to my place if you like.”

“And you misread my actions once again,” Dani said, smiling brightly.

Thankfully, the motorway was unusually quiet. Perhaps everyone had tired themselves out at ‘Mardi Gras’ the night before. But Sunday nights were the quietest time on the toll roads. I took a route through Point Piper and Rose Bay to show Dani the area I’d grown up in.

“I learned to play tennis there, Dani.”

“You mean you got to watch the Opera House while learning tennis?”

The eastern suburbs of Sydney surely were a beautiful spot. One that rivaled many of the greatest cities in the world. And driving alongside Sydney Harbor was up there with the Amalfi Coast, in my opinion.

“If you look to the left of the park, Dani, you can see our destination.”

“You mean your parents live on the harbor?”

I suddenly saw Dani’s bright expression turn neutral. Perhaps I was freaking her out.

“It’s only a single-story home, Dani. Quite understated for Vaucluse.”

“But it’s on the water, yes?”

“Yes, but the house is set back from the water.”

As we turned onto Queen Street, I heard an audible sigh come from Dani. Her mouth sat frozen open as she caught the view of the Sydney Harbor Bridge at sunset.

“It’s freaking gorgeous, Thomas. And you grew up here?”

“What can I say? My parents bought in during the 1970s property slump.”

As I slowly drove down Queen Street, I reached out and held Dani’s hand. I felt her shake, just a little. I wasn’t sure whether it was excitement or fear induced.

“Your destination should be on your left.”

“Thanks Google. You always need the last word, don’t you?” I said.

While the house was single-story, I’d neglected to tell Dani about its size. About sixty squares, as I recalled. And a large part of that had floor to ceiling windows that took in the Sydney CBD skyline, the Sydney Harbor Bridge and Opera House. Even while walking down the driveway to the house, Dani’s mouth remained completely open. I held her hand and guided her along, attempting to provide direction while she savored the view.

“Are you ready for this, Dani?”

“I’m just taking it all in.”

“We don’t need to go in.”

“I think it’s a bit late for that,” Dani said, as we heard footsteps approach.

“We can turn and run. My parents get tourists knocking on the door all the time.”

“Something tells me your parents may know it’s you,” Dani said, pointing to a surveillance camera.

“Hi Mom and Dad, I’m home,” I said as I knocked on the door.

Thankfully, my brother answered.


CHAPTER TEN


“HI THOMAS, COME on through. And don’t tell me. This must be the lovely Dani we’ve heard so much about,” my brother Jonathon said.

“Hey Jono, how are Mary and the kids?”

“See for yourself. We’re out on the tennis court. I hope you brought your swimmers.”

I led Dani through the house and into the backyard. It almost felt like I pulled her along while she soaked everything in along the way.

“Oh, Thomas and Dani. Welcome to our slice of the world,” my mother said.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Black.”

“Oh, call me Marjorie.”

“Hey Dad, how’s work treating you?” I said.

“It’d be a lot better if we had a Treasurer who knew a thing or two about economics.”

“If he were any good, he wouldn’t be in politics.”

“Don’t let your mother or brother hear you say that.”

“She’s pretty,” my niece Cindy said. “Like a Disney Princess.”

“Thank you …”

“… Cindy,” I added.

“Thank you, Cindy. I love your braids. Did you do them yourself?”

As Dani chatted to Cindy and her sister, my mother asked for help in the kitchen.

“I saw you on the television, Thomas,” my mother said.

I thought back to when I’d last seen her, and nothing popped into my mind.

“I’m not sure what you mean.”

“The ‘Mardi Gras’ has been all over the television. Is there something you want to tell me, Thomas?”

Holy crap. How did she recognize me? And now I get to be interrogated by a professional.

“He was there supporting me,” a familiar voice came from behind. “I’m transgender.”

“I knew there had to be a sensible reason,” my mother said, without skipping a beat. “Did you have a good time, Dani?”

“It was my favorite ‘Mardi Gras’ yet. Because Thomas was there with me.”

“Well, supporting one’s partner is something I tried to ingrain in Thomas.”

“You’ve done a wonderful job of bringing him up, Marjorie.”

As Dani walked up, she put her arm around my waist. I took her lead and did likewise.

“How did you two meet, Dani? Tell me everything.”

I’d never seen my mother as friendly and accepting as she was of Dani. I felt like shaking her and saying, ‘Did you miss her telling you she’s transgender?’ But Dani and my mother chatted away about everything for a solid twenty minutes.

“Why did it take you a year before you introduced Dani?” my mother asked.

Bingo. The games had started.

“Well, the last girl I brought home ended up running out in tears.”

“How is poor Abigail? I still see her around sometimes.”

The dance continued for most of the following two hours. Right until dinner was finished, and we retired to the family room.

“It’s time for our favorite pastime,” Johnathon said. “Who’s up for it?

Mary quietly removed herself and sat with her daughters. My father also slipped away and joined them.

“Are you up for a little intellectual exercise, Dani?”

“Sounds like fun, Marjorie,” Dani said, before I could warn her.

Jonathon turned on the television only to have ‘The Chase’ start.

“Pick a number between one and four,” Johnathon said, offering the opportunity to Dani first.

I knew what was coming. And it was part of the reason that Abigail had run out of the house crying, never to return. It’s not what broke us up, but it sure left me with deep scars.

“You don’t have to play if you don’t feel like it,” I whispered.

But Dani seemed as confident as I’d ever seen her.

The rules were simple. We each had a number, one through four. One went first, then two and so on. The idea was to answer as many cash builder questions right. And whoever had the most questions right was the winner. My mother went first. She flew through the ten questions without missing one. Jono went second, missing just two questions. An obscure celebrity question and a contemporary music question.

I went third, stumbling just once, again on a celebrity question. And finally, it was Dani’s turn. She had her game face on and looked to take no prisoners. I worried she would be humiliated, like Abigail before her. Two questions right, I recall. And only the celebrity questions. I sat fixed to my seat as the show came back from an advertisement break.

To my surprise, Dani got the first question right. And then the second. I was playing along, almost willing for her to answer correctly. Three right, she’d surpassed Abigail. Then four, and five. There was even one I got wrong that Dani aced. Seven, eight, nine, she just needed the last question to equal my mother.

“Who was the founder of fashion label Prada?” the host asked.

She’s got this one. She works at Prada. I looked at my mother, who appeared nervous.

“Luigi Prada,” Dani answered.

And that was all she wrote. The answer was Mario Prada. Dani gracefully conceded the win to my mother, who kept her position at the top of the family.

“You did well, Dani,” I said.

“Thanks, but sometimes the questions don’t fall your way.”

“But you work...”

“…shh. That’s our little secret. It’s better to win the war than the battle.”

Once the game had finished, my mother stopped with the interrogation. And the leading questions designed to catch Dani out.

“Why don’t you and Dani check out the view down at the boat ramp? It’s the best view in Sydney,” my mother said.

I took Dani by the hand and led her out the back door, past the tennis court and pool and down to the waterfront.

“I’m sorry about my mother, Dani.”

“Don’t be. She’s just protective of her family. Wow, that view is incredible.”

“Nowhere near as beautiful as the view in front of me.”

I slid my hand behind Dani’s neck and pulled her lips close to mine. Ah, the perfect end to the third ultimatum. Nothing stood between us now.

We returned to the house about an hour later. Dani couldn’t wipe the smile off her face. And she kept holding her hand up to the light to watch the latest addition to her jewelry collection sparkle. Thankfully, Dani said ‘yes’. Else it’d have been quite a long and difficult drive back to Parramatta. And like my father and my brother had done before me, I proposed to Dani on the boat ramp at the end of the garden.


PART FOUR


CHAPTER ELEVEN


“YOU ARE SO getting laid tonight, Thomas. Can’t this car go any faster?”

I didn’t need any further encouragement; I took every shortcut I knew to get home within fifteen minutes. The whole time with Dani’s hand on my knee.

“Your mother wasn’t as scary as you made out.”

“Did you think Mary was my mother? It was the other one, Marjorie.”

“She merely seemed protective of her family. Something that I admire.”

“What you admire, most mere mortals run from.”

“Then you’re lucky I’m no mere mortal.”

“Yes, Wonder Woman,” I said, prompting Dani to squeeze my thigh just that wee bit higher.

The car pulled to a halt at the traffic lights.

“How did you challenge Mom on the questions?” I asked.

“I do the makeup for television shows occasionally.”

“But how did you remember all the answers?”

”I’ve sort of got a photographic memory.”

“You mean…”

“…yes, I know every inch of your body.”

“And…”

“…yes, I’ve already mapped out our lovemaking tonight.”

As the car pulled into the garage, I felt like a lamb to the slaughter. That cute smile glancing through that perfectly sculpted mane hid far more than I ever imagined.

“Kiss me like you mean it,” Dani said.

“Oh, I mean it alright.”

That first kiss post the family meeting took on a totally new dynamic. Dani was no longer someone who needed protecting. The hunted had become the hunter.

I wasted no time in getting Dani inside. In my hurried state, I left her overnight bag in the car’s trunk. But with Camila staying ‘Mardi Gras’ night, it had been over forty-eight hours since we’d had any alone time. And while our time together had been fun, it wasn’t more fun than our alone time. After unlocking the back door, I carried Dani up the stairs and into my bedroom.

“I like a man who takes charge,” Dani said. “Or at least acts like he’s in charge.”

With the bedroom door shut, I kissed Dani with a newfound venom. If she had a photographic memory, then I needed to mix things up. Keep things new and exciting. A challenge I was more than happy to work with. As we kissed, I backed Dani towards the bed. But once we reached the bed, she stopped me and ripped open my shirt. In seconds it was on the floor; the pants lasted only a few seconds longer. Knowing I needed to regain control, I unzipped her dress and raised it over her head.

Dani and I fought for control, but apparently, she won. Seconds later I lay flat on my back on the bed, my head on a pillow, and my legs contained by her legs. She crawled forward until we sat eye to eye. The glint in her gorgeous chocolate brown eyes told me I was in for something new. Dani leaned down and kissed me while sliding her silk-clad lower half against my Calvin Kleins. I was hard in seconds, but I wasn’t the only one. I looked down to see the top of Dani’s toy trying to break free from its silken constraints.

Dani’s kissing was rough and ragged, while her grinding action increased in speed and force. I raised my hands to massage her 38Ds as she worked up and down my body with increasing force. The softness of her silk panties added the cherry on top as I lay back and let Dani and nature do their best. The grinding had my weapon break out of my Calvin Kleins within the minute. And the feel of soft skin on soft skin quickly became almost too much to endure.

Dani’s actions quickly became uneven as her breathing became ragged. Mine was likewise strained, but hey, I wasn’t the one doing all the work. Each grind became shorter while sweat dripped from Dani’s forehead onto my chin. I used my hands to help maintain a rhythm that would see us both home, but quickly, we both lost control.

“I’m coming,” I moaned.

The sudden eruption of nectar from both of us told me Dani was too.

“That was unexpected,” I said.

“Well, now we’re engaged, I can share all my secrets with you.”

“You mean there’s more?”

“Just wait until our wedding night, Thomas.”

“You know my mother will want to orchestrate every piece of our wedding, don’t you?”

“Not the wedding night, I hope.”

“Well, I wouldn’t put it past her. Perhaps you should have a chat with Mary.”

“Am I fucking you tonight, or are we going to keep chatting about the weather?”

“Yes please, Wonder Woman.”

Dani sat up, prompting our nectar to run towards the bed. Two quick wipes of nearby tissues and we were ready for the encore. Dani slid her ass carefully over my semi-flaccid weapon and down my thighs. As her ass moved past my knees, she moved beside me. With her crimson talons just short of drawing blood, Dani slid her hands from my shoulders to my hips, breaking the skin but not encouraging blood flow.

“Whatever will you do to me, Wonder Woman?” I said.

“Never say that again.”

Dani slipped her hands inside my Calvin Kleins and slid them over my hips, down my thighs, over my knees, and all the way off. I instantly splayed my legs apart, encouraging Dani to keep her word.

Dani lifted my legs and placed them against her shoulders. Her knees rested against my hips. Grabbing a serious dob of lube from the bedside table, she lathered my crack before coating her toy.

“Here comes the airplane,” Dani said as she placed the tip of her toy against my flower.

I grabbed hold of the bedclothes to prepare myself for entry. It had been a few days, and this was more of a special occasion event, anyway. One I enjoyed, but that was not part of our everyday routine. Still, I was not complaining. Yet another benefit of dating a transgender girl. The first entry moved quickly. Dani’s five inches slid in quickly and effortlessly. And pretty soon I was in heaven.

“Oh, that’s good, Dani. Push harder.”

But Dani didn’t need instructions. She was more experienced than me. And that was just the way I liked it. She thrust deep quickly, reaching my target almost from the first thrust. And when she did, oh my goodness, did it feel good? It felt amazing. Dani thrust and parried for a solid few minutes before I felt her toy spasm. That meant only one thing.

“I’m coming,” Dani screamed.


CHAPTER TWELVE


WHILE DANI’S NEWLY discovered confidence obviously brought with it plenty of benefits, I felt the time was right for me to take control and show her a few things I’d picked up. Ever since I’d discovered that Frank was a man’s man, our lunchtime conversation dynamic had shifted. There was less talk about work and lots more about our respective times in the bedroom.

“Now that you’ve got that out of your system, Dani, how about I do some of the work?”

“That sounds nice. What did you have in mind?”

“Don’t worry your pretty little head about that. Just sit back and relax.”

Dani’s smile spoke volumes.

I carefully placed two pillows behind Dani’s back and head. I knew she wasn’t the type to be kept in the dark. A trait that quickly reminded me of my mother. But that vision quickly disappeared when I saw Dani’s incredible body glistening in the lamplight.

“You can see everything, Dani. Just sit back and relax.”

Dani’s body sank a few inches into the pillows, proving that she’d relaxed. I straddled her before kissing her with venom. As our tongues wrestled for control, my eyes slipped deep into her soul. I moved to her ears, one of her most sensitive areas and one which always caused her to shake with excitement. Then I worked my way across her neck and down to her incredible curves. Her nipples were super sensitive, causing her eyes to disappear each time I worked her areolas a certain way.

While working her top end, I slid my hand down to prepare her toy for action. I was gentle at first, massaging her balls, not wanting to engage with her toy just yet. Kissing my way down Dani’s stomach, I followed a z-shaped pattern until my ears brushed against her thighs. I looked up to see Dani willing my mouth to take her deep and bring her toy back to life, but this was my path. And that wasn’t where I was going to take it. Well, not just yet.

“Suck me, please,” Dani moaned.

“Good things come to those who wait.”

“It had better, Thomas. Or I’m out of here.”

“Don’t worry. This is my gift to you.”

I kissed my way onto Dani’s right thigh, grazing her toy with my cheek as I did. The second I touched it, it spasmed and sprung to life. I reached out and placed Dani’s toy dead center and facing up. I kissed my way up her thigh before licking her from ass to sack. Her toy twinged as I licked and caressed each ball. Dani’s expression told me she was picking up what I was putting down. Something that kind of relieved me a little.

After licking both her balls, I opened my mouth and consumed her right ball, sucking hard and working it with my tongue. The expression on Dani’s face told me she more than enjoyed my actions, even though I’d never done this before. As I sucked the right ball, I fondled the left. Before swapping across to suck the left ball and fondle the right.

“Suck me now. Please,” Dani said.

Who was I to restrict pleasure from this gorgeous girl? I licked my way from crack to sack and from root to tip. The response was immediate. I felt Dani’s toy spasm as my tongue reached just under the head. And her eyes disappeared from sight again. It took little work to get her toy to stand at attention, in all its glory. Five inches of purple wonder pumping blood furiously. I could see the blood pump before my eyes.

Without hesitation, I plunged deep and held. Letting my throat do what would have taken many hands to achieve.

“Hell yeah, that’s good,” Dani moaned.

I pulled back before plunging my mouth deep again, allowing my throat to send her eyes out of sight again. This time I held on for what seemed like an eternity. Dani’s hand grabbed my dark curls, demanding I stay as long as possible.

Eventually, I pulled back and thrust deep three or four more times. As my chin hit her balls, I felt them treble in anticipation of what was to come. Dani was on the path to pleasure, and now there was no turning back. Two more thrusts were all it took before her toy spasmed, and I pushed deep and held it. A torrent of Dani’s sweet nectar shot deep down my throat as she pulled my hair with force.

“Thomas, I’m coming.”

But I was in no mood to leave things like that. Once I’d licked every morsel of her gift away, I leaned down and shared the bounty. Our tongues played while our bodies meshed together in perfect harmony. I ended up rolling Dani on top of me to prepare for our next act. Dani sat back and wiped a large dob of lube across her hungry ass. I worked my weapon up to its full seven inches. Dani positioned my weapon against my flower and dropped quickly with force.

“Hell yeah, you feel amazing,” Dani said.

“Yes, Wonder Woman.”

I held Dani around the ribs and directed her movements to maximize my pleasure. But she had ideas of her own and wanted to savor the connection. But pretty quickly, Dani lifted with my help before dropping back with full force.

“Oh, yes. Go deep,” Dani said, even starting an audible chirp.

Who was I to deny her wishes? Part of our impending marriage would be give and take. And Dani sure appeared to enjoy what I gave. Dani pulled up and then dropped with a force that shook the bed. If we’d had close neighbors, I’m sure we would have gotten complaints.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Dani moaned.

Each subsequent thrust seemed to end in bird noises. But I knew Dani’s happy sound when I heard it. And she wasn’t just happy, she was ecstatic. She dropped another half dozen times before I screamed those magic words.

“I’m coming.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT NIGHT, DANI and I celebrated our engagement in style. We didn’t get to sleep until well after sunrise, and even then, we spooned until I fell asleep. Fittingly, we did new things, old things and a few of our old and new favorites. Dani knew exactly how to get my juices flowing, and I’d like to think I did a pretty good job of pleasing her as well. I learned many more benefits of dating a transgender girl. Something that forever changed my life.

For our engagement, my mother gifted me my first investment property. While it was only a modest two-bedroom apartment, it sat less than half a mile from my house. An old-style apartment with two good-sized bedrooms, each with separate bathrooms, it provided the perfect location for the Lopez girls to move into. Somewhere closer to the LGBT nightlife and with a much-reduced travel time for me. Camila had looked after Dani for years, and now it was Dani’s turn to help her older sister. The rent could best be described as a sweetheart deal.

The aftermath of ‘Mardi Gras’ was that all my coworkers quickly knew my involvement with the LGBT community. While things were awkward for a week, Patrick Peterson, our gun barrister, approached me with a cry for help. It turned out he had a transgender daughter whom he was struggling to connect with. Dani and I helped his daughter navigate her journey and, most importantly, maintain a strong relationship with her father. My career blossomed from that moment on.

Camila seemed to flip after ‘Mardi Gras’ and the engagement. Not only did she see that my feelings for Dani were genuine, but she also knew that I’d taken over the role of Dani’s protector from her. With Dani locked into a warm and loving long-term relationship, Camila stepped away from the one-night stands and focused on finding her person. And after a few false starts, she met a nice attorney while we were out for Sunday brunch one week. They clicked straight away and looked likely to go the distance.

And while my mother still tries to control every element of my life, and that of our extended family, I accept her motives as being honorable. Dani and Marjorie started on a positive note, and it never wavered. Perhaps it was obvious to my mother that I’d found my person. Or perhaps she felt the next generation was in good and capable hands. Either way, Dani and I continued attending ‘Mardi Gras’ each year. Being part of each other’s world was something we did lovingly, and with pride.
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TROPHY WIFE
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What would you do if you fell for your best friend’s wife? Would you act on those feelings or push them deep down inside?

Edward Bronson is a handsome young guy who virtually lives and works with his best friend and mentor, Tim.

And after traveling to New Orleans for a holiday, Tim returns with something a little unexpected. A wife.

But Jenny is not just any wife. It’s almost like Jenny ticks every one of Edward’s boxes. Only Jenny isn’t his.

If you like transgender romances with a plenty of heart and excitement, then you’ll love TROPHY WIFE. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Edward successfully avoid the ultimate temptation or lose his best friend forever?


DIVERSITY HIRE
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Can love truly blossom in the workplace? Is the reward really worth the risk?

John Dennis appears to have lucked into his dream job. Based in beautiful Atlanta, there’s challenge and mental stimulation and he works with some of his best friends. Plus, there’s plenty of travel. Something that John truly loves.

But one rash decision at the Christmas Party puts everything at risk. Work friends become more than just friends, making things more than a little uncomfortable for John. And almost forcing him to reconsider his perfect career.

So, when John’s boss asks him to lead an international expansion effort, John jumps at it. Not only will the assignment give him desperately needed space from a love struck colleague, he gets to work right across Europe. Only there’s one catch.

If you like transgender romance stories full of action and intrigue, then you’ll love DIVERSITY HIRE. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will John follow his heart and embrace love? Or will his past mistakes prevent him from taking a chance on love?


FIVE FIRST DATES
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Would you trust someone else to find the love of your life? What if that someone was a computer?

Tom Prince is a successful scientist, who is still living in his hometown of Kansas City. It’s not because he doesn’t have options. With too many patents to count and a string of life-saving medical breakthroughs under his belt, Tom has enjoyed the riches that come with success. Still, he prefers the quiet life.

But after losing the love of his life three years prior, all Tom does is work, eat, and sleep. Something that his sister Nancy, his one and only personal contact, believes is unhealthy and needs to change. And she isn’t letting it go until Tom moves on once and for all.

So, when Nancy sees an advertisement for SoulMates, a dating service that guarantees a match or your money back, she sees the opportunity to get Tom back on the bike. As a man of science, he can’t argue with ‘five dates to your soul mate or your money back’ promise. And he’ll spend time in five of the most romantic places in the country.

But when the SoulMates process insists Tom keeps his options wide open, he must decide between walking away from one-hundred grand or embracing life well outside his comfort zone.

If you like romances where sparks fly in all directions like Bridget Jones’s Diary or Mamma Mia, then you’ll love FIVE FIRST DATES. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Tom embrace the SoulMates process and live life outside his comfort zone, or will he play it safe and lose the chance to meet his soul mate, forever?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.

Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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

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