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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“HEY LUCIOUS, I’VE got an idea for the bass line to ‘Grace’,” Marty said during lunch break. “How about we work it out tonight in the music room?”

“Sounds great bro,” I said. “I’d like to get that song recorded and in our pocket. You never know when we’ll get asked to play for someone.”

Marty was a solid six inches taller than me at a touch over 6ft. He was the sort of guy people didn’t mess with. But when he played the bass, his fingers were as nimble as any of the best. A musician in the body of an athlete, I always used to say.

At eighteen, music was my life. Marty Wade and I had been playing music and jamming together since we met on the first day of secondary school. We’d recorded around twenty songs over the years but were only bedroom musicians. Now we had enough songs ready to go, the plan was to build a band and work up to a record deal. It was a bold plan, but honestly, I had few other options.

After school, we recorded the new bass line. It was a perfect combination of pounding beats with delicate octaves well up over the twelfth fret. Marty was a gifted bass player and with my guitar work and vocals, all we needed was a drummer and perhaps a rhythm guitarist.

“Nice work bro,” I said as he finished the play through. “I’ll do the mixing tonight and post it up on Soundcloud.”

“Thanks, Lucious,” Marty said. “I reckon I’ve found the perfect drummer. Do you know Ronny Johnson? He’s Donny Johnson’s younger brother. I know he’s a year younger, but he’s got awesome rock ’n roll chops.”

I was aware of all the musicians in town and had to agree Ronny was one of the best.

“Do you think he’ll be interested?” I asked. “Isn’t he playing with the Pluto Pups?”

“Yeah, he was, but he didn’t think they were heading in the right direction,” Marty replied. “He’s available and likes our sound. He’s suggested bringing Greg Matthews along to play rhythm guitar.”

Greg Matthews was a final year student like us at the local private secondary school. He was a cool kid who had heaps of influential friends. He was also quite popular with the girls. Getting him in the band would improve both our sound and our image. Things were falling into place.

“Wow, a two for one deal,” I said trying to contain my smile. “Hell, let’s audition them on Friday night before they get snapped up. Now we just need to get a gig.”

The audition went awesome. I’d sent emails to Ronny and Greg with links to a few of our Soundcloud tracks. It was more like a band practice than an audition. I could feel the chemistry from the get-go. So, an hour in, it was time to seal the deal.

“Ronny and Greg, how do you like the music?” I asked.

“I reckon ‘Grace’ could be released on the radio and get airplay today,” Ronny replied. “Your bass line sets the scene beautifully.”

“Yeah, I agree,” added Greg. “The songs are right in the indie groove that’s blowing up. And the lyrics are dark and deep.”

The feedback thus far was exactly what we were hoping for.

“Are you guys in?” I asked. “I couldn’t think of anyone else I’d want playing with us.”

Both boys were keen and so the deal was done. We chatted about band practice and set a goal to play our first gig at the end of the month.

“Band earnings gets split four ways after costs,” I added. “But when recording kicks in the songwriter gets that income.”

Everyone agreed and this approach encouraged each of the band members to put songs up or put forward suggestions as co-writers.

Within a fortnight, we had a dozen songs under our belt and were ready to book our first gig. The local university had an event coming up in another week. It had secured a headliner but were hoping to get a local act to support.

“How about we audition for the university?” Marty suggested. “It’s not a huge payer, but with Mad Day playing, we’re bound to get some well needed exposure.”

“I’m in,” I replied. “Can you arrange it?”

“Sure, leave it to me,” Marty said.

The audition was a two-song live performance for the student body on Friday lunchtime. The band with the greatest number of votes submitted during the following twenty-four hours, won the gig and the money. There were five acts auditioning. The $250 purse was an attraction for many of the bands. Most bands were made up of university students.

We played ‘Grace’ and a newer song ‘Recovery’, as it was aimed directly at issues the student body would connect with. The voting was quite close, but we ended up getting forty percent of the votes, and won the gig.

“We’re going to be playing to over a thousand people in the audience,” I said. “So, we need to be on our game.”

“How about we up the practices to daily for the next week and a half?” Marty suggested.

By the time the gig arrived we had over a dozen songs we could play front to back, back to front, or sideways if we wished.

Performing was not going to be the challenge for us. We were seasoned musicians with tons of live experience. We also had enough practice under our belts to hold up under pressure. But we had to make the show memorable and impress Mad Day and the university student body with our stage presence. Being secondary school students, the risk was we would be seen as a bunch of kids playing songs.

So, Greg pulled in his sister Sarah, a professional image consultant, to give our style an edge.

“If you’re gonna be on the same stage as Mad Day, you gotta look the part,” Sarah insisted. “And right now, you guys seem like a bunch of kids playing dress ups.”

It was harsh but true. I knew she was right, but still struggled with the leather pants, silk shirt and eyeliner. But we had to admit she knew her shit. All was now in place for our first gig as a band.


CHAPTER TWO


SARAH CAME ALONG to the gig with us.

“Brilliant, we already have an entourage,” I quipped.

But I knew it was important to get our image ‘en pointe’, and she knew I was only kidding.

Setting up and tuning was always a challenge when you were a supporting act. Unlike headliners, we didn’t get the main stage to play on. Neither did we have a team of technicians doing it for us. Playing in front of the curtain, our every step was watched by the expectant crowd. The benefit was Sarah could see us in action and tweak a few elements before the show started.

“I’m worried about you looking like a school kid, Lucious,” Sarah said to me after the setup. “I’d like you to wear these.”

I looked across to see she was holding a pair of women’s boots. They were dark blue with a 4-inch stiletto heel and some funky spur type apparatus on them.

“Are you for real?” I responded more than a little embarrassed.

“You’re standing between two man-mountains in Greg and Marty,” Sarah said. “You need a lift. Don’t worry, Prince used to do the same thing, and nobody thought twice about it.”

Begrudgingly, I took off my sneakers and put on foot stockings and the blue boots. At first, I was a little wobbly on my feet, but after walking back and forward a few times, got used to walking on my toes.

“I need to touch up your eye shadow a bit too,” Sarah said. “With the spotlight on you, you need a darker look.”

I felt like a circus freak, but I needed to place my trust in her.

University Hall was a massive arena with a curved tin roof.

“This is the basketball stadium,” Greg said. “That’s why it’s so long.”

“I’m going to struggled to see the crowd at the back of the arena,” I said. “Especially with that light show.”

Two sets of giant speakers blocked our view to sixty degrees, and four giant light stands kept us on a tight section of the stage. You could see backstage from where we were setup to play.

We opened the set with ‘Recovery’, which quietened the crowd and got their full attention. After our first song, the crowd were bouncing to the beat and I felt an energy pulse through me. Around the third song I looked to Marty on my right and could see BJ Jacobs from Mad Day had come out to watch us from the wings. Obviously, we had impressed them with the early songs, so now was the time to bring this thing home.

“Don’t fuck this up now,” I said to myself. “This is what you’ve been working for.”

BJ Jacobs was a legend of the music game. In his mid-twenties, he was the singer-songwriter and creative force behind Mad Day. The band had cracked it huge with a sophomore album four years earlier and had since retained a steady following, released albums and played the festival circuit. BJ was popular with the girls and guys alike. It was known he liked to swing a little, and while having a girlfriend, was often photographed around the gay bars as he travelled.

By the fifth song I was starting to get the hang of working the university crowd. The benefit of playing from the front of stage was access to the audience. So, I used it to my advantage. There were a couple of cute girls who showed me their tits, before pulling me offstage to join them. I went along for a moment until I got saved by security. I was enjoying the benefits a university gig offered.

“I play better the more titties I see,” I said causing a rush of breast flashes.

I must admit Sarah had done an incredible job. I had been turned from the invisible little creative school kid into a rock god, of types. The girls, and some of the guys, were going nuts for me and grabbing at my legs and shirt. But I successfully teased them while not being dragged into the audience again.

The rest of the band were a little more conservative in their performance, but they had the looks, and after all, I was the front man. It was expected I was a bit more flamboyant.

“You’ve been a wonderful crowd,” I said. “And now, we’d like to finish with our latest song.”

We finished up with ‘Grace’ which stunned the audience into near silence at the start. It’s one of those songs that builds up over the full length. Looking over at Marty, I noticed BJ Jacobs had watched the whole show from the wings. He seemed to be loving the show. At one stage he spoke to a guy who looked like his manager and pointed at me. Wow, we may have succeeded in getting his attention.

As the set finished, I had time to soak in the gravity of the moment.

“Thanks for being such a wonderful crowd,“ I said trying to replicate my heroes.

The crowd were deafening in their applause and wolf whistles. The girls in the front row had the puppies out on show again.

When the lights came on, I could see the arena was packed and everyone was up on their feet. This was unprecedented for a support act. I thanked the crowd and introduced my band mates. But still the applause continued.

“Well done boys,” I said. “That was awesome.”

“That was insane,” Marty said. “You went off.”

At the end we were ushered off the stage by security to make way for the headline act.

As we walked off stage, I was soaked in sweat but on such a high. BJ Jacobs was gone, but his manager walked up to me and handed me a note.

“Hi Lucious, I loved your show. I’d like to speak with you after our set. I’ve got a business proposition for you. That is if you are interested. BJ,” the note read.

Wow, BJ Jacobs knew who I was and wanted to talk to me.


CHAPTER THREE


“ANOTHER ROUND OF applause for our support act,” BJ said to a still excited crowd. “Now here’s what you came to see.”

Mad Day were awesome, and we got to watch them from backstage. BJ was on fire as I watched him taunt and tease the audience. There set was a lot more balanced than ours, so I took mental notes for how we could improve the show.

BJ was one of the finest front men, so watching him was like an advanced class on showmanship.

“That’s all we have,” BJ said feigning the end before coming back for the inevitable encore. “Well, just one more.”

The encores were a thing to behold as BJ saved his best for last. Once the final song had ended, a totally wet and exhausted group of men left the stage to outrageous applause.

Looking across at the rest of the band, there was a real feeling of potential here. And it seemed like we weren’t the only ones who felt it. Straight after the show we caught up with BJ and his manager.

“We’d like to give you guys a break,” the Manager said. “You have real potential.”

“Thanks for the kind words,” I said. “We’re only new but writing solidly.”

“Your songs are brilliant,” BJ said. “Almost ready for the studio.”

“Coming from you that’s a massive compliment,” I said. “We’re huge fans.”

They offered us support gigs for the next three months and an introduction to their record company. We couldn’t have asked for more.

After the gig, I got to spend some one-on-one time with BJ.

“Your show was incredible,” I said. “We’ve got so much to learn.”

“For your first show you guys were awesome,” BJ said. “It took me a year before I got to see tits flashed at me.”

“Doesn’t it come with the territory?” I asked. “You know. A benefit of the Rockstar life?”

“I love your style,” BJ said smiling. “You rock those leather pants and the boots are outrageous.”

“Thanks BJ,” I said. “Sarah, our image consultant, came up with the styling.”

“Well she knows what she’s doing,” BJ said. “Keep taking her advice. You had the girls and the guys heavy breathing over you.”

It seemed the image work was the right move after all. I was gonna have to get used to wearing stiletto heels.

The next morning, we had an extended band meeting to review and recap the first gig. We had a write-up in the local newspaper and an article in the university press. I also passed on BJ’s feedback.

“The songs were awesome,” I said. “But we’ve got to work out the best order for the set. We need to finish strong with our best songs and work in an encore.”

“The press called us skilled musicians and tight,” added Marty. “They also said the singing was crystal clear and the songs skilfully crafted.”

“And welcome to the band Sarah,” I said. “BJ reckons you made all the right calls.”

We played another six gigs with Mad Day over the next month. With each gig we got more professional and refined our image. By the third show, I decided to embrace my slight build and girlish features even more. I shaved down and bought more stage clothes. I was actually enjoying the attention I received when dressed. To my surprise, the wolf whistles and arse pinches from the guys were even boosting my self-confidence.

After a show in Norwood, around ninety minutes from home, BJ invited me back to his place. I jumped at the chance to spend more time with him and learn the craft from this master. He and his girlfriend, Holly, lived in a spacious loft apartment right in the middle of town. It was decorated beautifully, all white and creams, not at all what I expected from a Rockstar pad.

“What would you like to drink?” BJ asked me as I sat down with Holly on the couch. “How’s a whisky sound?”

“Sounds ideal,” I replied wanting to appear adult and sophisticated.

BJ brought a bottle of scotch and three glasses and sat next to us on the couch.

“I love your style,” said Holly placing her hand on my thigh. “Extremely Boho. Reminds me of BJ when he started out.”

“Except, I didn’t look as cute in it,” offered BJ. “Are they real leather?”

I was enjoying the attention. Both Holly and BJ had a hand on my thigh and were creeping up towards my cock.

Holly turned to me and kissed me. I wasn’t sure what to do, but I felt BJ’s hand start to massage my cock through the leather.

“Do you like that Lucious?” BJ asked. “I’m gonna show you some things tonight.”

Holly was an attractive blonde with azure eyes and gorgeous breasts. I felt her tongue shoot into my mouth and explore every inch of it. I responded to her bites and nibbles with some tongue play of my own. Meanwhile, BJ had released my cock and was teasing it relentlessly with his hand.

“I can’t wait to taste your cock,” BJ said.

BJ stood and led me and Holly to the loft. Once at the bed, Holly stripped me down while BJ undressed himself. As Holly went into the bathroom, BJ grabbed both our cocks and started massaging us both.

“I knew you had something beautiful hiding in those pants,” BJ said.

The sensation of cock on cock action was incredible.

I looked into his eyes while he rammed his tongue halfway down my throat. I could taste the whisky and smell his cologne. He kept building up the pace with his hands until I lost control.

“Oh my god. Yes, BJ,” I moaned.

Come spurted out of my cock and onto BJ’s chest. He kept working his own cock until it released semen seconds later.

BJ stood gazing into my eyes. He took his finger and wiped up some of my come, before he licked it clean.

“Too lovely to waste a single drop,” BJ said.

He took the same finger and wiped up some of his come and moved it towards my mouth.

“Go ahead,” BJ said. “This one’s for you.”

Instinctively, I opened my lips and sucked the come from his sticky finger. We held each other tight and kissed deeply again.

Holly returned moments later, and we retired to the bed. That night was a magical introduction to the lifestyle of a Rockstar. It gave me an appreciation for sex with both women and men. While Holly was an absolute fox, I must admit the anal sex with BJ was life changing. He knew all the moves and left me pining to be bottomed again, real soon.


CHAPTER FOUR


MARTY:

Lucious and I had been best friends since we were six years old. We met in class and became fast friends. He always struck me as a shooting star, there was always something quite remarkable about him. Small in stature, he had the heart the size of a lion and never gave up. When he and I were asked to wrestle in gym, he kept going, though I outweighed him two-fold. It was a spirit that drew me to him and kept us friends. The spirit and the music.

Over the years, I’d had to save Lucious’ arse many times. Standing at 5ft 6in and slim of build, I often had to step in and fight a bully on his behalf. But I didn’t mind. We were best friends. Lucious wore his dark hair long. It was always messy but clean and luscious. More like a mane than hair. I think his power and his inspiration came from the hair. He feared his creativity would cease if he ever cut it short.

Lucious was attractive, but no one really noticed. He was one of those invisible kids who came from a totally fucked-up home and most people didn’t give the time of day. A few times over the years, Lucious had stayed with my family when his home-life became too difficult.

His single mother seemed to attract losers who would hassle Lucious physically or sexually. He spent half his time at my place. We always jammed in the garage and I had a permanent bunk for him in my room.

The day after the Norwood gig was a critical one for the band. While Greg, Ronny and I had returned home, Lucious had stayed with BJ Jacobs. When we caught up with Lucious the next morning, he was wearing female clothes and makeup. But not his stage clothes, he was wearing a dress, a mesh singlet and a woman’s leather jacket. He also had a pair of strappy 4-inch stiletto sandals. At first, we weren’t sure who it was standing before us.

“Hey guys,” Lucious said. ”Was that an awesome gig or what?”

“Yeah, the media were all raving about it,” I said. “Something about you looks different.”

“Oh yes, sorry guys,” Lucious said. “I didn’t pack a change of clothes, so Holly lent me some of hers. We’re the same size, well except for the boobs.”

“How did you go last night?” I asked with a little concern in my voice. “I hope you didn’t cramp his style?”

“No, we had a fabulous night,” Lucious replied. “I can now tick three-some off my bucket list.”

“Aren’t you supposed to have two girls for a three-some?” Ronny asked.

“Not always,” Lucious replied. “In fact, I think it’s twice the fun with two cocks.”

The room went silent. I was starting to worry about Lucious but now was not the time to raise it. I’d chat to him one-on-one later.

We debriefed on the Norwood gig and Lucious updated us on another six shows we would be supporting Mad Day over the following month. It was obvious he hadn’t slept much the previous night, so we kept the meeting short and had the rest of the day off. After the meeting, I drove Lucious home.

All the way home he was raving about the three-some with Holly and BJ.

“That was the best night of my life,” Lucious said. “What BJ could do to me with his cock was insane.”

“Okay,” I said. “So, you enjoyed it.”

“When his cock was deep inside me, I was in heaven,” Lucious said. “He knew exactly how to stimulate me.”

“BJ showed me a side to sex that I didn’t know was possible,” Lucious said. “His blow jobs were wonderful, but his cock in my arse really shook my world.”

“So, it doesn’t sound like a one-time thing,” I said.

“Hell no, that was a complete eye-opener,” Lucious said. “I could never go back to sex with only a girl.”

“There’s just so many more ways to get pleasure from a cock,” Lucious said. “And once I tasted cock, it was shut the gate. You should totally try it.”

“I think I’m right,” I said.

“Do yourself a favour and try it,” Lucious said. “You won’t be disappointed.”

As I remember, that day was a pivotal point for Lucious. I rarely saw him again, without being all dolled up wearing makeup and girl’s clothes. We often got together to write new songs, but he wore dresses and makeup at all times. Don’t get me wrong, he looked gorgeous when he was dressed en-femme. But it was like his stage persona had taken over, permanently.

We got together a week later to arrange a few new tunes. I was putting the bass track down on the last track when he excused himself. I kept working on the track and by the time I nailed it, Lucious was back. There he stood head to toe in black leather.

He wore a black leather mini skirt, black thigh-high patent leather boots, a black leather bustier and a black leather jacket. I could see underneath he had a matching black lace bra and panties and silky black stay up stockings. He looked so hot, I found it difficult to control my hard-on.

“Where are you off to tonight?” I asked. “You seem to be dressed for a special occasion.”

“There’s a new gay bar down on Fourth Street I want to visit,” Lucious replied. “You can come along if you like.”

I wasn’t quite in touch with my sexuality as Lucious was, so declined the offer.

“I’ll give you a lift if you like,” I said.

“That’d be awesome,” Lucious replied. “I get a few stares when dressed to impress.”

Driving Lucious to the bar, it was like Déjà vu with my sister. I immediately went into protect mode and made him promise to call me if anything dangerous happened. Not many people were willing to argue with me, so I could generally stop a catastrophe from happening. I pulled up out front and Lucious turned to me.

“Thanks hon,” Lucious said giving me a kiss on the lips.

I was a little taken aback and took a minute to respond. My cock didn’t take quite as long.

“No worries Lucious,” I said. “Call me if you need me.”

The gigs flowed over the next month and the band was building momentum. The only problem was Lucious’ behaviour became more erratic and unpredictable. Between gigs, he would disappear for days on end. But he never failed to show up when the gig was on. And his performances were getting better and better as each week went by.

We were now working at least four nights a week and making enough money to go full time. It seemed like our dream was about to come true. We had been approached by a number of people wanting to manage us. But had always said we’d wait until we could get a professional manager.

The opportunity came in the form of Alan Martin, Manager of Mad Day. He had seen enough of us to know we were ready to take the next step.

“I’ve spoken to our record company,” Alan said. “The second I played them your demo they wanted you on their label.”

Those were the magic words we’d waited to hear.

But my concern for Lucious grew. I could see what the other band members couldn’t. Lucious had dived head-long into the gay club scene and was filling his spare time with booze, drugs and wild sex parties. As his best friend, I needed to help him. But how was I going to do that? We never saw him in boy-clothes, and he had morphed into this trans-woman overnight.

Sure, he was more popular as a girl than as a guy. Fuck, that was obvious, he looked super-hot as a girl. Hell, I found it difficult not getting hard just thinking of him. But he was mixing with a bad crowd and this was putting the plans for the band at risk. I decided to work on a private intervention. But if that didn’t work, I’d get Alan involved. We’d worked too hard for too long to lose the opportunity now.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


LUCIOUS:

After spending time with BJ in Norwood, I hit a purple patch with my song writing. I would wake up with riffs or words running through my head. I had to get them out and so recorded several song ideas and uploaded them to Soundcloud.

“Marty, I’ve uploaded something a new song,” I said. “You’ve gotta listen and add a bass line.”

“It’s like 3:00 am in the morning Luc,” Marty said. “Can’t it wait?”

“Sorry bud,” I said. “It’s just when the music hit me.”

I always emailed Marty when I uploaded new songs. He kept me grounded and was my rudder. He’d known me long enough to be totally honest and call bullshit on me when needed. He also added subtleties to a song that took it from okay to awesome. We were perfect partners in music.

We presented a couple of new songs to the band at the next rehearsal.

“This shit is off the charts,” said Greg. “Are you sure you guys wrote this?”

“Hey, I can’t claim credit,” Marty replied. “I merely added a bass line.”

“Well this song ‘Spaced’ has hit single written all over it,” Greg added. “We need to get this ready to record.”

After working tirelessly on ’Spaced’ for the next week, it was ready to play live. We decided to open the show with it to highlight the potential. The first time we played ’Spaced’, the crowd erupted after only a couple of bars. They were singing along with it by the second chorus and called for a second play once we’d finished the encore. We’d proven the potential, so now we had to get it recorded and released.

Luckily, Alan was in the club and witnessed the reaction first-hand. He’d recorded a snippet of the crowd reaction on his phone and set off to secure a record contract. He called a band meeting for the following day.

“Hey guys, I’ve got some sensational news,” Alan started. “On the basis of the ’Spaced’ recording I made on my phone and the chatter coming from the fans, Hippo Records have offered you a two-record deal.”

We were speechless. This was unheard of and totally unexpected. Things were moving at pace.

Alan went on to run through the details of the deal. It all seemed fair and reasonable to us. We would record a single to release immediately. Then we would tour it and release another. Same again until we had three singles, at which time the album would be recorded. But first we were booked in from Monday to record ’Spaced’.

“I can’t believe we are going to record our songs,” I said to Marty. “This is what we dreamed about during sleepovers in your bedroom.”

I looked at the guys and there was a real energy lift. We all shook hands and congratulated each other.

“Bro, this has been twelve years in the making,” Marty said. “So, lets enjoy the crap out of it.”

We embraced one another and neither one of us wanted to be first to let go. I felt so safe and strong with Marty’s massive arms wrapped around me. He was a mountain of a man but held me soft and was such a gentle soul. I looked up into his eyes and could feel myself getting aroused. I quickly broke away. The band must come first.

Being in the recording studio was like a dream come true. Not only did I get to sing vocals and play guitar, but I got to sit in with the sound engineers while the song was mastered.

“Shit, that song sounds as perfect on the recording as it did live,” Ronny said.

“That’s the key,” Alan said. “It’s important that there’s an instant recognition from the radio play when we played future gigs.”

After ten hours of recording and mixing, we had our first single ready for release.

With the recording contract came an advance on royalties. Marty and I had made a pact a long time ago. Much like John Lennon and Paul McCartney, we had agreed to share writing credits as Lawson-Wade.

“How’s about we spend some of the writing money on some new threads?” I suggested to Marty. “Get you out of those yard clothes.”

We ended up spending some coin to get some new threads. The trip to the shops was challenging, but I was set on getting Marty into something more fashionable. We called Sarah and had her meet us.

“Hey Sarah,” I said when she entered the shopping centre. “I need you to help me turn this guy into a Rockstar.”

“What did you have in mind?” Sarah asked. “He’s got a completely different build than you.”

“I want to show off his hot body,” I replied. “All those muscles need to see the light of day. But in a classy way.”

“Are we talking Ryan Gosling, Matt McConaughey or Ryan Reynolds?” Sarah asked.

“Marty is a Ryan Reynolds,” I replied.

Sarah was amazing. She took the bull by the horns and had several outfits picked out within minutes. I got to sit back and enjoy the fashion show. I think Marty was enjoying the attention, but he played it cool.

“That’s the outfit,” I said standing up to inspect it closer. “It shows off your arms and chest but doesn’t hide your incredible arse either.”

“I’m feeling a little like a champion bull,” Marty quipped.

“I would have said stallion,” I said. “But bull works.”

After buying Marty’s clothes, Sarah and I took off to find some new clothes for me. We’d agreed to catch up with Marty in a couple of hours back home.

“Are you and Marty an item?” Sarah asked as we looked through the women’s department. “You’d make a cute couple.”

“No, Marty doesn’t swing my way,” I replied. “We’ve been best friends for ever. He’s such a handsome guy, but he likes to hide it. I desperately want to bring him out of his shell a little.”

“Like I did with you?” Sarah asked.

“No, he’d look ridiculous in a dress and high-heels,” I laughed.

By the next gig, our song had hit the radio and the fans knew every word. It was surreal to experience an arena full of people singing along with you. Marty wore his new outfit and looked totally hot. I could tell the girls were starting to get hot under the collar about him. This put the pressure back on Greg. The bands image was now heading in the right direction while musically, in ‘Spaced’, we felt we had a hit on our hands.


CHAPTER SIX


“THANKS FOR COMING in guys,” Alan said with a huge grin. “My reason for calling the band meeting is to tell you ’Spaced’ has gone off its tits and is in the top ten.”

“That’s awesome,” Greg said.

“But that’s not the best bit,” Alan added. “Tomorrow we go back into the studio to record two more follow-up singles before you hit the festival circuit with Mad Day and others.”

Wow, it felt amazing to know our music had been well-received by the public. More awesome was the fact I got to spend more time with BJ touring the festival circuit.

“This means we’ve got thirty-two gigs over the next two months,” Alan added. “We’ll get to travel by bus and plane through fifteen states. And when the time is right, we’ll have the follow-up single in the can, ready to go.”

Now we were gonna get a real feel for working in a touring band. Hopefully, this is what I’d be doing for the next twenty years or so. The dreams Marty and I had twelve years ago were turning into reality.

“So, what songs should we record next?” I asked the band. “Suggestions are welcome.”

“Well I reckon we have to include ‘The Heights’,” Greg replied. “It’s upbeat and always gets the audience on their feet.”

“And then either ‘Grace’ or ‘Recovery’,” Marty added. “But I think ‘Recovery is a little dark, lyrically.”

By the time we came to record ‘The Heights’ and ‘Recovery’ Marty and I had reworked the songs to bring them up to single standard. Working with Marty was a joy, we had this incredible connection; musically I mean. We demoed the songs for Greg and Ronny, and they were stoked. It took us less than a day to lay down both tracks. We were in such a groove. Everything fell together perfectly.

I was staying with Marty at this time, and we decided to celebrate the milestone in style.

“Let’s get all dolled up and hit the clubs?” I suggested. “It’s been so long since we’ve had a night out together.”

“Okay, “Marty said. “But I’m not sure I’m ready for the type of clubs you go too.”

I wanted to go clubbing in style. I called in a favour from Sarah, and she did my hair and makeup. I’d decided to wear a leather mini, a silk blouse, five-inch stiletto ankle boots and my biker jacket. When I dropped past to pick up Marty, he stood at the door in awe.

“You look beautiful,” Marty said. “Thanks for the compliment hon, but you’re not going out dressed like that.”

I walked into Marty’s closet and pulled out one of the outfits Sarah had selected.

“Now, this is what you’re wearing,” I instructed.

I undid Marty’s belt and dropped his jeans. I nearly died when I saw a full boner staring me in the face through his Calvin Klein’s. It took all my strength not to grab it.

“Marty, you should try to masturbate once in a while,” I said. “If you ever need help, you know where to find me.”

Marty changed into his new threads. He looked totally hot.

“Should we tuck your shirt in or out?” I said. “Let’s see.”

I pulled out his shirt, but it sat unevenly.

“Definitely tucked in,” I said.

I undid his pants and tucked his shirt in from behind. When my hands reached around the front, I got two full hands full of boner and balls. I slowed myself down to savour the touch. I’d never touched his cock before but had recently day-dreamed of doing so. It was hard and I could feel the blood pumping through his veins.

“There, much better,” I said turning him around to face me.

That night we celebrated in style. We hit the clubs and frequented the VIP areas. Hell, we were working up to our future as ‘A-List’ celebrities. I hooked up with a couple of guys and ended up going home with an Italian stallion type. As I headed off for a night of debauchery, I kissed Marty on the cheek and agreed to meet him in the morning.

With two new songs in the can, we hit the festival circuit like a freight train.

“Your top ten single, ’Spaced’ made it to number two,” Alan said. That’ll increase the festival crowds exponentially.”

“You mean kids will be coming to the festivals to see us?” Marty asked.

“And they’ll know the words to your songs and buying your merchandise by the truckload,“ Alan said with a smile. “They’ll even be reporters interviewing you for radio and television.”

The buzz continued to grow.

I successfully reconnected with BJ when we hit the festival circuit too. I knew he liked me in leather, so made sure I wore it whenever I could. We developed a routine of fucking in his caravan during the first two acts of the day. It fired me up for our set and seemed to keep BJ going until his.

Holly wasn’t with BJ on tour, so I got to spend most nights with him also. He didn’t mind that it was a two-some rather than a three-some. I had improved my skills and knew how to blow his mind.

“I’m so happy with how far we’ve come,” I said to BJ. “This is such a magical time.”

I got to be who I wanted and spend time with the man I loved. I felt wanted for the first time in my life. And I didn’t want this feeling to end.

Our second single ‘Grace’ came out about two weeks into the tour. It entered the charts at number three and ended up spending a couple of weeks at number one. With this success came a move up the festival line-up order.

We’d been moved from fourth on the bill of twenty to a top five billing. We now went on directly before Mad Day. While everyone was happy for our success, I started to feel BJ becoming a little distant. He wasn’t treating me the same way. My perfect world was under threat. I needed to do something to save it.


CHAPTER SEVEN


MARTY:

Lucious had become obsessed with BJ during the festival gigs. We all understood they had feelings for each other, but Lucious seemed to lose his identity and go into fan girl mode whenever BJ was around. It wasn’t jealousy. I’d watched Lucious hook up with BJ and many guys. But the magical spark that emanated from him, disappeared whenever BJ was around.

At first, I suspected Lucious may be getting into drugs. While that was slowly seeping into his life, it was not the massive change. But instead of enjoying the fruits of success with being a headline act, Lucious seemed to be more worried about how BJ would respond to our success. He started dressing more and more outlandish. Sure, he looked super-hot all the time, but he started worrying about his lack of boobs. And he was worrying about his ability to fully satisfy BJ in the bedroom.

Around this time, Lucious called a band meeting. As he sat down, I noticed there was something different about him. It wasn’t the floral perfume he was now wearing each day. He was now wearing a padded bra and a matching G-string, which was completely visible up his skirt.

“Hey guys, thanks so much for coming together on short notice,” Lucious said. “I wanted to let you know something, so it didn’t come as a surprise when you heard it.”

Ronny and Greg shot me concerned looks.

“From now on, I want you to call me Laura,” Lucious added. “I’ve changed my name legally and will be starting to medically change my gender as soon as we finish the tour.”

You could have knocked us over with a feather. We were dumbfounded. Wow, that came out of nowhere.

“And when we finish the tour, I’ll be moving to Norwood to live with BJ,” Lucious added.

Nobody knew what to say. When had this decision been made? Who had been consulted? Did Alan know the male singers of two of his bands were shacking up together? It was obvious the decision had been made on a whim, and we weren’t part of the process.

“Well, as long as this is what you want?” I replied looking into Lucious’ eyes.

He didn’t answer immediately.

“Yes, it is,” Lucious finally replied.

I’d known him for twelve years and could tell when he was lying. This was not the time to challenge him, but I could tell there was more to this than met the eye.

“How does Holly feel about this?” I asked.

“BJ and Holly’s relationship has run its course,” Lucious replied. “He’s looking for something Holly can’t give him.”

“Well I’m happy for you, bro,” I said.

So, in a short period of less than three months my best friend had become trans, had a three-some, become gay and decided he wanted to change genders. All while the band we worked so hard to build had taken off. This was a lot to take in. I didn’t quite know how I felt. But I was worried about the destructive influence BJ was on Lucious.

I had to address the elephant in the room.

“What does this mean for the band?” I asked. “Don’t we need to record the rest of the album when we finish the tour?”

“I’ll commute to the studio,” Lucious said. “It’s only a ninety-minute trip.”

“Well you always have a bed at my place,” I replied.

“Thanks hon,” Lucious said. “I’m still fully committed to the band.”

Shortly thereafter, photos of BJ and Lucious kissing in a gay bar made it onto the newsfeeds. The publicity machine for both bands went into overdrive. Both of us had a clear female audience base and this type of publicity was not conducive to record sales. The spin masters blamed Lucious’ activity on youthful curiosity. While BJ had a bad experience with the drugs. Bad acid they called it. It seemed to ‘hose things down’, but this was a ticking time bomb.

Once the publicity had died down, Alan called another band meeting.

“Well the positive news is the festivals have been a success and you’ve had two top three singles,” Alan said. “The bad news is because of the negative publicity, we’re gonna defer releasing the third single until this thing passes over.”

“But what about BJ and Lucious, sorry Laura, moving in together?” Ronny asked, “Isn’t that gonna make things worse?”

Alan looked at Lucious.

“The three of us need to chat privately,” Alan said abruptly.

Alan disappeared with Lucious in tow. They were gone for a solid hour before they returned, and another band meeting was called.

“Well I’ve raised your concerns with BJ and Laura,” Alan said. “In light of their decision to cohabitate, we will be releasing your third single, ‘The Heights’, immediately. As soon as we are finished the tour, Laura will finish the album before moving in with BJ. Have I missed anything, Laura?”

“No Alan, I think you’ve covered it,” Lucious responded.

Fuck this thing is getting way too complex. It was obvious Alan and the record company weren’t aware of BJ and Laura moving in together. It appeared they wanted to get a return on our band before the crowds turned against us. How could Laura leave us in the shit like this? We’d worked so hard to get this thing moving. Was I about to be replaced as co-writer by BJ? I could handle most of this, but I felt I was losing my best friend as well as my livelihood.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


LUCIOUS:

Life as Laura had started well. Our third single ‘The Heights’ debuted at number five and made it as high as number three for a week. But it was up against some stiff competition, so we were happy enough with the sales.

Our merchandise sold well while we finished the remainder of the festival circuit. During those thirty-two shows, our stage craft had improved out of sight. Our light show was now impressive, and we were sharing a sound engineering team with Mad Day.

“I’m gonna miss you, hon,” I said as I kissed BJ goodbye. “Be sure to call me if you’re lonely, and we can have some fun over the phone.”

I slid my hand down BJ’s jeans and gently massaged his cock while we kissed. I was gonna miss those lips, but I’d miss that cock more.

I wasn’t looking forward to being away from BJ, but I understood we needed to finish the album and get it released. Momentum was everything in the music game, and we had built plenty up during the festival season.

“Okay, I’m all yours,“ I said to Marty. “Let’s make beautiful music together.”

“My place or yours?” Marty replied with a smile.

“Well we’ve got free run of the studio,” I said. “So, let’s set up camp there.”

We had a dozen songs ready for the album, but they needed a bit of work. So, Marty and I spent the first week in the studio turning them into record-worthy songs. It was wonderful to be creating with Marty again.

We hit a purple patch and wrote a few new songs while cleaning up the others. Once we’d finish a song, we’d upload it to Soundcloud, and Greg and Ronny would get ready for recording.

“This one’s got single written all over it,” I said to Marty. “That bass line is amazing.”

“Thanks Laura,” Marty said. “Then let’s hold it back for the second album?”

The hold back list quickly turned into three gun-songs ready for album two.

Before recording started on the album, I went to my doctor, and he prescribed Testosterone Blockers and Estrogen. Keen to move forward quickly, I started taking them immediately. The recording process started well. We had written brilliant songs and the band were ready for recording.

We finished five tracks in the first fortnight, but I started to hit a wall. I was getting tired and moody and had a reduced libido.

“Listen Greg,” I said. “I don’t know what it is, but it just doesn’t sound like what’s in my head.”

“So how does your head sound?” Greg replied. “I need some guidance here.”

This created a number of blow ups in the studio and slowed recording a lot.

The album was released and quickly gained critical and commercial success. We were written up in the key magazines and were in demand for radio station interviews across the globe. Germany was a complete surprise for us, but they couldn’t get enough of us.

“Guys, after debuting in the top twenty, the latest single has hit number three,” Alan said. “The record company wants a video for the single.”

“But won’t that slow us down?” I said. “It’s already hit its peak.”

“They’re expecting a second push,” Alan replied. “Perhaps we’ll get it to number one.”

The video brought with it a host of problems. First, the record company wanted Lucious to be the feature of the video and not Laura. They wanted me to dress as a guy. Which meant no bra, no skirts, no panties, no high heels and minimal makeup.

This was a showstopper in my opinion. I had been living as Laura for a few months and didn’t see the point in being untrue to myself.

“I’m not going to dress up as a guy for the video,” I said. “It’s taken me this long to feel comfortable as Laura.”

“I understand that,” Alan said. “But the song was written and released by Lucious.”

“Well you’re going to have to work around it,” I said. “Because I’m not going to do it.”

After a standoff with the record company, we ended up compromising to a degree. I could be Laura but was not the feature of the video.

BJ came into town for a guest spot in the video. He played the devil and got to stay overnight for the shoot. Apparently, the record company often did cross promotions with artists in their stable. He stayed at the Sheraton and I stayed with him all night.

“They tried to dress me up as a guy for the video,” I said to BJ as we lay together. “I told them a straight-out no.”

“You wouldn’t believe what they’ve asked me to do,” BJ replied. “You’ve got to stick to your guns.”

It was awesome to have him with me in town. I didn’t get much sleep though. We fucked like rabbits. The hormones impacted my performance, but small price to pay for true happiness. But hell, we’d been apart for a couple of weeks.

As the recording and video activity wound down, I suddenly got a little teary at moving away from Marty. We’d been best buds forever, and he’d always been there to protect me. He was the only family I’d known, and I started to wonder how I would live without him. I also wondered how he would live without me. He was always the quiet one. He needed me in his life to shake things up.

On the night before I left, I decided to remind him what a fun time looked like.

“I’m at your disposal tonight,” I said. “You get to decide where we go and what we do.”

He looked at me with a cheeky smile.

“You’re on,” Marty said. “But you have to do whatever I ask.”

How bad could it be?

He asked Sarah to get me dressed up for the night. Sarah was under strict instructions not to let me see myself in the mirror. She did my hair, my makeup and dressed me up as instructed. I was wearing a blue knee-length leather skirt, a white blouse and five-inch blue platform stilettos. It was not what I would have picked, but I felt beautiful.

At 6:30 pm on the dot the doorbell rang. There was Marty in a suit with a bunch of flowers and a huge smile.

“You look stunning,” Marty said. “I knew you’d scrub up well, but you’re more beautiful than I could have imagined.”

I felt myself starting to turn red. I wasn’t used to receiving such compliments. Wolf whistles were more my thing.

Marty walked me out the front where he had a white stretch limo waiting. He opened the door for me and followed me in. There was champagne open in a bucket ready to go. Marty poured us a couple of drinks and toasted.

“To my best friend,” Marty said.

The limo took us to ‘Le Dolce Vita’, a top end restaurant in the middle of town. After dinner, we headed back to Marty’s place.

All through the night, Marty was the perfect gentleman. He opened doors and he poured my drink first. He looked after me at every turn. When we got back to his place, he turned to me.

“This is how you should be treated every day,” Marty said. “If you don’t get treated with respect, let me know. I’ll be there in a shot. I don’t care where you are or who you’re with, give me a call and I’ll fix it.”

I looked up into his eyes and started to cry. He wrapped his massive arms around me and held me close. He was so strong but so gentle at the same time. I snuggled into his chest, and we just held each other. Finally, he asked me to stand by the door. He took a photo and saved it to his wallpaper.

“This is how I want to remember you and this night,” Marty said.


CHAPTER NINE


THE MOVE INTO BJ’s loft in Norwood couldn’t have come soon enough for me. Not only did I get a wonderful sexual partner, I was suddenly inspired to write. New experiences were essential for my creative process, and I had the whole of Norwood to explore. The only issue with the move was Holly wasn’t gone as BJ had suggested.

I wrote the single ‘Meadowlands’ in the days after I arrived. I immediately posted it to Soundcloud, and Marty had worked it up for our mid-week rehearsal.

“Hey Marty,” I said. “What did you think of the new song?”

“It’s a hit,” Marty said with a sparkle in his voice. “I’m just about to upload the baseline version.”

The distance thing wasn’t too bad, as we Skyped daily as a band to keep things on track. We also had two rehearsals each week. With things moving quickly for us we had to keep in touch.

The hormones were starting to give me curves, which I was excited about. Unfortunately, BJ was not quite so excited. I hadn’t told him I was on hormones, as I was now living with him, it was impossible to hide. He assured me Holly and he were no longer a thing when we were on tour. It turns out they were no longer exclusive. That’s all. So, BJ, Holly and I were living together in a single bedroom loft.

“So, BJ,” I said. “Whose night is it tonight?”

The sleeping arrangements seemed to work well for BJ. One night he slept with Holly, while I sat out. The next night he slept with me, while Holly sat out. It was odd to be making love to BJ and knowing Holly was literally inches away.

“Holly’s night tonight,” BJ replied. “But you’re more than welcome to join us.”

BJ didn’t help matters by trying to get us all involved at once. That was fine for him, but neither Holly, nor I, wanted anymore of it. But I went along with it as I was loving life in Norwood. Apart from the living arrangements, things were rosy.

Our first album came out later in the month. And when it hit, it hit on a grand scale. I mean it rocketed to number two in the first week and sat at number one for the next ten weeks. I was so excited our blood, sweat and tears had resonated with our fans. The video helped push things along. I have to admit Alan Martin knew his stuff and had navigated us to the top of the charts. The only issue was BJ.

Our first conversation after we hit number one was typical of what was to come.

“It’s wonderful to see you guys get commercial success,“ BJ said. “But the first album is easy. You’ve got a lifetime of songs to choose from. But the follow-up albums won’t be so simple.”

“Yes, but not every band gets a number one record with their first release,” I responded.

I knew the comment would piss him off as Mad Day got stuck at number two behind One Dimension’s debut.

Knowing the whole BJ thing wasn’t going to last, I did the only thing I could. I went out to local gay clubs on ‘Holly Days’ and had plenty of fun. I would make sure BJ saw me get all dressed up. Generally, I wore a leather mini with sexy lingerie and six-inch heels. I wanted BJ to know what he was missing out on.

“Where are you off to tonight?” BJ asked. “Will I see you later?”

“I sure hope not,” I replied. “Else, I got all dressed up for nothing.”

Most Holly Days I wouldn’t see him again the following morning. It was infantile I know. But I was trying to bring things to a head.

Eventually, BJ got sick of my games and the impact the hormones were having on my sexual performance. When I got home one morning, I found my bags were packed and I had a note.

“Laura, it’s been fun, but I feel we’re looking for different things,” the note said. “I wish you well with your career and hope you find someone perfect for you.”

I immediately called Marty.

“I split up with BJ,” I said. “And this time, I think it’s forever.”

“Did he do anything to you?” Marty asked. “I’ll sort him out if he did.”

“No, it’s amicable,” I replied. “He’s not looking for a girl who used to be a guy.”

Marty drove the ninety minutes to get me. He let me stay at his apartment. I slept on the couch. As the band was about to hit the road for another festival season, Marty’s place became my home for the next few months.

The tour was awesome. We were now top of the bill and occupied the headline spot. The fans went insane every time we went on stage and the new music was getting as much support as singles. Coming out of a relationship, I hooked up with a different guy each night.

There was no shortage of suitors and I made sure I didn’t play favourites. There were a couple of other musicians, but the support teams were my preference. Especially, the heavy-set burly guys who set up the stage each night. Always up for a straight guy conversion, I was in heaven.

My alcohol consumption went through the roof. I started enjoying the performances less, so had a few drinks before, during and after the show. By the end of the tour I could remember performing, but the rest of the time was a blur.

On the last night, I saw BJ and Holly together. I wanted something amazing like they had. But one-night stands were my only outlet. In a drunken stupor, I decided to change it up and jumped into bed with Marty. Years of sexual tension needed to be resolved.

“I need someone to hold me,” I said. “Someone who cares about me and is not just looking for a quick root.”

“Let’s talk about it in the morning,” Marty replied. “I don’t think you’re thinking straight now,”

“Okay, but can I sleep here with you?” I said. “I want to snuggle. You always make me feel so secure.”

I reached across and kissed his mouth. He didn’t turn away and instead held the kiss for a couple of minutes.


CHAPTER TEN


MARTY:

Laura’s dalliance with BJ was never gonna last. I wanted to make sure I was there to pick up the pieces and support her when it finally fell over. The whole band was reticent about the move to Norwood, but we’d finished the album and the video, and she had earned some time off. Alan was the one who suggested we let it play out.

I’d always had a strong connection with Laura. From the time we first met, I was intrigued by her creativity and commitment to the music. I felt drawn to her in a way that was hard to describe. Like I had been put on the planet to help her reach her inevitable success.

In the early days, I did question my attraction to Laura. At one stage I considered I may be gay. But that wasn’t it. My attraction to Laura wasn’t because she was a guy. It transcended anything sexual and was a deep love for a fellow human being. I didn’t dream of her cock and get myself off. It was always about what was inside and radiating out.

Once we started the band, I felt myself getting jealous of Laura’s love interests. I couldn’t understand why she never looked at me as anything more than a friend. Hell, I was attractive and had many girls chasing me. Perhaps I wasn’t her type? But then she bedded half of the roadies on the festival circuit.

In the end I put it down to our friendship. We were band mates, song writing partners, best friends and no-one knew Laura like I did. I reasoned she needed that in her life and our relationship was the one thing she didn’t want to put at risk.

I tried hinting to her, but I was never successful with actual words. I’m an ‘actions speak louder than words’ sort of guy. I made sure I always turned up. It didn’t matter whether it was musically or personal, I was the one thing Laura could rely on. Given her shitty upbringing, I can probably see why our friendship was too important to risk.

So, I tried to show her the night before she moved to Norwood. I made sure she was dressed elegantly. I took her to an upmarket restaurant. I treated her like a lady all night. I opened doors, pulled out chairs. Hopefully, I showed her how she deserved to be treated. Perhaps I left my run too late. Perhaps it wasn’t meant to be.

But then, on the last night of tour. She jumped into bed with me. She was naked and I could feel her warm body against mine. Whether she’s a boy, a girl, both or neither I don’t care. And when she kissed me. Well, it sent electricity through my body. It took all the control I had not to ravage her on the spot. It wasn’t a sexual thing for me. I wanted to feel closer to this most wonderful person, this meteor shooting across the sky.

Laura needed protecting that last night. She didn’t need another person taking advantage of her. She was at a low point and needed safety and stability. I held her close all night. She probably didn’t feel it, but I turned up when she most needed it. Sure, we were both naked and I could feel the hardness of her cock against me. But we merely slept in the same bed. Nothing more happened.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


LUCIOUS:

I woke to see this familiar face next to me. Shit what had I done? Why was I in bed with Marty? What had we done? Don’t tell me I’d jumped into bed with my best friend. My only real friend. I would have no-one if I didn’t have Marty. I also wouldn’t have anywhere to live. Oh god, tell me we didn’t fuck.

“Hey Laura,” Marty said with a smile. “Did you sleep alright?”

“Hi Marty,” I said having difficulty opening my eyes.

I didn’t want to ask the obvious question, but things seemed alright.

“Do you want me to let you get some more sleep?” I said.

“No, I slept like a log,” Marty said. “I imagine you’ve got a wild hangover?”

He wasn’t giving anything away and it was all black from my end. How was I gonna work out what happened?

“I hope I didn’t cramp your style last night,” I finally said. “I mean, I hope you weren’t entertaining someone special?”

“No one more special than you,” Marty said with a sly grin.

Fuck, that didn’t help me either.

I decided to go to the toilet, so removed the covers. Both Marty and I were naked, and our bodies were mere inches apart.

“Looks like we’ve both got some morning wood,” Marty laughed.

I got up and walked into the toilet. Shit, shit, shit. I’m no closer to knowing what went on. The last thing I wanted to do was to embarrass him, so after taking a pee I jumped back into bed with Marty.

He looked so handsome lying there. And he was the perfect physical specimen. I could do much worse.

Finally, Marty broke the silence.

“Don’t worry,” Marty said. “We didn’t fuck.”

“Why would you say such a thing?” I asked.

“I’ve known you forever,“ Marty replied. “And I could tell you were concerned.”

Back home our attention turned to writing again. The first album was still at the top of the charts, but the record company wanted a second album ready to go. I’d moved back into Marty’s apartment which gave us the perfect environment for song writing. We were collaborating better than we ever had. I was in a purple patch of creativity and Marty was able to take my ideas and turn them into album-worthy songs. We shared a dozen songs with Greg and Ronny via Soundcloud.

Perhaps it was the hormones, or perhaps it was living in the apartment, but I found myself dressing up each day for Marty. I wasn’t wearing my usual slutty outfits, instead I was more sorority girl. I hadn’t been to a gay bar since getting back from the festivals and only thought of Marty when I masturbated. I loved watching him work out in the mornings and how his sweat glistened when he came home from a run.

We hadn’t discussed the last night of the festival tour since, but I had fallen head over heels for Marty. I decided to bring it to a head. One Friday night, I cooked a gourmet dinner and got dressed up the way he liked to see me. I wore a long emerald green dress with five-inch platform heels. It was a bit much for dinner at home, I know, but I wanted to give Marty the message in the only way I knew how.

“Wow, you are stunning,” Marty said when he got back from his run. “Is it a special occasion?”

“Well I’m here and you’re here,” I said. “Go and have a shower and I’ll get dinner ready.”

Marty walked off to the bathroom with a huge smile on his face.

“Do I scrub up alright?” Marty asked when he returned.

He had a button up white shirt with skinny jeans and dress shoes. I could make out the fragrant smell of his ck One.

“You know you are hot,” I replied. “I’ve always thought so. Now, turn around and let me see that gorgeous arse in those jeans.”

Marty did a quick turn. His arse was firm and fine, and he knew it.

“Red or white?” Marty asked walking into the kitchen.

After pouring a couple of glasses of wine, Marty and I toasted our partnership. It was amazing how far we’d come. But I was hoping this would be the start of a new chapter.

“You never told me you could cook,” Marty said. “After all this time there’s still so much I don’t know about you.”

“Well, if you ever took notice,” I replied with a cheeky smile. “You may be surprised.”

“Nothing could surprise me about you,” Marty said. “But you’ve piqued my interest.”

Marty pulled the chair out for me and sat himself down. We sat opposite with nothing but a candle and some flowers between us. His eyes sparkled in the candlelight as we chatted about the band and the new album. Suddenly he stopped, reached out and grabbed my hands in his.

“I’d like to talk about our last night on tour,” Marty said. “You remember, the night you slept in my bed.”

“Oh, I remember alright,” I said. “That was the night I threw myself at you.”

Marty lifted up my hand and kissed it.

“Laura, you are the most amazing person. You mean the world to me,” Marty said. “I couldn’t imagine not having you in my life. So, when you jumped into my bed drunk, I resisted temptation and put our friendship first.”

“We didn’t do it?” I said.

Marty laughed.

“No, we didn’t do it,” Marty said. “But it took all of my will-power not too.”

I felt myself turning a shade of red.

“But these last few weeks have shown me we are more than friends,” Marty said. “In fact, we are more than merely friends, songwriters and band mates. I’ve been waiting until you are ready for a proper relationship. And I think now is the time. But first let’s enjoy this wonderful meal you’ve prepared.”

I leaned forward and kissed my man. I felt a passion surge throughout my body.


CHAPTER TWELVE


I HARDLY TOOK my eyes of Marty during our dinner. It wasn’t his killer smile and Adonis body that attracted me. But I was getting hornier as the dinner progressed and had a hankering to feel his body in mine. His top two buttons were undone. His preppy combination of awesome pecs and neatly trimmed chest was driving me crazy.

Deep into the main course I finally decided enough was enough. I stood and walked around the table grazing my blood-red finger nails up his muscular arm. Stopping mere inches from Marty, his fragrance filled my nostrils. I stepped out of my dress and stood in nothing but lingerie and heels.

“Do you like my outfit?” I asked coyly. “I picked it out just for you.”

Marty mumbled something, but both of us knew he approved.

I pushed his chair back from the table and straddled my man.

I could feel Marty’s manhood expand as I kissed him hard. The culmination of twelve years of passion was letting itself come out of me. I explored every inch of his mouth while he ran his hands through my hair. His hands were firm yet softly applied. I could feel the passion releasing through his fingertips. I ran my hands down his bulging biceps and pulled him closer. I could feel my cock working its way up his abdomen as it hardened.

Marty’s hands dropped to my arse, and he pulled me tighter again.

“I want to feel my cock in your arse” Marty asked.

He squeezed my arse cheeks firmly and headed for my anus. But he was gentle.

Marty’s strong hands were callused, as bass players hands are, but his touch was soft and subtle. I couldn’t restrain myself much longer. I wanted to explore his body. I wanted to unwrap my man.

“Not as much as I do,” I replied.

I slowly undid Marty’s shirt button by button, savouring the unveiling. I stopped halfway and ran my nails through his short chest hairs. He tensed and I could feel a power in his pecs. That got me hotter. I removed his shirt and ran my nails down his muscular back.

“Sorry, I hope I’m not drawing blood,” I said.

My touch was leaving a mark, but not drawing blood. I pulled his head down so his mouth sat above my bra. Marty moved to my back and unfastened it.

Marty’s hands playfully worked my nipples to get them erect. He bit them softly and sucked on them until I could feel them moisten.

“Wow, you’ve gotten quite the sweet set of titties, haven’t you?” Marty said.

He reached down and grabbed my hips. Next thing I knew I was sitting on the table, and he was kissing my cock through my lace panties. It quickly grew to its full five inches.

“I want to taste you so bad,” Marty said.

Thank god the Estrogen hadn’t impacted my hard on. In a flash, Marty removed my cock from the panties and started to lick the purple glowing bulbous head.

“Delicious,” Marty commented.

I was happily surprised by Marty’s willingness to give me head. I knew he wasn’t gay, so had never expected to be pleasured by him. As he worked his mouth over my cock, I leaned back to steady myself for what was to come.

“That’s it honey,” I said. “Suck it hard.”

My head was spinning in ecstasy as he worked my cock longer and harder with each stroke. He was swirling my cock each time he dropped. I was getting close to release.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

Marty backed off the pace enough to keep me going for a few minutes longer.

“You’re not getting to finish that quickly,” Marty said. “I want to savour this moment.”

My head was spinning, and I was almost tearing his gorgeous brown hair out each time his chin grazed my balls.

Finally, I couldn’t hold it any longer. I came long and hard as I felt my warm, moist fluid burst from within me. Marty didn’t miss a beat. He kept stroking me until the pleasure had slowed. He then licked me clean.

“My god,” I said looking into his soulful eyes. “Where did you learn to do that?”

Marty smiled and dropped me back onto his lap.

“Just a few videos I’ve been watching,” Marty said. “They were five-star rated.”

He kissed me deeply and I could taste my come as our tongues danced. It was intoxicating.

“But now,“ I said. “I want to feel you inside me.”

I led Marty to his bed and stripped him naked. He was massive and so strong compared to me. Everything was bigger and more muscular.

“I’ve been waiting forever to unwrap this gift,” I said.

I dropped to my knees and came face to face with one of the biggest cocks I’d ever seen. Now. I’d had plenty of sexual partners, but this cock would have won ‘Best In Show’. It was awesome.

“Fuck Marty,” I said. “Where have you been hiding this weapon?“

Pushing Marty back on the bed, I wrapped my bright red fingertips around his cock and gently kissed the head. It sprung from semi-boner to full boner in an instant. And it was huge. Long, broad and dead straight.

“I think I’m going to enjoy this more than you,” I said.

I spat on my hand and dressed Marty’s cock with a layer of saliva. I would need all the lubricant I could find for this monster. I straddled Marty, sitting on his rock-hard abdomen.

“Buckle up cowboy,” I said. “Get ready for the ride of your life.”

I gently lowered my anus onto the head of his cock and started to rock up and down. I felt him penetrate my outer ring. I eased him down a little further with each thrust. After five or so thrusts my hungry arse had swallowed his monster completely.

“Oh fuck,” Marty said. “You feel so good.”

The feel of his cock in my arse was electric. I rode his cock like a Bucking Bronco, holding on to his shoulder to steady me. I could feel his cock reaching places that had never been touched. And with each bounce, I felt a bolt shock through me.

“Oh, my god,” I said. “You are the perfect fit for me.”

I didn’t want this pleasure to stop. Marty seemed to be holding his orgasm back to let me enjoy the action even longer.

“I want you to come,” I said.

Marty immediately turned on the after burners and within a minute I felt his warm load fill my rear cavern. I kept bouncing until every drop was released.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


AFTER THE DATE night with Marty, I never slept on the couch again. Marty and I released our inner passions and ended up taking our friendship to levels neither of us believed possible. To my surprise, Marty didn’t worry about my plumbing. He told me he was adaptable; I think he meant versatile. But he wanted to ensure I was fully happy.

I thought long and hard about my transition. I decided I loved being a woman, in fact, I needed to be a woman. But I didn’t need to fully change my body. With the royalties from the first album, Marty and I invested in some stunning titties for me. That made such a massive change to my self-confidence. I could wear dresses and blouses and show off my full feminine form. Marty named my titties Diana and Mary; The Supremes.

Our second album was a wild success. It debuted at number one and stayed there for six weeks. We had four hit singles off the album and two more videos. My new boobs were even featured in one of the music videos. I stayed at Marty’s place. We wrote music, had epic sex and embraced our love and life together.


MY OTHER BOOKS!




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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

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

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


LESSONS IN LOVE
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Have you ever jumped at an opportunity, only to find out you’ve bitten off way more than you could chew?

Alan Sanderson is a man at a crossroads. Regarded as the ‘Hot Professor’ at Royal Holloway University on London’s outskirts, he seemed on track for success. But his future implodes when he is overlooked for a big promotion. Worse still, Julia, his girlfriend of five years and ex-student, gets the promotion and becomes his boss.

Alan doesn’t like playing second fiddle to Julia, so breaks off the relationship. He ends up with no career and without the love of his life. While imagining a new future, Alan gets an offer to write a screenplay for a hot new movie. It’s an exciting high-profile project that could reset his career. But screenwriting is new for Alan, and the subject area is more than a little foreign. In fact, Alan is clueless about the subject area.

So, Alan enlists the help of his star pupil Emma, and her gorgeous friend Jazz, to educate him. Through a series of adventures, Alan discovers more than he ever dreamed, or believed possible. This eye-opening experience will change Alan’s view of the world, and especially his romantic outlook, forever.

If you like transgender romance stories with heart and soul in the vein of Legally Blonde, then you’ll love ‘Lessons in Love’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Alan successfully deliver the hit screenplay? And just how much will the teacher allow himself to be taught along the way?


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

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

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

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

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

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


THE NEW INTERN
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Would you take a chance on romance with someone you manage, or would you let workplace policy get in the way of real love?

Hugh Roberts is young, attractive and his star is on the rise. At twenty-four he runs the design office of an up and coming London advertising agency. He knows teamwork is the key to success in his fast-paced pressure-cooker world. And his new apartment in London’s upmarket Kensington, depends on Hugh making every post a winner.

But Hugh’s team harmony is challenged like never before when two new recruits get placed into his team. Graduate Thad Russell is an ambitious ex-Football star from the New York office. He is also the Founder’s nephew. Intern Noelle Stuart is a sun-bronzed creative whiz from Australia with all the skills. She is also breathtakingly beautiful.

Things go ‘right off the rails’ when Thad’s sexual advances towards Noelle are unwelcome, causing team dynamics to explode and threaten the biggest project of Hugh’s career. But in managing the fallout, Hugh’s blossoming feelings for Noelle become obvious to all, including her, and so does her mutual attraction.

If you like transgender romance stories with an equal dose of conflict and romance, then you’ll love ‘The New Intern’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Hugh take his one chance for real love, or will Thad and that ‘you’re her boss thing’ ensure it never happens?


BEST ON BOARD
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How far would you go to land the job of your dreams? What lines wouldn’t you cross?

Stuart Lee is smart, articulate, and driven to succeed. Without an expensive education, he is heading towards his dream job based on sheer hard work and clever positioning. And that means nothing, not even his girlfriend of five years, will get in his way.

After his technical skills impress Dawson Jones, head of the London Office, Stuart leaves Australia for England on a six-month loan. He will apply his unique and valuable financial skills on cutting-edge client problems. But Stuart wants the move to be permanent. And he lets Dawson know he is willing to do ‘whatever it takes’ to make that happen.

So, Dawson sets Stuart a series of challenges for the plane trip to London. If Stuart can complete the challenges in time, he proves his value and gets the job. But the challenges focus on wooing stunning dancer Anna Wells, who Dawson nicknames BoB, or ‘Best on Board’. Anna is relocating to Paris to join the world’s leading Burlesque show and Dawson clearly believes she is out of Stuart’s league.

If you like your transgender romance stories where the nerd tries to get the girl, then you’ll love ‘Best On Board’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Stuart successfully complete the challenges and win the job, or will Dawson’s bet stop Stuart from impressing the girl of his dreams?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


NEIGHBOURLY LOVE
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Ever seen a beautiful neighbour, one that truly takes your breath away, and wondered how to approach them without seeming like a stalker?

Life in LA can be pretty seductive. Especially when you are lucky enough to live by the Venice Beach waterfront. With models, actors and athletes at your doorstep, it’s hard not to get eye strain.

Bradley Jones is young, successful and rich. From his waterfront apartment overlooking Venice Beach, this twenty-two-year-old appears to have it all. But Bradley knows LA is a city that will take advantage of you if you aren’t careful. So, he’s put his love life on-hold until someone exceptional comes along.

Recently, hot-blooded Latino Cristina has moved into Bradley’s apartment building. She is tall, lean, and has a dancer’s flexibility and tone. Cristina mesmerizes him as she roller-skates along the boardwalk in her silky shorts with her headphones blaring.

But he can’t get a chance to speak to her. That is until she needs a partner for a sexually charged Argentine tango. This seductive love story moves gracefully from the Burlesque shows of Hollywood to the Tango clubs of LA.

If you like Dirty Dancing, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘Neighbourly Love’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Bradley’s dancing impress this Latino goddess enough for her to fall in love with him?


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?


THE LAYOVER
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How far would you go to help a new team member feel safe and secure in a foreign town?

Dave Thomas has just received a big promotion that was ten years in the making. As National Sales Manager for Digital Corp, he was now on the fast track to follow in the footsteps of his mentor, and become CEO.

Dave’s first action is to find his replacement, but Victoria Bernoff gets placed into his sales team by the CEO and HR. Still, he needs to show he can make it work. Victoria is young, attractive and has a bright and bubbly personality. She has all the assets needed to succeed in the role. But she also has a secret.

When a ferocious storm diverts Dave and Victoria to Greensville for a few days, he is challenged like never before to control a force of nature. Will agreeing to adjoining rooms come back to bite Dave? Will he be able to control Typhoon Victoria before things get out of hand?

If you like Four Weddings & A Funeral, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘The Layover’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will this unexpected layover change Dave’s outlook on career, love and life forever?


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

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

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

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

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

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

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

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

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

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

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


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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