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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“I CAN’T BELIEVE how successful you’ve become this past year,” I said.

“Yeah, I know. It’s like becoming an overnight success. Except it took sixteen years of hard toil,” Stuart said.

“What was behind the sudden success?” I asked.

“Sixteen years of hard work,” Stuart replied with a bright smile.

I’d first met Stuart Pirelli three years prior at Art College. I’d moved from The Sunshine Coast to Brisbane to undertake a degree in Fine Art. Stuart lectured in Portraiture, and immediately inspired me to develop my skills. His work was not only technically brilliant, it had an emotional connection rarely seen in our circles. A year later, he’d offered to take me under his wing, which I jumped at. Sort of like being Apprentice to a Master in the Renaissance era.

“And what have you been working on in my absence?” Stuart asked.

“I’m working on an exhibition of landscapes for the Bundaberg gallery,” I replied.

“Is that getting you closer to your goal?” Stuart asked.

“It’ll pay my bills for the next six months,” I replied.

“But what will be your breakout piece?” Stuart asked.

“Well, the landscapes are keeping me quite busy,” I replied.

“But they aren’t going to establish you on the world stage,” Stuart said.

“What do you think I should do?” I asked.

“Always be working on something with the potential to leave a mark,” Stuart replied.

“A couple of the landscapes are quite detailed and sophisticated,” I said.

“But they’re landscapes for an exhibition in a regional gallery,” Stuart said.

After Stuart left for London at the end of my first year, I’d struggled to maintain inspiration at Art College. The excitement dissolved rather quickly, so I deferred for a couple of years. I didn’t drop art, in fact I decided to paint rather than learn about it. But after several years it had beaten me. I completely lacked inspiration and had fallen out of love with my greatest passion. It had become a job.

“What do you want to be known for?” Stuart asked.

“Look around the studio,” I replied.

“No, I want you to tell me. Right here, and right now,” Stuart said.

“I want to be a world-class portrait artist. Like the Masters of old,” I said.

“How is working on landscapes for a regional gallery getting you there?” Stuart asked.

I pondered Stuart’s question. At thirty-three, Stuart was like the father I never had. He challenged me to become better. To reach my potential.

“It’s not,” I replied.

“Byron, as I told you day-one of my class, you have an amazing natural talent for creating artwork full of emotion, and an ability to move people,” Stuart said.

“But I’ll never be as successful as you. I’ll never get invited to lecture at London Art School,” I said.

“Well, you won’t if you solely paint landscapes for a regional gallery,” Stuart said.

I scanned about my studio, at my in-progress pieces and finished works. They failed to inspire even me, as the creator. I stared at my self-portrait. The one I hung behind the door to remind me of my passion. Who my future self would be. I felt the inspiration surge through me. Although only sixteen when I painted it, the portrait spoke with a mature voice. It showed a spark within, since quelled.

“I noticed you staring at your self-portrait,” Stuart said.

“That’s my passion,” I said.

“And where your unique gifts and talents are, too,” Stuart said.

“You’re right, I need to re-ignite the flame, and tell my story to the world,” I said.

“There’s no way you would have beaten over a hundred students nationally to win that prize without passion. The piece is extraordinary,” Stuart said.

“But perhaps it was a fluke. Maybe, I’m a one-hit wonder,” I said.

“If I’d created that piece, it would sit in my top ten artworks,” Stuart said.

“But your work is on show at Buckingham Palace and GOMA,” I said.

“I tell you. Your talent is exceptional. But talent alone won’t get you there,” Stuart said.

“But I’ve dropped out of Art College now,” I said.

“You’re not the kind of talent that Art College will do a lot for. You need to paint from the heart,” Stuart said.

“But what should I paint?” I asked.

“You need to tell people’s stories,” Stuart replied.

“Any suggestions on whom?” I asked.

“Whomever inspires you, and stokes the passion within,” Stuart replied.

I always walked away from discussions with Stuart both inspired and confused. And this one was no exception. At twenty-six, I lacked the confidence and maturity of Stuart. But I was willing to work hard and do whatever it took to make my mark. I simply needed a gentle reminder from time to time.

“Zen is helping me in the studio these days,” Stuart said.

“But she’s only a kid,” I said.

“She’s sixteen and committed to absorbing everything she can from world-class artists,” Stuart said.

“Wow, she’s grown up so fast,” I said.

“I have a proposal for you, if you’re up for it,” Stuart said.

“You’re right. I need to reignite my passion. What were you thinking of?” I asked.

“Let’s catch up once a week for coffee while I’m back in town. And I’ll ask Zen to help you out two days a week,” Stuart replied.

“Her help would be awesome,” I said.

“But the offer is on the proviso you free up a day a week, at least, to work on something significant,” Stuart said.

“Anything in mind?” I said.

“Only you can answer that. Find something you are passionate about and tells a story you want the world to hear. Do we have a deal?” Stuart asked.

“It’s a deal,” I replied holding out my hand.

“Fabulous. You’ve got seven days to get passionate,” Stuart replied.

Stuart passed my contact details on to Zen. She messaged me less than an hour later to arrange a catch up. In the meanwhile, I needed to chat to Jackie, my Manager, about slowing down the landscapes. And find something to get passionate about.


CHAPTER TWO


I CONSIDERED LIKELY Signature Projects over the next few days. Keen to take Zen on the journey with me, I laid out a structure for brainstorming, and started working through the artist press for ideas. By the time Zen arrived, I had some ideas and was ready to bring her in.

“The aim is to brainstorm some Signature Project ideas,” I said.

“Yes, I’ve seen my dad go through a similar process,” Zen said.

“The key is to identify a strong set of options, before trimming them down to a short list,” I said.

I was surprised at how much Zen had grown since I last saw her. Tall and slim, with gorgeous chocolate brown eyes and long flowing brown hair, she dressed far too sophisticated for a small coastal community. Her sixteen years completed downplayed her maturity. Living in London, Zen had seen more than most people twice her age. I knew she would help me step outside my provincial box.

“Here’s my criteria for the Signature Project,” I said flipping a whiteboard around.

“Firstly, I want it to be a portrait, and one worthy of the major Australian and International competitions,” I continued.

“Like the Naked and Nude Art Prize?” Zen asked.

“Bigger,” I replied.

“Like the Brisbane Portrait Prize?” Zen asked.

“Dream big, they say. I’m thinking something massive, like the Archibald Prize,” I replied.

“Wow, you are dreaming big,” Zen said.

“I’m not expecting to win, but I would like my work placed alongside high calibre artists,” I said.

“Dad entered into the BP Portrait Award in London last year,” Zen said.

“Let’s add it to the list,” I said.

Zen was a whiz on the computer, which helped a lot during the ideas stage. She pulled out details on the key awards and filed them for reference. By lunchtime on the first day, we’d targeted ten awards. With an event focus in mind, we moved on to the subject matter.

“The key to portraiture is the story,” I said.

“Through a static medium like painting?” Zen asked.

“Yes, the way we appear in public or private says a lot about who we are, where we’ve come from, and where we are going,” I replied.

“For example, your clothing, hair and makeup says you are not a local,” I added.

“How so?” Zen asked.

“The clothing brands are not available here, for one,” I replied.

For each of the ten targeted awards, we ran through the finalists of the past five to ten years. It was a brilliant reminder for me and a wonderful eye-opener for Zen. Her father’s BP Portrait Award entrant sat amongst the artworks we reviewed.

“What we are searching for is someone with a compelling story. Likely candidates include musicians, sportspeople, politicians, business leaders, actors and performers as they are quite often tortured souls with a strong backstory,” I said.

“How about someone less famous, but unique?” Zen suggested.

“Less famous can work, but only if there’s a unique backstory behind them. One the public will attach to emotionally,” I replied.

“So, a random clown or ballet dancer wouldn’t work, unless they had an interesting backstory?” Zen asked.

“Exactly right. It’s all about the depth of backstory,” I replied.

“And for me to get passionate about the piece, I’d like it to be someone tortured or tormented. Someone who has lived a challenging life, though they may be young. I want someone who is larger than life, or at least surprising. There must be something unexpected about them,” I said.

I turned over the whiteboard and put headings across the top. Musician, actor and eight other categories across the page. We brainstormed local folks who fit the brief.

“But it needs to be unique. I don’t want it to be ‘portrait of an actor number seventeen’,” I said.

“Okay, I’ve eliminated sportspeople, business leaders, celebrities and politicians,” Zen said placing a line through them on the whiteboard.

“Well, we’re left with musicians, actors and performers. The most tortured folk next to artists,” I said with a wink.

Zen enjoyed being part of the process. A definite sparkle appeared in her eyes, as she searched through the websites and distilled the content down to examples akin to my Signature Project.

“Have you seen the site called Google Trends?” Zen asked.

“I’m not familiar with it,” I replied.

“It shows how newsworthy certain subjects are over time,” Zen said.

Working through the subject areas, Zen placed a newsworthiness score against each of the categories. We stood back and stared at the data. What was it telling us? What was the hot button we could use to generate an interesting subject?

“What if we find someone with a foot in several camps?” I asked.

“Interesting,” Zen replied.

“We need someone who’s an actor and a musician,” I said.

“Someone like Kylie Minogue?” Zen said.

“Put her on the list. But what in her backstory makes her interesting?” I asked.

“Her links to the gay community,” Zen replied.

“I think it’s a loose connection. They follow her. It’s not part of her DNA,” I said.

We brainstormed a few more names and added them to the list. But something didn’t feel right.

“I’m starting to think we’re trying to create art based by consensus. Which won’t drive the passion within me,” I said.

“Do we need to go more Indie?” Zen asked.

“I like the way you’re thinking,” I replied.

By the end of the day we’d narrowed the list down to Indie musicians, actors and performers. Standing back from the board and snacking on a couple of cup-cakes, the answer jumped off the board and struck me.

“I want to paint a modern-day entertainer with a deep, dark backstory. Plenty of scars. Plenty of mystery. And definitely larger than life,” I said.

“And you’re thinking of whom?” Zen asked.

“I want to paint a Drag Queen. The perfect mix of beauty masking sadness. The epitome of the modern-day tortured entertainer,” I replied.

“That’s not where I saw this going, at all,” Zen said.

Jackie dropped in at the end of the day to see how the Signature Project was coming along.

“I’m going to paint a portrait of a Drag Queen for the Archibald Prize,” I said.

“Wonderful, Byron. But after you finish your landscapes, on time” Jackie said.


CHAPTER THREE


ZEN AND I spent the next day checking and re-checking the rules and regulations. The Archibald Prize was the strictest but still quite open in its entry rules. I needed to get face to face with my subject for at least one session, they needed to reside in Australia at some stage, and they needed to be from the Australian Arts scene. Three ticks and we were away.

“I’ve made a list of the key Drag shows along the East Coast,” Zen said.

I started working through the candidates unable to stop chuckling as I did.

“Goldie Cox, Abril La Trene, Philmah Bocks, Electra Kute and Ivanna Kabab,” I said laughing aloud.

I needed more than a fun name and an attractive face. I needed depth of character. Finding the right one would be difficult. But with Zen, I ran through the photos and ended up with a dozen visually exciting options. Reaching out, to our surprise, everyone we contacted jumped at the offer to chat.

“Hi Aysha. Thanks for agreeing to chat to me. Tell me how you got into the business?” I asked.

“Being born in Thailand, and being a little effeminate, I guess I was destined to play dress ups in my sister’s clothes at some stage. It didn’t take more than a few laughs from my extended family, and I moved from invisible third son to centre of attention,” Aysha replied.

“And how did dress ups transform into Drag Shows?” I asked.

“After migrating to Australia, I became invisible again, rapidly. But when I discovered drama classes at school, it all came flooding back. I couldn’t wait to perform and attending a boy’s school gave me little competition for the female roles. After coming out gay at sixteen, my boyfriend suggested I give Drag Shows a go. And here I am, still at it a few years later,” Aysha replied.

“Hi Vanity. Thanks for agreeing to chat to me. Tell me why you do Drag Shows?” I asked.

“Where I grew up in Western Sydney, you either played sport or were funny, if you didn’t want to get beaten up. I chose to be funny, as playing sport didn’t agree with my five-inch fingernails. A quick wit saved me from disaster many times. The only beat ups I got were during sexual encounters, and instigated by me,” Vanity replied.

“Hi Courtney. Thanks for agreeing to chat to me. Tell me what you enjoy most about doing Drag Shows?” I asked.

“Apart from the groupies, of course, and I do have room for one more if you’re interested, I am a natural show off. It’ll sound strange but Drag gives me the chance to be a better version of myself. Stronger, more confident and definitely with better hair and makeup. It takes balls to hide your meat and veg to don the wig and gown,” Courtney replied.

The interviews were fascinating. The girls were stunning, and the discussions successfully peeled back the onion on each of the three individuals. But at the end of the day I needed a recognisable face with a deep backstory.

“Who would you pick if you were me, Zen?” I asked.

“Courtney’s my pick,” Zen replied.

“Right answer,” I said.

At the end of the day, Courtney was the most high-profile and had the most difficult journey. She’d faced incredible adversity, growing up in a small town and being the odd one out. Her smile disguised the pain, but I saw it in her posture and deep in her sapphire blue eyes. I was excited to take the next step and called to make a time to catch up.

Courtney knocked on the door at 9:00 am precisely. I expected her to be dressed for a Drag Show, instead, a young guy with a shock of blonde hair walked in and shook my hand. Without makeup, he appeared like a regular guy. But nothing like the larger than life Courtney I’d seen in the photos and videos. It threw me a little at first, but I didn’t let it interfere with my greeting.

“Hey Courtney. Wonderful to see you in the flesh,” I said.

“And wonderful to see you too, sweetheart. But you can call me Shane. And this is my friend Samantha. I hope you don’t mind her tagging along,” Courtney said.

In the excitement of meeting Courtney, I hadn’t noticed her friend. But when I turned and said hello to Samantha, my heart beat double time. Samantha stood about 6ft 2in in four-inch stilettos, with long brunette hair and dark chocolate brown eyes. Her face appeared straight out of a makeup commercial, although she only used a little eyeliner and light pink lipstick. Wearing jeans and a blouse, it was how she wore them that showed style and elegance.

I provided drinks and we started to discuss the project.

“I’m extremely sorry, but I need to take this call,” Courtney said before disappearing outside for a solid thirty minutes.

I used the time to find out more about the gorgeous Samantha sitting on my couch.

“How do you know Courtney?” I asked.

“I was walking for London Fashion Week, when I heard an Aussie accent backstage. We became fast friends after I helped Courtney out with some Hollywood tape,” Samantha replied.

“And the catch up?” I asked.

“We’re both originally from Queensland. We agreed to catch up if ever both of us were in town,” Samantha replied softly touching my arm.

Though we’d just met, the conversation with Samantha flowed. And not merely because she was drop dead gorgeous and made my arm hairs erect with her touch. As an artist, there are people you feel compelled to paint. And she was definitely one I could get passionate about. And by all accounts, she was an Aussie.

“How long are you in Australia for?” I asked.

“Six weeks, this time. A summer break as such,” Samantha replied.

“Enjoying some sunshine?” I said.

As Courtney walked back in, she tried to hide her excitement.

“I’m sorry, Byron. It was the USA,” Courtney said.

“That’s okay. Let’s get back into it,” I said.

“I’m afraid I’ve got some bad news. Well exciting news for me, but bad news for the project,” Courtney said.

“What’s happened?” I asked.

“I’ve been accepted onto Ru Paul’s Drag Race. I need to be in Los Angeles in two days,” Courtney replied.

“Well that’s wonderful news. Congratulations,” I said.

“Thanks for being understanding. But doesn’t that leave you in a hole?” Courtney asked.

“Back to square one, I’m afraid. Unless you have a double,” I replied.

We chatted for the next twenty minutes about my project and how I wanted to shine a light on the LGBT community. I asked Courtney who she felt may be the best alternate. The industry was small, and she knew everyone in it. But when I spoke about character and backstory, she suddenly turned to Samantha.

“What about Samantha here? I couldn’t think of anyone who better fits your diversity brief,” Courtney said. 

“Why would Samantha fit the brief?” I asked.

“She’s a transgender fashion model,” Courtney replied.


CHAPTER FOUR


MY FIRST SITTING with Samantha kicked off the following morning. With only a six-week window, I had to move fast. Over a round of smoothies and a pot of coffee, we started with a planning session to develop the concept for the piece. With Samantha’s input and approval, I had a theme, story, pose, backdrop and colour palette roughed out before lunchtime.

“Are you sure you want to bare all for such a high-profile audience?” I asked.

“I have faith you will present me, and the transgender community, in a positive light,” Samantha replied.

“But won’t this create problems for your career?” I asked.

“I’m a nineteen-year-old fashion model approaching the end of my career. If it all ends tomorrow, I’ll be fine with it. As long as it’s for the right reason,” Samantha replied.

Samantha surprised me from the start. With a strong vision for the piece and how it would show transgender women in a positive light, she insisted the piece would be a nude. But the nudity would not be the focus. Rather, the piece would portray a strong and successful woman who just happened to have a cock. It was the only way to truly tell the story that needed to be told. This stunning girl next door was a proud transgender woman. Proud of her body, and not hiding from her past.

“Thank you for taking a chance on me with this important project,” Samantha said touching my arm and softly shaking her luscious locks.

“I’m excited about this project. It is a story needing to be told,” I said shuffling to adjust my pants.

“Get a room, you two,” Zen said making a grossed-out face.

“Well, let’s get going. I’ve got some props out back, and I’ve cleared a space by the window for the sitting,” I said.

“The morning light is incredible there,” Samantha commented.

“I think you’d shine in any light,” I said.

“Does that line ever work for you?” Zen said.

After selecting a gracious lounge chair and laying a piece of navy-blue silk over it, we were ready to finalise the pose.

“Are you ready for me now?” Samantha asked.

“Sure, we’ll arrange this light to get the balance right. Okay, now we’re ready,” I replied.

Samantha wandered out from behind the Japanese screen and floated across the floor. To my surprise, and that of Zen, she wore nothing but a pair of gold four-inch stilettos. I quickly moved to block Zen’s view.

“Don’t tell your father about this,” I said.

“Don’t worry, it’s not the first cock I’ve seen in the flesh,” Zen said.

“You don’t need to be naked for this part. Bra and panties are fine,” I said.

“Oh, sorry. I assumed I’d be posing naked all the time. Like when I did art class in Milan,” Samantha said.

“You are welcome to dress how you feel comfortable. And if that’s naked, that’s perfectly fine. But you don’t need to be naked at all times for the sitting,” I said.

Samantha walked back to the Japanese screen and re-emerged wrapped in a red silken robe. I moved from blocking Zen’s view and worked with Samantha to find a suitable pose.

“You need to be able to hold the pose for hours at a time,” I said.

“There’s not many poses I can’t hold, due to the modelling work,” Samantha said.

“Zen, would you be able to go to the shops and get some fresh milk?” I asked.

“I get it. You want me to disappear for a few minutes until you get the pose sorted,” Zen replied.

“How does an hour sound?” I asked.

“It sounds like you’re treating me as a kid,” Zen replied.

Once Zen left, I worked with Samantha to find possible poses. Taking photos of each, within half an hour, I had a strong idea of the preferred pose. Samantha leaned against the left arm of the chair and had her right foot up on the seat cushion. Her right arm sat atop her raised leg, highlighting a strength of character and body pride.

While the silk robe had opened a couple of times during the posing, Samantha’s cock was hidden from view ninety percent of the time.

“Zen’s not here. Do you want me to take off the robe?” Samantha asked.

“That would be awesome. If you don’t mind,” I replied.

“Sure, anything you need from me. Don’t be afraid to ask,” Samantha said removing the robe.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


VISITING STUART’S STUDIO was always a highlight. His volume of work put mine to shame. Multiple easels sat about the floor holding many canvases. And the smell of paint and turpentine was always stronger. It hit you like a wall the second you entered. Stuart had acquired an old church for his studio ten years prior. With walls of glass, it provided the most incredible soft natural lighting for portraits.

While I was a messy artist, Stuart was organised and precise. Everything was where it should be and marked with a Dymo label. And the quality of Stuart’s work was incredible. His ability to capture the essence of personality through portrait inspired me with every viewing. Since I’d first met him at Art College, I’d never ceased to wonder at his creative spark and technique.

“Zen tells me you’ve progressed on the Signature Project,” Stuart said.

“First, let me say, Zen has been an awesome addition to the team. An inspired choice,” I said.

“Well, I’m having trouble getting her to focus here. She seems obsessed with your project,” Stuart said.

“What’s she told you, thus far?” I asked.

“She’s been fairly tight-lipped. All I know is you’re doing a portrait for The Archibald Prize,” Stuart replied.

“Well, you said dream big. And that’s where my dreams reside,” I said.

Stuart ran me through a few of the pieces he worked on. All portraits, the mediums and subjects varied almost universally.

“This one is for the Brisbane Portrait Prize,” Stuart said pointing to a painting of a little girl in a field of sunflowers.

“It’s beautiful. The colour palette is delightful,” I said.

“Well the competition is tough and only getting tougher year by year,” Stuart said.

“I can only imagine the quality of artwork I’ll be competing with,” I said.

“Your dream is legitimate. You deserve to have a portrait sitting on that stage,” Stuart said.

Stuart poured a couple of coffees, and we sat down by the window. Ying and Yang, his Pugs sat at our feet sleeping, except for the occasional scratch. The outlook inspired almost as much as the paintings inside. The ocean lapped against the sand as surfers weaved their way into shore, avoiding swimmers as they ended their rides.

“Tell me about your project,” Stuart asked.

“I’ll do one better. I’ve got some photos,” I replied.

I laid out a series of photos on the coffee table, keeping hold of only a nude.

“I’d kill to paint her. She’s got amazing bone structure,” Stuart said.

“And the photos don’t nearly do her justice,” I said.

“I can see why you are excited,” Stuart said.

“For the first time in years I feel energised and excited by my work,” I said.

Stuart leaned down and studied the photos.

“I have one piece of feedback, if you’re up for it,” Stuart said.

“Sure, that’s why I showed them to you,” I said.

“And here was me thinking you did it to gloat,” Stuart said with a smile.

Stuart used one of the photos to shield parts of another before turning to me.

“I’d be concerned about using the blue silk as the backdrop,” Stuart said.

“Why so?” I asked.

“It appears staged. You want the piece to appear organic, not manufactured,” Stuart replied.

Looking freshly at the photos, Stuart’s comment made sense. This wasn’t a portrait for a queen or a corporate leader. This was young and fresh and an expression of diversity. It amazed me Stuart had picked that up without seeing the nude. But Stuart never failed to amaze me.

“Interesting call. I hadn’t considered that,” I said.

“Remember what you paint doesn’t have to exist. Even in a portrait. By all means use props for inspiration, but don’t be constrained by what you have available,” Stuart said.

Stuart’s words hit the mark perfectly. That’s why I committed to spending time with him each week.

“What’s the story of the piece?” Stuart asked.

“Well, Samantha left Australia as a thirteen-year-old to move to Europe on a modelling contract. For the past six years she’s worked her way up to the peak of her game. Along the way she’s encountered more than her fair share of resistance, hardship and heartache,” I replied.

“How so? She’s just a kid,” Stuart said.

“She’s dealt with extreme prejudice throughout,” I said.

“She’s attractive, white and privileged. How can that be difficult?” Stuart asked.

“Looks can be deceiving,” I replied.

I pulled out the last of the photos, the nude, and laid it on the table.

“Wow, you’ve got to be fucking joking. I had absolutely no idea,” Stuart said in disbelief.

“I know. Neither did I until I was told,” I said.

“I want in on this one. If you’ll let me,” Stuart said.

“You’re already doing so much for me,” I said.

“Hey, Zen is loving the experience and I enjoy our chats. But this is a fresh story full of emotion that the world must hear,” Stuart said.

“How do you want to get involved?” I asked.

“I won’t steal your thunder or change your vision. But this will be a sensitive piece, and I want to help you tell this story positively,” Stuart replied.

“You mean like when we were back at Art School working on my self-portrait?” I asked.

“No, you don’t need my technical help this time. You need to be challenged by a peer,” Stuart replied.

I pulled out my initial sketches, and we spent the next two hours talking through every single element of the piece. Stuart didn’t treat me like a student. He offered suggestions and pointed to contradictions within the story. They ranged from large items like the colour of the silk drape, to minor details like nail polish colour and hair style. I walked away with a fresh approach on the piece and a stronger fire in my belly.

“The model is incredible. Her story deserves to be told,” Stuart said.

“I feel like I lucked it there,” I said.

“You’ve started well, but I’d review every detail and ensure it supports the story. The whole work needs to amplify the core,” Stuart said.

Stuart paused for a moment and suddenly looked serious.

“Now for the feedback you don’t want to hear. Samantha glows and you’re hiding that. There is much more depth to her than you’ve captured. You need to get inside her head, inside her story and inside her pain. My advice is to be fluid. Go with the inspiration you find when you get to the bottom of the story. Spend time with her. Not merely in the studio. Get to know her. Get to understand the depth of story that deserves to be told,” Stuart said.


CHAPTER SIX


BY THE MORNING of our second session, I had preparations down pat. Samantha liked to start the session with a Fruit Smoothie. Banana with mango was her flavour of choice. Then, we shared a plate of fresh fruit salad during the first hour, with coffee served mid-morning. When I said I had preparations down pat, I mean Zen knew what to bring and when.

“Any word from Courtney?” I asked.

“Only a brief message to say how exciting it all was,” Samantha replied.

“Well, I caught up with Zen’s dad yesterday and ran him through the approach for the piece. He had a couple of insightful comments and suggestions,” I said.

Samantha dressed more casually this time. A black short sleeved blouse buttoned up to her chin. Black skinny-jeans tucked into black four-inch stiletto ankle boots and a broad black leather belt, completed the outfit. She seemed to be channelling Johnny Cash. If Johnny Cash was female and hot as hell. But she made it hard for me to ‘walk the line’ with a serious boner.

I talked through Stuart’s feedback as I wanted the project to be collaborative.

“I like the brighter colours idea for the silk,” Samantha said reaching out and touching my arm.

“We’ll keep the blue silk on the chair, but I’ll change it for the piece. Have a think about what colours excite you most,” I said.

“Blue and pink from the transgender flag, or LGBT purple jump to mind,” Samantha said.

“Solid suggestions. There’s no need to finalise it now, but I wanted to mention it. And I’d suggest we use it subtly, almost like a sub-text,” I said.

“No, I see what you’re getting at. The colour is an opportunity to reinforce the story. Every element is another brick in the storytelling house,” Samantha said.

“Now, I’m gonna be working on the outline of the pose this morning. Get comfortable, and we’ll get you to start off with pose number two,” I said.

We’d arrived at six poses we would use during the sittings. Pose two allowed me to capture the shoulder and arm positions.

“Do you need me undressed for this session?” Samantha asked.

“However you feel most comfortable, works for me,” I replied hoping the clothes would stay on to avoid significant distractions.

Minutes later Samantha walked out from behind the Japanese Screen wearing bra, panties and boots.

“I left my heels on to get the correct angles,” Samantha said.

“Nice call. You look perfect,” I said.

“Plus, I feel sexier in heels,” Samantha said holding eye contact a little long and with a smile.

As I outlined the piece, I asked Samantha some open questions to uncover more of her backstory.

“We’re gonna be spending quite a lot of time together. How about you tell me about your upbringing, and paint me a picture of the person behind the glamorous facade?” I asked.

“Nice to hear you think I’m glamorous,” Samantha replied with a wink.

“If you two are gonna do it, please warn me first,” Zen said.

“Don’t worry, we’re both professionals. It’s part of the artist - muse dynamic,” I said.

“Sorry, Samantha as you were saying,” I said.

Samantha grew up in a single parent home with three older sisters. She’d been surrounded by femininity from as early as she could remember. Being working class, money was always tight. Samantha’s mother insisted nothing was wasted, so she got hand me down clothes from her sisters.

Around five years of age school loomed large. This was a pivotal moment in Samantha’s life. Rather than buying boy clothes, Samantha’s mum sat her down and ran through the options. The family willingly supported Samantha’s transition. Sam became Samantha and attended primary school for six years as a girl.

“How did you feel about giving up your masculinity?” I asked.

“I was always a skinny kid. I didn’t like the rough and tumble of the boys. It wasn’t like a loss for me, but rather a validation,” Samantha replied.

“Then, how did you hide your true self?” Zen interjected.

“My true self was a little girl. But if you want to know how I hid my masculinity, the answer is through notes from my mother,” Samantha said.

“You had to hide that part of your identity?” I asked.

“Yes, it got hairy a couple of times there. Especially when I was asked out by cute boys. But mum never let me date,” Samantha replied.

As lunchtime arrived, I’d made solid progress on the outline. Things started to fall into place, but I was still keen to understand more of the story before committing too deeply. But stomachs rumbled, so I had to wait until after lunch.

“Are the instruments purely for show?” Samantha asked during lunch.

“No, they all work. Feel free to give anything a shot when you need a break,” I replied.

Music had always been a passion of mine. My studio had progressively become a man cave over the previous two years. So, a range of instruments, a solid record collection, a massive television and a pinball machine sat amongst the easels.

Samantha strode up to the keyboard and nailed a few numbers. I joined in for the final song and recorded them for prosperity. I replayed it on the widescreen television.

“You’re talented. We should jam seriously some time,” I said.

“I’d like that,” Samantha said lightly touching my arm.

Over the course of the afternoon, I heard about Samantha’s transition to secondary school and the issues puberty brought with it. Thankfully, Samantha’s mother fought long and hard for her to attend school as a girl. If not, the scarring could have been far worse. I was getting past the gorgeous exterior of a successful model. I started seeing the pain and anguish Samantha had faced.

“Could you please get us some fresh milk, Zen?” I asked.

“I get it. Samantha’s gonna whip it out again. See you tomorrow,” Zen replied.

With Zen gone, Samantha removed her bra and panties. This was the first real chance for me to study Samantha’s body in all its subtle nuances. Expecting to be confronted, I found myself inspired by the differences. The femininity of the masculine aspects presented the perfect dichotomy.

After taking photos of Samantha in a series of poses, I was concerned I’d start to offend her.

“I hope you don’t mind me studying you like this,” I apologised.

“I rarely get people this interested in me. Especially down there. But feel free to take as many shots as you need. And feel free to touch it if you like,” Samantha said.

“No, I don’t want to overstep the mark,” I said.

“You’ve taken over two dozen photos down there. How would touching it be overstepping?” Samantha asked.

“I’m sorry, I can delete them,” I replied suddenly embarrassed.

“Don’t worry, I’m flattered more than anything. I don’t usually get cute straight guys this interested in me, especially down there,” Samantha said.

“I know how important this artwork is. And you need to decide whether to paint me flaccid, semi-hard or with a hard on. Check it out properly. I know you need to and can see how exciting you’re finding it,” Samantha added smiling.

I reached forward and prodded Samantha’s cock gently with my fingertip. She was uncut, making it well hidden. I was surprised by how soft it felt. Not like mine at all.

“It’s a cock, there’s no point poking it,” Samantha said.

Samantha started to squeeze and stroke her cock until the foreskin wound back.

“That’s what you need to see, right. It’s five inches hard, and bends to the left in the last inch,” Samantha said.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“HOW’S PROGRESS BEEN over the past week?” Stuart asked.

“Brilliant. We’ve reviewed and reset the direction in line with your feedback,” I replied.

“I’m merely one voice. You don’t have to take what I say on board,” Stuart said.

“You know me well enough by now. I won’t follow convention. But great ideas are great ideas,” I said.

I ran Stuart through my sketches and the artwork layout. Stuart started writing notes, which threw me a little.

“I want to be sure to give you worthwhile feedback,” Stuart said.

He spent a solid hour reviewing everything before joining me for a coffee by the window.

“This is breakout material,” Stuart said.

“You think so?” I asked.

“I know so. I’ve never seen anything like it. Wish I could be there. I can see why Zen is excited,” Stuart replied.

Stuart proceeded to run through a list of highlights from the work. I’d successfully picked up the colour scheme and aligned it to the story. The light source strength and direction was ideal. There were at least twenty items on the list.

“There’s so much strength in this work, it’s amazing. I love the fragility of Samantha, coupled with her strength of character,” Stuart said.

Next came the improvement items. The background was cluttered with stuff. It needed to be part of something whole. Not a collection of random items. The list went on for thirty more points.

“My main comment relates to the nudity,” Stuart said.

“But it needs the nudity for the artwork to make sense,” I said defensively.

“It’s not what needs to be included. It’s how you represent it,” Stuart said.

“I don’t understand,” I said.

“It appears like you are scared of the nudity. Everything else is strong, except for the genitals,” Stuart said.

“It’s a hard one because it’s different to anything I’ve ever painted,” I said.

“That’s what makes this project exciting. But it seems like you’ve taken a stunning woman and painted on male genitals,” Stuart said.

“But how should I represent it?” I asked.

“My job is to give you honest feedback. Not give you answers,” Stuart replied.

“Zen tells me you’ve only asked her to leave twice,” Stuart said.

“I don’t think she should see Samantha naked,” I said.

“I agree, but you’ve gotta spend more time with the subject, as you wish to represent them,” Stuart said.

“But I can’t have Samantha running around naked all day,” I said.

“Why not? She’s a stunning young woman with a killer body. What are you afraid of?” Stuart asked.

I pondered Stuart’s question. I knew where he led me, and I didn’t want to commit to an answer.

“Thanks. I’ll take your comments on board. Let’s pick it up again next week,” I replied.

Stuart gave me an update on his work in progress. The Brisbane Portrait Prize piece was coming along beautifully. He’d been asked to paint the Premier and two prominent sportsmen. He was in high demand during his summer visit. But it was my artwork he got animated about.

As we finished up coffee, Jackie walked in.

“Show me this Drag Queen painting you’ve been working on,” Jackie said.

“It’s kind of morphed a little in the past two weeks,” I said.

“Into what?” Jackie asked.

“It’s a painting of a transgender model. A nude,” I replied.

“Sounds like a waste of time. How about my landscapes? How are they coming along?” Jackie asked.

“I’m nearly finished the eighth piece. Only seven to go,” I replied.

“At this rate you won’t have them finished in time. Tell me I’m wrong,” Jackie said.

“I’m a little behind schedule, but I’ll have them by the due date,” I said.

“How’s about you stop painting for your sexual exploration, and get back onto the bill paying work?” Jackie said.

Jackie left as swiftly as she’d arrived. A thousand thoughts ran through my mind.

“Ninety percent of what that woman said was bullshit,” Stuart said.

“Which bit was the truth?” I asked.

“You need to buckle down and get moving,” Stuart replied.

“Promise me you’ll never give up on the Signature Project,” Stuart said.

“But where do I get the time to do it all?” I asked.

“Ask Zen to organise you. You’ll thank me for it and I’m sure she’ll jump at the opportunity,” Stuart replied.

“So, you think I just need to do more,” I said.

“Give yourself a break. There’s a learning curve when you’re outside your comfort zone,” Stuart said.

“That’s what I’m finding,” I said.

“If you never get outside your comfort zone, you’ll never grow. But you need to expand your comfort zone as you go. Promptly,” Stuart said.

Once again, a simple coffee catch-up with Stuart had thrown my world into disarray. But I took the bull by the horns and immediately asked Zen to get me organised. She was over the moon with the request and took off for Staples with a shopping list the length of my arm. What had I agreed to? Was my studio gonna look like a Staples catalogue?


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


WITH ZEN BUSY reorganising my life, Samantha and I chatted over Fruit Smoothies. I walked her through my latest feedback from Stuart.

“On the positive side he loves where it’s headed. On the negative side, we’re not there yet,” I said.

“Well, I’m in your hands. Let me know what you want me to do,” Samantha said.

“The problem is your genitals. I’m not really sure how to display them,” I said.

“Well, it’s not like you can leave them out,” Samantha said smiling.

“No, they are sort of the wow factor,” I said.

As Zen headed out for a fourth trip to Staples, I knew it was time to take the bull by the horns.

“Okay, while Zen is away, let’s get you naked and start playing with options,” I said.

“You realise that’s the best offer I’ve had all year, don’t you?” Samantha said.

“You’d have them lining up to date you,” I said.

“Not the keepers,” Samantha said.

Samantha disappeared into the change area and emerged ten minutes later wearing nothing but her black four-inch stiletto ankle boots. As she walked across to be seated, her cock swayed in rhythm with her hips. Samantha’s face instantly lit up upon seeing my stare, causing me a little stiffness in my pants.

“Assume pose number one, and we’ll get moving,” I said.

“How’s this?” Samantha asked.

“Shift your hips a little to the left,” I replied.

“How’s this?” Samantha asked.

“Perfect,” I replied.

I took a series of photos and rapidly sketched Samantha from a couple of angles.

“Okay, can we try the same pose with your cock semi-flaccid. With the head marginally poking out,” I asked.

“Give me a few seconds and I’ll be ready. Bloody hormones,” Samantha replied.

I watched intently as Samantha’s action woke her cock from its slumber. Her technique was quite different to mine. I sat transfixed watching her.

“How far out do you want it?” Samantha asked.

“A little further, so it’s showing the whole head,” I replied.

“It’s not quite an exact science, you know,” Samantha said.

“Sorry, for being flippant,” I said.

After taking a dozen photos, I pulled out the sketchbook.

“There is perfect. If you can hold it like that, I’d appreciate it,” I said.

“That’s easier for you to say, than for me to do,” Samantha said.

“Sorry, I can work off the photos if it’s too difficult,” I said.

“Could you do me a favour to help out?” Samantha said.

“What’s the favour?” I asked with trepidation.

“Do you have some visual stimulation for me?” Samantha replied.

“There’s a Playboy in the bookshelf. I can get it if you like,” I said.

“Not my thing really. But perhaps if you stripped down to your undies, that may do the trick,” Samantha said.

“I’m not sure that’s a possibility,” I said.

“Oh, shit. I didn’t notice you had a boner. Even better,” Samantha said.

I averted eye contact with Samantha.

“Come on, Byron. I’ll show you mine if you show me yours,” Samantha said.

“Don’t judge me,” I said.

“Judging by the size of that boner, you’d win first prize,” Samantha said.

I’m not sure how I got into this situation, but I removed everything except for my tenting Calvin Klein’s. As I glanced at Samantha, I noticed her cock grow rapidly.

“That’s better,” Samantha said licking her lips.

“Wonderful, keep it hard, but move it over to the left,” I said.

“Easier said than done,” Samantha replied.

I took another dozen photos and sketched a couple of quick outlines.

“We’d better get dressed again before Zen comes back,” I said.

“We could put a sock on the doorknob if you’d rather,” Samantha said with a flirty smile.

“No, I think we’re about done for the morning session,” I said.

Zen arrived five minutes later with lunch in hand. Her organisation skills had come to the fore again.

“Did we make progress?” Samantha asked.

“I feel we did, but I’m not sure I have the answer yet,” I replied.

“Well, I’m happy to pick up where we left off. And at least we both liked what we saw,” Samantha said winking at me.

“Ooh. Did you two do it?” Zen asked.

“Of course not,” I replied.

“But if you’d been any longer, we may have,” Samantha added.

“Don’t misread that comment. We have a professional relationship,” I said.

“It’s only a matter of time before you two hook up,” Zen said.

“I hope you’re right,” Samantha added.

“Oh, don’t worry. I know men, and he’s so into you, Samantha,” Zen said.

“Zen. Your opinions are always welcome, but I think you may be stretching when you head into relationship advice,” I said trying not to appear flustered.

We jammed after lunch to break the mood, before knuckling down for the afternoon session. The morning had been productive, but it raised more questions than it provided answers. Would a flaccid cock make the right statement? Would a semi-erect cock make a stronger statement, or appear artificial? And why wasn’t I able to shake a semi-boner throughout the whole morning session?

The afternoon session focussed on Samantha’s face. The way the light played off her forehead and nose, was astounding. While working on the artwork, I pursued a new line of discussion.

“Do you mind if I enquire about your personal life?” I asked.

“Not at all, anything is on the table,” Samantha replied.

“Tell me about your sexual history,” I said.

Samantha started with her love life before she was out as a transgender woman. As an attractive young girl, she got plenty of attention from the boys, and some girls. But not wanting to be outed, she always rejected any advances. But after three years in Milan, Samantha had her first sexual encounter with a fellow model. He was confused, she was inexperienced, and it turned to shit in a flash.

Samantha wasn’t a virgin. And after that first terrible experience, she’d gone at it pretty hard for a couple of years. But sex lost its meaning, so she’d limited her activities. Now, she waited for her forever guy, one who would accept her as she was. Alas, she had yet to meet him. Throughout the conversation, I noticed a sadness in her eyes that had been previously masked. I’d missed the critical story line. Here I was portraying Samantha with a focus on her male genitalia, when I should have been focussing on everything else.


CHAPTER NINE


I AWOKE WITH a renewed vigour towards the project. I had a clear vision for the artwork now, I simply needed to get Samantha on board. With a hearty breakfast prepared, Zen and I awaited Samantha’s arrival.

“Where do you want to pick up this morning, boss?” Samantha asked.

“We’re making progress on the nudity front. But I’d like to revisit it again first up,” I replied.

“Always happy to have my junk admired by a cute guy,” Samantha said.

“Yeah, that’s what I’d like to explore,” I said

“Could you make a trip to the shops to get some fresh milk, Zen?” I said.

“How long do you need this time?” Zen asked.

“A couple of hours would be brilliant, but we’ll leave a sock on the doorknob,” I replied.

“Okay, see you at lunchtime,” Zen said heading out the door.

I glanced across at Samantha and felt a tingle in my loins. She wore black leather-look leggings with a bright blue off the shoulder top and black five-inch ankle boots. Her hair was straightened and her makeup impeccable, highlighting her dark chocolate brown eyes and pouty lips.

“How do you want me for this morning’s session?” Samantha asked.

“As you are will be fine,” I replied.

“Where do you want me?” Samantha asked.

“Let’s sit on the couch to start with,” I replied.

Samantha sat on the three-seater black leather couch and crossed her legs. I sat at the other end.

“What did you want to chat about?” Samantha asked.

“You said anything is on the table,” I replied.

“Sure, fire away,” Samantha said.

“Tell me about your relationship with your cock,” I said.

Samantha appeared confused and unsure of how to reply.

“I want to understand how you view your body,” I added.

“I sometimes wish it wasn’t there. If that’s what you mean,” Samantha said.

“How so?“ I asked.

“My life would have been a lot easier if I was born female,” Samantha replied.

“Why haven’t you done something about it?” I asked.

“Because I don’t have to conform to someone else’s vision of me,” Samantha replied.

“If I’m overstepping the mark, please tell me,” I said.

“It’s a little raw. Nobody has ever asked me this before,” Samantha said holding back the tears.

“I’m sorry to ask such personal questions. But they’re fundamental to how we present your story,” I said.

I saw tears welling in Samantha’s eyes.

“It would be much easier if I’d been born female. But I wasn’t and that’s part of what makes me Samantha,” Samantha said.

“And has that created a fire in the belly for you?” I asked.

“Part of why I want to do this, is to break the ground for the next generation of transgender women. To normalise it,” Samantha replied.

“Again, I don’t want to upset you, so we can stop here if you like,” I said.

“No, let’s continue,” Samantha said with an expressionless face.

“I’ve got over a hundred photos of your cock on the table over here. I can portray it in any way. But it needs to fit the storyline. Samantha’s story. The one you want told. How you want the public to see it,” I said.

“Well, given painting a fanny would defeat the purpose, I want it to be part of who I am but not define me,” Samantha said.

“How so. Describe it to me,” I said.

“I don’t know,” Samantha replied.

“What message would you get if it was like this,” I asked pointing to a photo of it rock-hard.

“Very masculine and dominating. Like I’m ready to fuck you,” Samantha replied.

“How about if we showed it like this?” I asked pointing to a photo of it soft and shrunken.

“Weak and insipid. Embarrassed about it being there,” Samantha replied.

“Exactly. This decision needs to reflect how you feel about being a transgender woman,” I said.

“It’s just a cock. Can’t you just paint it as you see me?” Samantha asked.

“I don’t think I should make the call. It’s too personal,” I replied.

“I get it. You don’t need to spell it out. You hate it. It’s too confronting for you, and you want out,” Samantha said.

“That’s not what I’m saying at all. It’s your story I’m telling, and you need to guide me as to how to tell it,” I said.

“You’re the artist. I’m just the muse. You make the call,” Samantha said.

“But I’m not close enough to the transgender subject area. And I could offend the whole tribe I’m trying to help,” I said.

“Then why did you want to paint Courtney? I’m sorry, but I’m gonna call bullshit on your line of questioning. If you’ve changed your mind about promoting the transgender cause, have the balls to own it,” Samantha said standing up and storming out.

“Samantha don’t go. That’s not the case,” I said.


CHAPTER TEN


I TRIED TO call Samantha hourly during the rest of the morning. She wouldn’t answer my calls or respond to my messages. Zen walked back in around 11:00 am and knocked before entering.

“Is that you, Samantha?” I asked opening the door.

“No, it’s Zen. I wanted to give you guys some privacy,” Zen replied.

“Why, what have you done to Samantha? Did you guys do it?” Zen added.

“No, nothing. Don’t worry yourself about it,” I said.

“Well that’s BS. Tell me what’s happened,” Zen said.

As I started to update Zen on the morning activities, Jackie walked in unannounced.

“How are my landscapes coming along?” Jackie asked.

“Now isn’t a convenient time, Jackie,” I replied.

“Then, I’ll have to check for myself,” Jackie said steamrolling about the studio.

“What the hell is this piece?” Jackie asked staring at the Signature Project.

“That’s not part of the landscapes,” I replied.

“I can see that Einstein. But what the fuck is it?” Jackie asked.

“It’s the evolution of the Drag Queen portrait for the Archibald Prize,” I replied.

“I never imagined it would be so remarkable,” Jackie said.

“Well it’s never gonna get finished now,” I said.

“To hell it’s not. Why not?” Jackie asked.

“Because it was too confronting for the subject,” I replied.

Jackie had forgotten about the landscapes completely and still stood admiring the Signature Project.

”Fuck that, Byron. Point me towards her and I’ll sort it out,” Jackie said.

“It’s only a painting,” I said.

“Come with me,” Jackie said.

I followed Jackie out to her car.

“Where does she live?” Jackie asked.

“It’s no use, she won’t return my calls,” I replied.

“That’s not the answer,” Jackie said.

I directed Jackie to Samantha’s apartment.

“Wait here,” Jackie instructed. “It’s Samantha, right?”

Jackie disappeared for ten minutes then gave me a call.

“Come on up. Samantha will see you now. You’ve got five minutes to apologise,” Jackie said.

Jackie let me in when I knocked on the door.

“Now for the sake of the art, you two sort this shit out. I don’t want to have to come back,” Jackie said.

I glanced across the room towards Samantha sitting on the couch averting my gaze.

“I’m sorry I upset you. And you felt I tried to get out of the project,” I said.

“I accept your apology,” Samantha said.

“This is the hardest thing I’ve ever worked on creatively. But it’s also the most important,” I said.

“Well, you’re not exactly showing that in your actions,” Samantha said.

“You are an incredible person. You are smart, and funny, and attractive, and have the most amazing spirit I’ve ever seen. From the second I laid eyes on you, I knew I had to capture that,” I said.

“Go on. You have my attention,” Samantha said.

“It’s simply your story is an incredibly personal one. And one I have to do perfectly. If there’s any negative impact on you, or the transgender community, I’d never forgive myself,” I said.

“Perhaps, it’s too hard,” Samantha said.

“It’s too important to put in the too hard basket,” I said.

“How do we move forward?” Samantha asked.

“I have an idea, but you might not like it,” I replied.

“I’m listening, aren’t I?” Samantha said.

“I think we need to get closer,” I said.

“You can sit here on the couch, if you like,” Samantha said.

“No, the couch isn’t the place I had in mind,” I said.

Samantha peered up at me and smiled through her runny mascara.

“You ruin my makeup and then you want to have sex,” Samantha said.

“We need to share the storytelling, but I’m not close enough,” I said.

“Oh, so you’re not trying to get laid,” Samantha said.

“Well, maybe that as well,” I said.

“Awesome, because I’m getting tired of jacking off to your Instagram pictures,” Samantha said smiling.

“I’m not sure what to do, or how to do it. But I’ve wanted to get close to you, from the moment I first saw you,” I said.

“While we’re confessing. I have to admit I pleaded with Courtney to bring me along,” Samantha said.

“So, you reckon I’m totally hot, hey?” I asked with a smile.

“Fuck yeah, look at you,” Samantha replied.

“We should have listened to Zen, and got it on from the start,” I said.

“She’s wise beyond her years, that one. An old soul,” Samantha said.

“Okay, but if we’re gonna do this, I want to do it properly,” I said.

“What do you mean? Like get married first?” Samantha said jokingly.

“No, I’m gonna take you out tonight. Then, we’ll come back here and work out how to do it,” I said.

“That’s the most romantic thing anyone’s ever said to me,” Samantha said.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


I KNOCKED ON Samantha’s door at 6:00 pm. When she opened the door, I felt a lump in my throat and my cock harden the second I saw her. She wore a black leather skirt with a top to bottom zipper at the front and a black bustier top with sheer fabric sleeves. A pair of black five-inch suede ankle boots with studs completed the ensemble. Her hair was straightened and pulled away from her face, while her night-time makeup included smokey eyes and ruby red lips.

“Are you ready for dinner?” I asked.

“I’m ready for that and whatever else the night brings,” Samantha replied leaning forward and kissing me softly on the lips.

“Let’s hit The Sofitel for cocktails,” I said.

I felt like the luckiest guy in Noosa with my arm around Samantha. Any guy in town would have traded spots. I held her tight during two rounds of cocktails.

“This is a lovely start to the night,” Samantha said while gently rubbing my leg with her boot.

“I want to make this a night we’ll never forget,” I said.

After cocktails, we headed to Bistro C for dinner. Sitting by the boardwalk, we watched the sunset over the water while the kids splashed in the ocean until the sun disappeared from sight. Samantha was playful throughout dinner, with entrees shared and mains exchanged, before we retired to Massimo’s for Italian Gelato.

“I think I’ve eaten too much. I want to go to sleep,” I said when we returned to Samantha’s apartment.

“Dream on stud. It ain’t happening,” Samantha said.

As Samantha shut the door, I pushed her to the wall and kissed her deeply.

“I’ve been wanting to do that all night,” I said.

“I can feel that,” Samantha said sliding her hand down to my rock-hard cock.

Samantha was a playful kisser. Our tongues danced before she ripped my shirt open and worked her way down my chest. I enjoyed her taking the initiative, but hastily pinned her to the wall again and removed her top. Her floral perfume filled my nostrils as I teased and tormented each of her burgeoning breasts.

While Samantha massaged my package, I moved to her skirt zipper.

“I love the way you prepared for speedy access to the jewels,” I said.

“I felt you needed some encouragement,” Samantha said.

“No encouragement required,” I said as I dropped to my knees and kissed Samantha’s flaccid cock through lace panties.

Within seconds I felt Samantha’s cock go rock hard. I wanted to see it. No, I needed to see it. With a hand on either hip I pulled Samantha’s panties to the floor.

“My god, it’s beautiful,” I said.

Samantha’s five-inch uncut cock stood to attention.

“Let’s get this show on the road,” I said.

Without hesitating, I plunged my mouth over Samantha’s cock and started sucking. I tried to channel the best blow jobs I’d had. In seconds, it was moist and started turning purple.

“Not too fast, I want to savour this,” Samantha said.

Placing a few butterfly kisses on the head, I stood and pashed Samantha again.

Working Samantha’s neck and ears like a madman, I heard moans of joy emanate from above me. Her breathing became quicker and shallower, as her eyes lost focus.

“Slow down, it’s not a race,” Samantha said.

Samantha took the lead again and threw me back against the door. Kissing my neck and chest she started rubbing her body against mine. My cock moved from semi-hard to rock-hard as our cocks met and moved against our bodies.

“Fuck that feels awesome,” I said.

With Samantha’s nipples rubbing my chest and her cock dancing with mine, our kissing became erratic and sloppy. Breathing was difficult as waves of pleasure washed over us.

“I’m gonna come,” I mumbled.

Instantly, I blew a river of nectar up onto my chest, with Samantha doing the same less than two seconds after. Samantha wrapped her arms around me and held us tightly together, locking us as one while sweat poured down our bodies.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” I said.

“You did well for a straight guy,” Samantha said.

I stared deep into her eyes and pressed my lips against hers, breaking through and sharing my tongue.

Finally, after a few minutes we departed the doorway and wandered into the bathroom.

“You’re such a dirty boy, I’m gonna need to scrub you extra well,” Samantha said turning on the shower.

Removing the last of our clothes we jumped into the shower.

Samantha’s breasts glowed pink from the hot water. I stood back a step tracing the movement of water from her hair, down her chest, onto her stomach and finally down her cock. She appeared every bit the supermodel I’d dreamed of.

“You are stunning,” I said.

Samantha pumped out a handful of soft-wash and dropped both hands to my semi-flaccid cock.

“I need to clean all that nasty sweat off,” Samantha said with a smile.

“I think it’ll take quite a lot of rubbing,” I said.

“Lean back and I’ll get started,” Samantha said.

Doing as ordered I leaned back against the tile wall while Samantha kissed my neck and alternated stroking my cock with her left hand, then right hand. Each stroke started at the root and ended deliciously at the cock head. My legs started to shake, and I had to hold the taps to steady myself.

“Oh fuck, that’s amazing,” I moaned.

Samantha worked up the speed and held a rhythm that moved me to new levels of ecstasy. She moved from forehand to back hand to mix it up and prolong the excitement. But in the end, I wasn’t gonna last too long.

“Fuck yeah,” I screamed as I shot my load onto Samantha’s stomach.

She maintained the strokes until every last drop of fluid was ejected and the pleasure subsided.

“Here, enjoy the fruits of my bounty,” Samantha said wiping up a handful of my nectar and offering it to me along with her lips.

“I think you’re almost clean now, but I may need washing,” Samantha said.


CHAPTER TWELVE


AFTER CLEANING OFF for a second time, Samantha disappeared into the bedroom while I dried myself.

“I’m sorry I don’t have a change of clothes for you,” Samantha said.

“That’s okay, I can put mine back on,” I said.

“But at least I’ve got a few options to choose from. Come and see,” Samantha said.

I tied a towel around my waist and headed for the bedroom. As I walked in, I saw Samantha laying on the bed wearing a white lace baby doll and white five-inch thigh high leather boots.

“Do you like this one, or would you like to see something else?” Samantha asked.

“Can I choose both options?” I replied.

“Only if you’re a good boy. Now come over here and lend me your cock,” Samantha said.

I wandered over to the bed and sat on the edge. Samantha walked her fingers up my thighs and rested on my cock.

“Are you ready for another round, stud?” Samantha asked.

“Are you? Remember this isn’t solely about my cock,” I replied.

“Fine, knock yourself out,” Samantha said rolling over to provide a sixty-nine position.

With Samantha gorging on my cock, there was little time to lose. I needed to get sucking immediately to catch up. Whatever I felt Samantha do, I mirrored until I felt what actions hit what buttons.

“Where did you learn that?” Samantha asked.

As Samantha deep-throated me, I sucked and tongued her cock head. I ran my hand down to her hairless sack and started to massage her balls. I stroked a bit deeper and started to gag but managed to open up my throat and take her whole five inches. My eight inches was more of a challenge, but Samantha had me wholly consumed in no time.

The joy of giving was as wonderful as the joy of receiving. Samantha’s breath shortened, and that spurned me on. I’d never really appreciated the workings of a cock until I’d tasted one, and I like what I tasted. Samantha’s cock started to quiver, and her hips withdrew, almost spasming. Seconds later Samantha’s cock erupted, sending a river of salty nectar down my throat.

“I must have done something right,” I said.

Samantha upped the pace and intensity causing me to lay back on the bed. As the third orgasm for the hour, I was a little slow in arriving at the destination. But I got there.

“I’m gonna come,” I moaned.

Samantha thrust and opened her throat wide allowing a stream of my nectar to run deep down her throat.

I flipped around and spooned Samantha for a solid ten minutes. I dripped with sweat and so did she. Even the recent showers didn’t help us, such was the ferocity of the activity we’d undertaken. And being in the tropics didn’t help.

“How did you enjoy our first date?” I asked.

“You’re not getting out of here that easily,” Samantha replied.

I leaned forward and kissed Samantha’s neck and ears.

“I hoped you were gonna say that,” I said.

After cuddling for a few minutes, Samantha rolled over.

“That cock of yours is going deep inside my arse,” Samantha said.

“Sounds like fun,” I said.

Samantha rolled over and grabbed a bottle from her bedside table.

“With a cock that size, it’s gonna need to be lathered in this stuff,” Samantha said.

Samantha squeezed a massive blob of liquid into her palm and proceeded to slather it up and down my cock head and shaft. She then placed a generous dollop on her arse.

“Sit up with your head on the pillows,” Samantha said.

Positioning herself below me, Samantha straddled my thighs and sat on my stomach. One last dollop of liquid, and she moved her arse with astronaut precision over my rock-hard cock.

“Ready for docking?” Samantha asked.

Samantha held my cock until the tip entered her sphincter. It took a few moments, but as she held the shaft, she dropped her arse down consuming more and more of my cock along the way. Samantha’s arse fit me like a glove. I couldn’t believe how firmly it held my cock. Gentle but firm. As Samantha’s bottom hit my pelvis, I braced for action.

“Fuck me cowboy,” Samantha screamed.

Samantha grabbed my shoulders and slowly slid her arse up and down my cock. Looking into her eyes, I noticed the extreme pleasure flooded through her body. Each thrust sent a jolt of pleasure through her and forced her eyes back into her head. With her hair swaying about her gorgeous face, Samantha rode me like a bucking bronco.

“Oh, fuck, that’s incredible,” I moaned.

Samantha upped the intensity of the thrusts. Grabbing her thighs, I felt her muscles flex with each stroke. I moved my hands to her hips and guided her rhythm to maximise pleasure for both of us. Relaxing back into the bed, I kicked my hips up each time she moved down. This sent my eight inches deep inside her, probing the G-spot.

“You are huge. No one’s ever reached there,” Samantha said.

I knew I provided extreme pleasure and didn’t want to stop. But Samantha’s action raised me to new highs and got me close to bursting.

Samantha stopped and turned around. She now faced away from me and had reset the orgasm. She bounced higher and higher until the power of each down stroke bruised my pelvis. But I was in heaven and didn’t care about a few bruises.

“Fuck that’s incredible,” I moaned.

After another turn, I glanced up to see Samantha’s beautiful face peering down at me. She was red-faced. She sweated. But she was so beautiful, I knew I needed to buckle in for the run to the finish line.

“Finish me off,” I said.

Samantha bounced higher and dropped more forcefully. Her breasts bounced to the rhythm while her now flaccid cock bumped along. Within another ten thrusts, I lost all control and unloaded a stream of my nectar deep into Samantha’s arse. I reached out and pulled her hips in close to retain the connection for as long as possible. I never felt as close to another human being as I did at that moment.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


SAMANTHA AND I got no sleep that night, or the following morning for that matter. In fact, I didn’t leave Samantha’s apartment for two full days. Zen texted me to see if I was okay, but I instructed her not to call out a search party. I tried to convince myself it was all in the name of art, but it was much more than that. Those two days allowed me to utterly appreciate the true essence of Samantha’s beauty.

Our connection was stronger than anything I’d experienced before. She was an incredible woman and an even more incredible lover. The lovemaking options were virtually unlimited, although we tried to experience every possible one. It was new, it was fresh, and it was exciting. I came to fully appreciate Samantha’s equipment and never imagined I’d learn as much from someone so young.

Our romantic dalliance provided a sudden flood of creativity and energy for my work. Back in the studio, I worked day and night on the piece until I’d captured Samantha perfectly. We talked about how to portray her story in the painting, but my vision became crystal clear. All I needed to do was let the brushes uncover my vision.

The painting made the finals of the Archibald Prize and created a lot of publicity. It polarised both judges and public opinion. The subject area remained too sensitive for mainstream arenas. But it won the Packing Room Prize voted for by the gallery staff, and created enormous buzz around transgender women of visibility, like Samantha.

After the Archibald Prize submission, the painting went on to be featured in an LGBT exhibition in the Tate Gallery in London. The exhibition was a hit and went on to tour forty countries across the globe over the following ten years. This amplified the publicity and left people asking about the relationship between painter and muse.

Samantha returned to Europe after her summer break. We had been inseparable up until then. But a call from Stuart a week later saw me move to London to join his burgeoning team. But the best part of the offer, was the proximity. It left plenty of time for conjugal visits with Samantha.


MY OTHER BOOKS!
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Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


FLIPPING OUT
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Have you ever been seduced by a more experienced lover? What boundaries would you cross and which ones would you not?

Josh Carter is loving life. A recently qualified carpenter, he lives by the beach in Miami, Florida where he works hard and plays just as hard. But at only nineteen, Josh lacks experienced in the love stakes and is looking to fast-track the experience curve.

Josh and his best mate, Buddy, can’t believe their luck when they get hand-picked to join the elite Home Flip team and work on the boss’s pet project. The Key Biscayne mansion flip is everything the boys could want. It’s a great home, in a first-class area and the project sees them teamed with the best tradespeople in Miami. But best of all, Key Biscayne is MILF central.

As the boys start the six-week flip, each quickly finds their MILF target. For Buddy, it’s the boss’s wife, while for Josh, it’s Kamilla, the number one Interior Designer in Miami. But the boys soon learn they aren’t in control. Unlike the girls they date, the MILFs are confident, demanding, and always in control.

If you like transgender romance stories that pack a lesson or two, like ‘The Graduate’, then you’ll love ‘FLIPPING OUT’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Josh’s pursuit of Kamilla provide the learning experience that he yearns for, or will he be faced with a whole other set of eye-opening opportunities?


THE ROAD TRIP
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What happens when a jock, a theatre kid, a hippy and a biker set out on a Road Trip across the USA?

Vince Ford has it all under control. Starting for Duke University’s NCAA championship basketball team, he’s an odds-on number one draft pick for the NBA. But success has not come without sacrifice. Especially for Vince who insists on graduating with an Engineering degree before he joins the NBA. This leaves little time for enjoying his success, fun and definitely no time for relationships.

With only a year until he graduates and hits the NBA, Vince jumps at his last opportunity for a hometown visit and some of Mum’s home cooking. Setting off from North Carolina, Vince heads off on a Road Trip to Seattle, via Chicago, the likely future home of his basketball playing life.

Rather than travel alone, Vince advertises for a companion and gets more than he bargains for in Blair, a stunning theatre major. Blair is a wild child who somehow convinces Vince to pick up hippy girl Freedom, in an attempt to shake off Blair’s ex-boyfriend, the biker Snake, who is chasing them across the country.

If you like transgender romance stories that embrace diversity like ‘Little Miss Sunshine’, then you’ll love ‘THE ROAD TRIP’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Can Vince survive Blair’s wild ways long enough to get to Seattle or will the Road Trip enable these two strong and determined, yet vastly different personalities, to meet somewhere in-between?


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

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

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

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

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

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


HIDING OUT
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Ever had the impulse to help out a stranger for no real reason? No, really put your life on the line for someone.

Joe Murphy was a broken shell of a man. A month after his fiancé ran off with another woman, Joe struggled to get out of bed in the morning. His picture-perfect existence with his dream girl was shattered.

So, Joe’s sister, Aileen, suggested a day trip to the Blarney Stone, in search of a change of fortune. Aileen herself was recovering from a less than ideal relationship. But while lunching on fish and chips, Jamie approached the siblings, asking for a lift to Dublin.

Jamie was a slight boy, with luscious long hair and stunning elfin features. Somehow, Joe felt compelled to help Jamie out. Something he never did. But he never imagined this simple act would both endanger his life and uncover his one true love. A love burning with passion so strong that it only existed in his dreams.

If you like transgender romance stories in the mould of ‘Married to the Mob’, then you’ll love ‘Hiding Out’! The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Can the Irish Mob, a jealous ex-fiancé, a snoopy neighbour or the Irish Guards quell the passion between Joe and his one true love?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


HYPNOTIC LOVE
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Have you ever been tempted to put on a public show of affection? How far would you go to display your love? Would it change things if you were at the Office Christmas Party?

Christian Porter is a young man on the way up. Top of his graduate program at a Big Five firm, this Financial Whizz is kicking goal after goal. With a great apartment, good friends, and a successful career, Christian’s star is definitely on the rise. That is until he attends the Office Christmas Party.

Christian’s workmates are more than just a little jealous of his success. So, they decide to pull him down a few pegs by volunteering him to participate in the night’s entertainment. As a victim of the hypnotist, The Great Mephisto, Christian develops more than a few unfamiliar desires. And some of them appear to last well after the act is over.

But Christian also meets the girl of his dreams at the Office Christmas Party. He even professes his love for her by singing, dancing, and performing for her on stage, in front of his whole firm. Violet Adams is the hottest DJ in town and over a series of meetups, grabs more than just Christian’s attention. Until Christian’s workmates get inside his head. Is it true love, or is just it a hangover from the hypnosis?

If you like transgender romance stories with the glamour of ‘Priscilla - Queen of the Desert’ and the heart of ’The Crying Game’, then you’ll love ‘Hypnotic Love’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Christian overcome his romantic insecurities before he loses the love of his life, or will his workmates sabotage his one chance for true love?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


THE 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?


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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