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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“WELCOME GRADUATES OF the class of 2019,” the Chancellor started. “Today marks a turning point in your life. You entered Northwestern University as young adults with potential, while you leave as adults equipped for success. Through perseverance, you have achieved your goal and graduated from this fine learning institution. You must now seek enlightenment from the wider world, and use your learnings, to experience all that life has to offer.”

I reflected on what the Chancellor had said on my way back to my dorm. At 19 years and having just graduated from Northwestern with a degree in Economics, life offered many options. But to reach my full potential I still had barriers to overcome. I was successful outside of school. At a touch over 6ft 3in and with a slim but athletic build, I could run 10 km in 32 minutes flat. I was super fit and did a half dozen triathlons a year. But when it came to social life, I lacked the confidence to succeed.

You could best describe me as a little shy. But that comes with the territory when you are brought up in a small midwestern town of around 50 people. At 10 years, I was sent to a same sex boarding school for six years, and for the past four years I’ve been away at college. So, I was self-sufficient, tended to keep myself to myself, but could make friends relatively easy, when I wanted too.

I’d had a couple of girlfriends at college but was still a virgin. I just hadn’t met someone special enough to have sex with yet. I was too focused on my studies and sport rather than a social life. Or so I convinced myself. I couldn’t afford to let anything get in the way of my studies. But now that my studies were completed, I wanted to get out and about and experience more of what life had to offer.

My mid-west Baptist family had always supported me. While my college debt was mine, I saw it as an important investment. Dad and Mum paid for a good education so that I was able to get a top line college degree. I’m the first of my family to attend college, and to graduate.

Now that college was finished, I was excited to return home for a few weeks to prepare for my next challenge, working in the real world. I was looking forward to spending time with Dad, Mum and my sister Nicole, before heading off again.

Dad worked a small corn farm while Mum tended the home. She was a great cook and could make or fix just about any item of clothing. Nicole had been away at high school and was about to start a hairdressing job locally in town. So, the time was right for a family get together and celebration.

My ambition was to secure a job with a top firm in New York, Boston or Chicago. I’d been through all the applications and interviews. All that was left was waiting for an offer. I was confident that I’d get something but wasn’t sure where or with which firm. I wanted to find a secure job that would help pay off my debts, give me a career path, and let me see as much of the world as possible. Big ambitions I know.

But now, I was heading into the mid-west on a Greyhound bus. Best described as the sheltered side of middle-class America, I was looking forward to the quiet, the simple lifestyle and the rhythm of living off the land.

Heading home had me looking forward to catching up with friends back in the old town. I was lucky enough to get out of town, but my two best friends, Rob and Bill didn’t go to college. Instead they transitioned into their family businesses. Rob managed the local general store. Meanwhile, Bill worked driving trucks. I was looking forward to catching up as it’d been a couple of years since we’d spent any meaningful time together.

College was a challenging time for me. I went from a single sex boarding school with a population of 300 in the mid-west to Northwestern University with a co-ed student body of over 20,000. The campus was huge, the buildings historical and the alumni was imposing. It was hard at first, but I learned how to get along. In many ways it brought me out of my shell, even though I’m still a mid-western boy underneath it all.

My peer group at Northwestern were the shy and quiet kids. I was well liked and quite popular within my peer group. You wouldn’t call me a party animal by any measure, but I had a number of friends through academic, social and sporting associations.

While at college I’d had a couple of girlfriends. In second year, I met Sally who was in my accounting class. She was short and pretty with glasses and a wonderful broad smile. We were thrown together on a project which gave me the chance to get to know her. After around six months I worked up the courage to ask her out. When I did, Sally’s response was “it took you long enough. I didn’t think you liked me.”

Sally and I dated for around a year, but it never got serious. Like me, Sally was very focused on her studies and that always came first. She was from the West Coast and went home for college breaks. She would always return looking toned and tanned. Eventually, we just agreed it wasn’t going anywhere. We stayed friends, however.

A few months later I met Monica. She was a psychology major who I bumped into in the pool one day. She was a competitive swimmer at high school and trained six mornings a week. She had a typical swimmer’s physique and great legs. We were more training than potential life partners, but she was a great girl and we had some good times until graduation. Again, we were heading in different directions so decided to part amicably.

Neither Sally nor Monica were ever close enough that we stayed together overnight. It just didn’t happen, so I remained a virgin throughout college. I told myself that I wouldn’t take a relationship to the next level unless I saw a long-term potential. I was also pretty committed to getting good grades and competing well in triathlon. So, it never happened.

By the time graduation came along, I had enjoyed my college time, formed some solid friendships, had some experience with the opposite sex and was ranked top 10 in the state for triathlon. What with also getting a degree with honours, I was pretty happy with my tenure at college.

But the Chancellor’s words kept coming back to me. It was time for me to become a fully-fledged man. I just needed to find someone special enough to take that next step. Someone, for whom I would want to pop my cherry.


CHAPTER TWO


THE TRIP BACK home took a good eight hours. Hence, I didn’t get back too often. To pay for my education, I stayed at Northwestern during college breaks and tutored other students taking make up classes. It paid well enough that I could fund my sports and social activities, but not much more.

After a 90-minute plane trip, I had a 6-hour bus trip. I didn’t mind the travel. I had always been happy with the solitude that travel provided. I suppose it came from my triathlon training. Travel gave me time to rip through a good book or work through some deep thinking or plan for the future. This trip I decided to read up on starting a new job.

Before leaving college, I contacted Rob and Bill by Facebook. We had plans to catch up the night I arrived. It wasn’t like a big college pub crawl, but we were going to a nearby town, with a sprawling population of closer to one thousand, to hit the night life. Both boys were single and looking for the love of their life.

The problem with growing up in a small town is the tiny partner pond, as the boys well know. It’s hard to meet someone romantically when you are related to everyone in town. That’s how it was for Rob and Bill, who by the way were first cousins. So even Bill’s sister Jess, was out of bounds for Rob. As a result, we boys remained shy and inexperienced when it came to girls.

Once I reached town and got my bags off the bus, I immediately saw Dad, Mum and Nicole waiting for me. It was so good to be home and see them again. It had been a few years since I’d seen Nicole and couldn’t believe how much she’d blossomed. Note to self; tell the boys that Nicole is off limits.

“How was the trip?” Mum queried.

“Great,” I responded. “No delays, just a solid 8 hours of sitting in cramped quarters.”

It seemed both airline and bus seats were designed for small to average travellers. As a tall and gangly type, I always found the seats difficult for me to get comfortable with.

“How about we go to the cafe?” Mum suggested. “You must be famished after all the travel.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I said with a smile. “But I’ll need to leave enough space for your special meatloaf. I’ve been thinking of that all day.”

That cheered Mum up. She loved to cook for the family and loved to know it was appreciated.

With that, we walked across to the cafe in the local store.

“So, have you heard anything on the job front yet?” Mum asked as soon as we were seated.

Mum was always the one who took the lead with the conversation. Dad was a little more reflective and only spoke when we were alone, or when Mum wanted him to raise something important.

“Not yet,” I said. “I’m not expecting to hear anything for at least another two weeks.”

A waitress that I didn’t recognise came over and asked what we wanted to order. We all decided to have hot drinks to leave room for the epic lunch that had been prepared. While we waited, I caught up on the hometown gossip. Apparently, the Jones’ had fully retired leaving the transport business in Bill’s hands. But nothing else had changed in the last two years.

“We’re so proud of you,” Mum said. “I can’t believe you’re the first member of the family to get a college degree.”

“Thanks Mum,” I responded. “But I couldn’t have even contemplated it without the support of you and Dad.”

“Well, we are proud of both our kids,” she went on. “Nicole has started at the hairdressers and is getting great feedback from clients and boss alike.”

“So, your father and I wanted to celebrate this important moment with you. Didn’t we dear?” Mum said.

Dad nodded and reached into his jacket for a small paper bag.

“To celebrate this historic event,” Dad announced. “We’d like to give you a trip through Europe. We understand that you’ve only got a month before you need to start a new job in a new city, but after all your hard work we wanted you to take this last opportunity you’ll have for a decent holiday.”

With that, Dad handed over a ticket to the ‘Sun Princess’. I was totally surprised and overwhelmed by the generous gift. I had always loved the look of Europe and had pictures all over the walls of my bedroom.

“This is so generous,” I replied in relative shock.

“We’ve been saving for a while and thought you’d well and truly earned this treat,” Mum said.

I opened the ticket and read the details. Called the fun ship, the Sun Princess will travel from beautiful Barcelona to inspiring Istanbul over 30 days and 29 nights. Along the way you’ll visit Ibiza, the French Riviera, Italy, Croatia, Greece and Turkey.

“Wow, that’s all the bucket list spots from my bedroom wall,” I exclaimed.

“Well, we hope you have some fun, relax, get a dose of history and you never know, maybe even meet someone special,” Mum replied with a big broad smile.

“The only thing I need to point out is that the trip starts in two days,” Mum went on. “You will need to leave for Chicago tomorrow. We’ve booked you on the midday bus, so you’ll have to go a little easy tonight.”

I couldn’t believe how generous my parents had been. But, how was I gonna tell Rob and Bill? We had big plans for tonight, and I needed to see that through. I’d better be an awesome wingman for them. But I knew they would be alright with it. Hell, it’s a cruise through Europe with a boat full of hotties. How else would they be but happy for me, and perhaps a little jealous? I smiled just thinking of the fun times to come.

That night I went out with Rob and Bill. I explained the situation and they both understood what a great gift my parents had given me. At first, they were disappointed that we couldn’t all hang out for the month, but after I helped them both meet nice girls, they were happy enough. I drifted off to sleep later that night thinking of the possibilities that lay ahead.


CHAPTER THREE


THE NEXT DAY came quickly. I didn’t need to repack much, so was able to spend most of the morning with my family. We had a big breakfast and then I spent some time helping Dad with a few two-man jobs on the farm. Mum and Nicole cooked a big early lunch, which was delicious.

At midday, my parents dropped me back at the bus stop. My month at home had turned into less than 24 hours. But my parents were glad I was so looking forward to the cruise and saw me off with a tear and a smile. I promised to be as good as I could, which was not as well received as I thought it would be.

Back on the Greyhound I studied up on my itinerary. I didn’t worry about the ship as the photos made it look fun and exciting. It must be pretty good if my parents had picked it, I decided. The bus trip flew by and in no time, I was boarding a plane in Chicago.

The flight was scheduled to take another eight and a half hours direct from Chicago to Barcelona. I was still feeling under the weather from the night out with the boys, so was looking forward to sleeping through. We boarded on time and I took my seat in a row next to a couple of young guys, Alex and Ryan.

My neighbours were very excitable and seemed primed for a huge party. They were, of course, heading to Barcelona to board the very same cruise I was. Both had travelled with the company before and raved about how much fun it was, especially the night life. It seemed they had shared a cabin about a year ago and had become fast friends.

Alex was the more outgoing of the two. He stood about 5ft 6in and was a graphic designer from the East Coast. He worked for a large magazine house and seemed to be a fan of the fashion industry. He knew all the important designers and even many of the models. Neither of which meant anything to me, I’m afraid.

Ryan let his looks do the talking. He was just over 6ft and looked like he spent half his time in the gym and half under a sun bed. He was an actor from the West Coast who had a few TV commercials under his belt and was hoping to break into a TV show when the pilot season started in around a month. Both boys were, in their words, single and ready to mingle.

Once we were safely in the air and had a drink in our hands, the chatter focussed on what lay ahead.

“You had better not plan on getting too much sleep,” claimed Alex.

“And you had better hope you get good cabin mates,” chimed in Ryan.

“I’m in cabin Z-24,” I responded.

“Then you’ve won the lottery because that’s our cabin too,” quipped Alex.

Well that is settled. At least I’ll be able to get on with half of my cabin mates. We were in a six-berth cabin which had two banks of three bunks. So, I could do a lot worse than Alex and Ryan. I wondered for a moment if they were co-ed cabins. Perhaps each of us would have our perfect girl at the other end of the cabin. I don’t think I’d spend much time sightseeing if that’s the case, I chuckled to myself.

“I can’t wait to see the fashion shows,” claimed Alex at one stage. “They are what makes this cruise unique.”

“I’m expecting you to get us face time with the models,” chimed in Ryan. “That’s the least you could do after telling me about the beautiful people you hang out with.”

“Don’t worry bud,” responded Alex. “I’ll be such a good wingman even you will get laid.”

They kept drinking and chatting about the picturesque places they would take their model conquests. I didn’t need to say much as Alex and Ryan were more than happy to keep the conversation going. They were nice guys, very friendly and easy to get along with. I was looking forward to spending more time getting to know them. We may become lifelong friends.

About an hour from Barcelona the boys asked me about my travel experiences. I had very little to add to their very colourful stories of the world’s sights, sounds and smells. My travel experience was limited to college.

“We’ll have to call you the travel virgin,” quipped Alex. “Don’t worry, we all lose our virginity sooner or later. You’re just a late bloomer.”

I took the sledging as a sign that I had been accepted, and so was happy to wear it with pride. This was sure gonna be the trip of a lifetime. I just hope we don’t have the same taste, and fallout over one of the models or fellow passengers. With that thought the seat belt sign came on and we landed in Barcelona. I was about to set my feet on Latino soil for the very first time. I found it hard to hide my excitement.


CHAPTER FOUR


A PRIVATE BUS picked us up at the airport once we had cleared customs. It whisked us away to the docks where the Sun Princess was standing in all her glory. She was big and white with a blue funnel. Heaps of deck side activities were evident as we boarded. A massive sound system was set up towards the front of the boat, which looked like party central.

Alex and Ryan were excited with what they saw.

“That dance floor is going to be mega-sensational,” enthused Alex. “I can imagine dancing ’til dawn most nights.”

“I’ve already spotted my bar stool,” responded Ryan. “The one closest to the vodka,” he said with a sly grin.

Both boys broke out laughing. Well Alex’s was closer to a squeal.

I followed the boys as we were led to our cabin. I had no preconceptions but knew this would be my home for the next 30 days. I crossed my fingers that it would be like the state rooms I had seen on The Love Boat. Alas, it was not. It was about the size of my dorm room except we had six inhabitants rather than two. At least it was clean and the antiseptic cleaner hid all other smells. I was now very keen to see who we would be sharing with. Again, my mind drifted to models for some reason.

Around 15 minutes after we arrived our cabin mates entered. They were all guys. I sighed to myself but wasn’t surprised. They walked in and introduced themselves. Alex and Ryan again did most of the talking. I suppose it was more their forte than mine. Alex introduced me as Brad the virgin which I quickly had to explain. It broke the ice though.

Our first cabin mate was Brett. He was just under 6 foot with blonde streaky hair and worked as an airline steward in London. He was impeccably dressed and very well-travelled. He spoke quite softly and called everyone hon. But he seemed friendly.

Markku was next to be introduced. He was of similar height but very slim. He seemed to glide across the floor rather than walk as his long dark hair flowed with each step. To see him move was akin to watching an 80’s hair band music film clip in slow motion. Although Russian, Markku spoke English very well.

Our final cabin mate was Tony, a 5ft 6in carpenter from Germany. Tony had short brown hair and looked like he could bench the rest of us at once. He was a powerful looking guy with a neck that seemed larger than his head. His arms were also thicker than my legs. Scars on his face made it look like he’d been in a few fights in his day too.

Once the introductions were over, we all settled into our respective digs for the next month. I got the bunk above Ryan. I was happy to be close to my US compatriots. After much discussion, Ryan had taken the bottom bunk while Alex had the bed by itself. The bed was comfortable enough, albeit a little short for someone of my stature. But I didn’t want to make waves.

We felt the ship move. A quick look at the watch showed it was departure time and so we all went upstairs to the dining hall to say goodbye to Barcelona and the Spanish coastline. Sitting in the dining hall I looked around to get a feel for the passenger body. The crowd were quite rowdy. I looked to all corners and could see each of the groups was very similar to ours. A little too similar, I started to think.

I decided to walk along the ship to see if I could spot my future life partner. No matter which direction I headed in, the passenger mix was the same. There were lots of excited and well-groomed boys laughing and singing as the city of Barcelona shrunk into the horizon. The only girls I noticed were part of the crew. Perhaps it was a single male cruise with stopovers, arranged where we could meet girls? Fingers crossed.

Back at our table my cabin mates were onto their third or fourth round of drinks. I relayed my observations to Ryan who looked at me with disbelief.

“Don’t tell me you’re on a gay cruise by mistake?” Ryan spluttered trying to hide his stupor.

“A what cruise?” I responded.

“A gay cruise,” repeated Ryan. “All the guys including your cabin mates are gay. Didn’t you know that?”

“Well the cruise was a gift from my parents,” I went on to say.

“And they didn’t know you were straight?” Ryan asked. “I’m assuming that’s what you are telling me.”

“Of course, they know I’m straight,” I immediately rebuffed.

“Well perhaps they think you’re bi?” queried Ryan.

“Wrong again,” I said. “I’ve never shown any interest in boys.”

I sat there in silence for a good ten minutes. What was I going to do? We had left port and it was too late to get off the ship. I started thinking why my parents had booked me on a gay cruise. All of a sudden, I thought back to the conversations with Alex and Ryan. Why was I so naive? How did I not work it out sooner?

I decided not to make any rash decisions. Hell, my parents had spent the best part of ten thousand dollars on this trip of a lifetime for me. My economics mind told me to think through the options, weigh up the pros and cons and make an informed decision. In the meanwhile, I knew I enjoyed hanging out with Alex and Ryan, so I could make it work ’til I figured out what to do.

As the drinks continued to flow, my cabin mates became rowdier and the stories they told became more descriptive and pornographic. Brett told a story of a night with two airline stewards and a pilot in the Bahamas. Tony then tried to raise the stakes with a story about his night with a married television presenter. The stories went on and on. It seemed my cabin mates had very high libidos.

When Markku and Tony started to compare sexual techniques, I excused myself and went to my cabin. What were my parent’s motives? Was it a mistake or did they think I was closet gay? How would they even know? They are strict Baptists too, so they wouldn’t be encouraging me in this direction.

I weighed up my options.

1). I could get off at the next port and go home. I’m sure my parents would be disappointed, and I wouldn’t get to see any of Europe.

2). I could stay on the cruise and focus on the daylight activities. At night I could stay pretty much in my cabin reading. That way I’d get to see Europe but not focus on meeting someone on the ship. Only problem is that I’m sure the guys will want to use the cabin for receiving guests, and I don’t want my mistake to be painful for them.

3). I could stay on the cruise but change cabins. I was loathed to do that as the guys were fast friends and I was sure I wasn’t going to find a better group to share with.

4). I could just go with it. Stay on the cruise and socialise with the guys. I won’t be forced to do anything I don’t want to, and they seem like good company. When I’m off the boat in port I’ll see who I meet.

Option four sounded best, but I decided to at least sleep on it.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


THE NEXT MORNING at breakfast I decided to explain the full situation to my cabin mates and tell them I wanted to stay. I made it clear that I won’t be looking for love on the cruise but won’t get in the way of anyone else. The guys thought it was hilarious that my strict Baptist parents had booked their son on a gay cruise.

“Perhaps it’s gay conversion therapy?” Tony quipped.

I wanted to be open and honest with my cabin mates and get their blessing to be part of their cruise experience. I reinforced that this was my mistake and my issue and that I didn’t want it to impact on anyone else’s enjoyment.

“Brett said he was gonna nail you,” quipped Markku.

“I don’t think that’s going to happen or is very helpful,” interjected Tony.

Finally, I made it clear that I was not looking for romance and that I didn’t need a cabin full of gay wingmen helping me come out of my shell. It was an uncomfortable discussion, but it cleared the air. There had been a mistake. I was on a gay cruise. I wasn’t gay. I wanted to enjoy the cruise experience.

Over the next few days I pretty much kept to myself. Our rhythms seem to be out of alignment as I focused on the daytime activities, while the boys focused on the nightlife. Alex and Ryan kicked around with me at mealtimes, but apart from that I was ashore all day and reading in my cabin after dinner.

On the morning of the third day I half woke up around daybreak. My bed started making a weird noise and shaking. Then all of a sudden, a naked man jumped up on my bunk. He proceeded to crawl under the sheets and spoon me. I was more than half asleep but felt his arms wrap around my chest as he started to snuggle into me. A second later, I feel his rapidly hardening member against my arse as he grabbed my cock and gently started to massage it.

That well and truly woke me from my slumber as I grabbed his hand, jumped upright and looked around.

“Oh, sorry dude,” said this surfer looking guy. “I must have the wrong bunk. No damage done.”

I look him straight in the eye but tried to be civil as I felt like I’d been violated. Never before had anyone even touched my cock, let alone a surfer dude on a cruise ship.

“No worries,” I said trying to keep my composure. “Markku’s bunk is at that end of the room.”

“Thanks dude,” he responded. He then proceeded to move over to Markku’s bunk and cuddle up in a similar manner. Markku was more receptive to his advances.

For a small town mid-western boy, this situation was quite confronting. I was trying hard not to spoil anyone else’s cruise but to be honest, I wasn’t enjoying the cruise nightlife anything like Alex and Ryan promised. Perhaps I could leave the cruise at the next port. Perhaps I could follow the same itinerary using trains and hostels. But then I remembered I was a student with an $80,000 student loan and no money left in my bank account. Hell, I couldn’t even afford to get a plane home.

I broke out my computer and start to write a letter home. I lied. I thanked Dad and Mum for the trip and told them what an awesome experience I was having. I described the beauty of the French Riviera and the seaside towns. I mentioned the great friendships I’d already made and attached some photos but made sure to include mixed crowds in the shots. The last thing I wanted to do was highlight their mistake.

As I wrote, I heard Markku and his new friend chatting. Then I heard them kissing and then the springs of the bunk bouncing gently up and down. Over a course of minutes, the sounds increase in pace. This continues with the odd muffled moan until a squeal is audible and the bouncing stops. After a few minutes more I heard kissing and then the bouncing started again.

I tried to go back to sleep but tossed and turned for the next hour or so. I wondered what was happening at the other end of the cabin. I found it all a bit foreign. Perhaps I was just naive. Perhaps I’d just led a very sheltered life. Anyway, it was only day 3 and I’d already had to fight a surfer dude off me in my sleep. Perhaps this is going to be more difficult than I thought.

As the new day broke, I heard Tony and Brett enter the cabin. They’d had an all-nighter and were just a little loud about shushing each other as they made their way to their respective beds. Tony must have pissed for about five minutes. He must have the bladder the size of a horse. Pretty soon all was quiet again the cabin. All the boys were home and down for the count.

Again, my mind wandered. I made the decision to stick with it and not to impact on the guys having their fun. Just because the boys had a different approach to having fun than I did, didn’t mean it’s wrong. I may have been a virgin who was brought up in a small mid-western town, but I’d been away at boarding school and college. I knew what happened in the real world. It was just a little more real than I imagined.


CHAPTER SIX


BY THE FIFTH day, I was loving everything about Europe. The architecture was astounding, the weather was perfect, and the pretty girls were plentiful and very friendly. I could live in the south of Italy, I decided. Cinque Terre was my favourite spot so far. And the Italian food was awesome too.

But back on the boat, I was starting to get cabin fever. The antics of day three hadn’t been repeated but the guys came home at all hours of the night and even day. Markku seemed to be on a roll and winning the hook-up competition. For every hook-up the guys put a symbolic notch on the bed. Last count Markku’s bed post had ten notches on it. Easily double the next highest, which was Tony. It must be the Latino blood, I reconciled. But by now the room was dark 24-7 to accommodate varying sleep schedules. It was also starting to smell less than fresh. I needed to do something new.

“Hey Brad, we’re going to the fashion show tonight, why don’t you join us?” offered Alex?

“It starts after dinner at around 9:00pm,” added Ryan.

They went on to rave about the music, the fashions and the models.

I thought about it for minute. They’d been every night of the cruise thus far, so it must be pretty special.

“Why not?” I responded. “It sounds like a lot of fun.”

To follow the theme of the cruise so far, I’d just signed up for something that I had no idea what to expect.

The three of us headed to the events hall which was an open-air section of the forward deck. A catwalk had been constructed up the middle of the deck with a massive light and sound show. The events hall had come alive beautifully. The fact that you could see the coast of Southern Italy as we cruised, and a perfect clear starry sky, just added to the ambience.

The boys headed for a couple of seats at the end of the runway. I sat to the right of Alex and Ryan sat two seats to my left. The catwalk was around a foot off the floor so we could easily see onto it. A bright red carpet had been laid with a large turning circle at our end. The stage at the other end contained logos of many fashion brands that I had never heard of. Alex knew them all and told me they are all cutting edge.

“You wait till you see the models,” said Alex. “They’ll blow your socks off.”

Each of the boys had their favourite from the night before. It seems Alex knows them all by name through his work on the East Coast.

Right on 9:00pm the fashion show commenced. The lights dim, the music started, and the curtain went up. I wasn’t sure what to expect.

The music was loud and pumping. A DJ started spinning disks and switching them out on a regular basis. I’m not up on house music but it sure added an energy to the stage that both the models and the crowd seem to appreciate.

The clothes were bright and quite unique. The styles were not what I would wear myself, but I could see why the designers were well regarded. There was plenty of colour, with both leather and suede being popular and a unisex feel associated with the garments. As far as I could tell there were clothes for men and women, which I found unexpected, but not strange given the clientele.

The models were buffed and tanned. I become a little embarrassed when I noticed that the surfer dude who grabbed my cock was one of the models. He strutted out wearing a swimsuit, his package bouncing back and forth as he walked. I kept my face down, not wanting him to think I remembered him from a few nights earlier.

Surprisingly, the models were a mix of masculine types, androgynous types and feminine types. Given that the fashions were unisex, I rationalised the they must need female models as well as male models. As I saw the female models walk past, I cursed myself for not coming to see the show earlier. The female models were super pretty and confident in that ‘I’m not going to acknowledge you’ way. They wore blouses, long skirts, short skirts, leggings, jeans and a whole mix of fashionable clothing.

One of the female models particularly grabbed my attention. She was tall, around 6ft with a lithe and slim body. She had the most engaging big brown doe eyes and light brown hair. She walked with a confidence and intensity of purpose that was irresistible. I found myself unable to take my eyes off her as she walked down the runway towards me.

She was wearing a long blue-green leather skirt with a white see-through blouse. Her makeup was minimal just enough to draw attention to her gorgeous eyes and plump lips. She wore a killer pair of blue leather boots lifting her about 3 inches. As she turned, I could swear she looked right into my soul. I then had the cutest toosh to focus on as she returned up the runway.

Her beauty was breath-taking and once she was gone from the catwalk, I felt movement in my pants. Wow, that was unexpected. Why haven’t I seen her around on the boat. I wish it was her that had jumped into bed with me a couple of nights ago. I would have been most happy to feel her hand massaging my cock.

The next time she walked towards me she was wearing a pair of blue leather shorts; the same see-through blouse with a cute little white lace bra peeking through. Again, she wore the same blue leather boots which made her pert arse stick out perfectly. This time I noticed her delicate arms and legs, muscular but slim and athletic.

Each time she walked the catwalk, I felt a tingling sensation start in my loins and by the time she left the catwalk I needed to adjust my semi-hard dick. The visual stimulation was causing me discomfort but still I was yearning for her every time she left the stage.

At the end of the show, all of the models walked down the catwalk. I could not take my eyes off this girl and when she stopped to turn, I could swear she looked straight into my eyes and gave me a brief smile. She only broke pose for a second, but somehow, I felt she has done so just for me.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“PUT YOUR TONGUE away champ,” Alex said to me at the end of the fashion show. “You’d better bring a bib next time.”

“Sorry,” I responded. “I didn’t think it was that obvious.”

“Aren’t you glad you came?” chirped in Ryan. “Well it looks like you almost came,” he laughed.

The boys suggested that we stick around after the show to see if we can chat to the models. Given that these were the only girls on the ship and incredibly hot ones to boot, all I could do was agree.

“I could have sworn that one of the girls smiled at me at the end there,” I said. “Did you see it?”

Both the boys scoffed at the suggestion and the focus changed to them.

As it turned out we all had different taste and there was no overlap. That made for good cabin relations. Ryan went for the androgynous type. He was hoping to hook up with Robin who had modelled for Fendi and Calvin Klein. He loved the way he moved his arse, which he referred to as target number one. He had been working on Robin every night since the ship had left Barcelona. Alex thought he was no closer to hooking up but appreciated his spunk.

Alex on the other hand was looking to spend quality time with one of the chiselled Adonis types. He had a weakness for big muscles, long locks and large feet as he put it. He had his heart set on meeting a Latino stud by the name of Pablo.

I wasn’t going to let it slip, so I mentioned my favourite again.

“Which one?” asked Ryan.

“The girl with the long brown hair that was wearing the blue leather outfits,” I replied.

“Oh Kristin,” said Alex. “In your dreams. You sure know how to pick ‘em.”

Alex went on to tell me that Kristin is so hot right now and has New York buzzing.

Still, I couldn’t get this vision of loveliness out of my mind.

The models walked out and started to mingle. It took a few minutes, but they had to change out of their show clothes and into their ‘civvies’. When Kristin walked out, she was dressed more casually. She wore jeans, a satin blouse and the blue high heeled boots, which I assumed must have been hers. She looked even more breath-taking than I remembered, if that was at all possible.

As she walked out, I could have sworn Kristin looked straight at me and smiled. I tried to hold the stare, but she turned away.

“Did you see that? She smiled at me.” I said.

Alex confirmed what I thought. “Dude, she looked straight at you and smiled.”

“Well it looks like time for Ryan the Wingman to spring into action,” said Ryan.

With that Ryan waited till the moment Kristin walked past.

“Hey Kristin. Have you met Brad?” he said.

I jumped at the opportunity and introduced myself.

“Great show,” I said. “Pumping music, fresh fashion and you were awesome.”

“Thanks,” responded Kristin with a strong middle European accent.

“So, do you work on cruise ships often?” I asked.

“It’s a first time for me,” she said. “But I’m really enjoying it though. The outdoor setting is spectacular and ever changing. And I loved Cinque Terre.”

The conversation flowed easily. Kristin told me stories of growing up in Eastern Europe. Like me, her school life had been away from the family. She had travelled extensively throughout Europe, but never by cruise ship on the Mediterranean. Her bucket list was extensive and right at the top was living and working in America. I told her of my experience growing up in the mid-west and the transition to boarding school.

We’d been chatting for a few hours when we looked around to see we were the last two standing. Kristin asked if I wanted to go for a drink. I jumped at the chance to spend more time with her and we moved to a bar at the front of the ship. We grabbed a drink and cuddled up on a lounge chair. We kept chatting for another hour or so. I was very nervous but plucked up the courage to ask for a kiss. Kristin just smiled and we locked lips.

Her kiss sent electricity through my body. I felt myself getting hard again and adjusted myself, so it wasn’t obvious. I got caught adjusting, but Kristin just smiled. She grabbed my hand which was high up on my thigh. I wasn’t sure if she knew what was happening, but her hand brushed my member and sent shivers up my spine. We kissed again and she gently moved her hand and massaged the top of my thigh.

Kristin’s lips were soft and generous. Her tongue explored every inch of my mouth as we gleefully exchanged saliva. I couldn’t believe how beautiful she looked in the moonlight, as the light danced across her gorgeous face. Things got hotter when I cupped Kristin’s breast and tweaked her nipple. Kristin was more than welcoming as I tantalised her most sensitive areas. Her modest breasts were very sensitive to my touch.

Sitting together in the moonlight things couldn’t have been better. At least that’s what I thought. We were alone on a vacant part of the ship. We continued kissing and then Kristin moved her hand towards my zip. Her hand skilfully undid my fly and gently removed my now hardening penis. Her blue nail polish sparkled as she wrapped her petite hand around my semi-erect member and started to gently massage it.

Kristin tickled the purple swollen tip of my cock before starting a full cock massage. She increased intensity slowly while working her hand the full length of my shaft. She moved faster and faster until I was ready to blow my load.

“I’m gonna come,” I moaned.

She quickly aimed my member towards the floor and kept massaging. Kristin didn’t skip a beat while I cleared my load. It was the first time anyone else had touched me, well except for surfer dude, yet alone made me orgasm. I took a few minutes to recover my thoughts which immediately turned back to her.

With that we kissed intensely before Kristin asked me to walk her to her cabin. We walked hand in hand to her cabin then I kissed her on those sensuous lips one final time. Then it was goodnight. We agreed to catch up for breakfast the next morning. I floated back to my cabin. How had I missed this girl? Why had I wasted the first five days without her? I decided that things were looking up as I drifted off to sleep.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


THAT NIGHT I slept like the dead. No amount of antics from my cabin mates could rob me of dreaming of Kristin. I knew I had met someone who would become special in my life and was savouring the feeling. I dreamed long and hard of our life together in New York.

I woke to the sound of my alarm. I didn’t want to miss the breakfast I had arranged with Kristin, so set the alarm as a safety measure. My cabin mates were not so excited about my alarm, but I quickly switched it off and it was easily forgotten. I jumped up from my slumber and almost ran to the bathroom to get myself ready.

As I wandered to the bathroom, I noticed that Markku had added a few more notches to his bedpost. I’m never gonna catch that dude, I thought to myself. But who knows, I may break my duck with Kristin before the end of the cruise. She seemed to be a little more liberal and sexually experienced than me, or so I gathered from her hand job the night before.

I wandered down to the dining hall a few minutes early and took a seat near the window looking out to the magnificent Portofino coastline. A few minutes later, right on the dot of our agreed meeting time, Kristin sauntered into the room. Even without the makeup and expensive fashion clothes her beauty took my breath away. She wore a classic blue striped maxi skirt with a simple white T-shirt and stunning blue sandals. Even in flats she was long and lean and sexy as hell. I couldn’t believe this was the goddess I’d been lucky enough to spend time with the night before.

“Hi honey,” she said as she walked over to the table. “What a beautiful spot you’ve picked out,”

I stood, kissed her good morning and pulled out her chair.

“How chivalrous you are?” she quipped smiling. “I do so like a gentleman with good manners.”

“Can I order you something?” I asked.

“Just a freshly squeezed orange juice,” she replied. “I’ve got to fit into those clothes again tonight.”

Again, the conversation flowed easily. At no point were we short of things to say. It turns out that, for people from different countries and with different backgrounds, we had so much in common. We had both moved away from home at a young age. Kristin had been discovered at 13 years and moved from Croatia to Milan. After a brief training stint, Kristin started walking the runways at 14 years. Around 16 she was lucky enough to spend time in Paris and had been a regular visitor since. Her work had taken her all over Western Europe and even to Tokyo.

After six years Kristin was at the pinnacle of her career. She had just been signed to do photographic modelling in New York. Things were about to change for her in a big way. While she loved the catwalks and interaction with the crowd, she had harboured dreams of being in fashion magazines in New York since she was discovered. There was something about the city that called out to her.

I told Kristin stories of living on campus at Northwestern. Chicago was a beautiful place but it sure got cold in the winter. It seemed the north of Italy was quite similar. She quizzed me about past girlfriends, and I was coy but mentioned my relationships with Sally and Monica.

“Well their loss is my gain,” she said with a smile.

It seemed that Kristin was very interested in my studies too. She was contemplating what to do once her modelling days were over and was considering college studies. She knew the value of a dollar and had acquired some real estate assets with the money she made from modelling. She had apartments in both Paris and Milan. I was very impressed.

We chatted about our ideal places to live and to visit. We both had New York, Rome and London high on our lists. We both loved travel and history. It seemed the more we found out about each other the closer we became. Even though our upbringings were very different our values and goals were remarkably similar.

But all good things had to come to an end. Kristin was working after all and had to attend rehearsals for the rest of the day. As the ship was docking into Portofino, I was keen to get off the boat and experience this Italian wonder first-hand. We agreed to catch up again after the fashion show. Kristin kissed me goodbye, but this time she penetrated my lips and explored the whole of my moist cavern. I couldn’t take the smile off my face as she left me in the dining hall.

This one is very special, I thought after she left. I didn’t want to rush anything. I would’ve never forgiven myself if I spoilt this by not treating her with respect. Wow, how lucky was I? I’d found the only pretty girl on a gay cruise. What’s the odds? Just don’t stuff it up.

I wandered across to another table where Alex and Ryan sat. Alex was wearing dark glasses and drinking what looked like tomato juice. Apparently, it was a Bloody Mary and he was well under the weather. The boys picked up on my chipper demeanour.

“Thanks so much wingmen for taking me out last night,” I offered.

“What a difference a day can make,” quipped Alex.

“I do believe that our boy is in love,” said Ryan smirking.

“Well at least it’ll stop him moping around the cabin all night like a prison guard,” responded Alex.

“So, do we return to the scene of the crime tonight?” asked Ryan.

“I’ve arranged to meet Kristin after the show,” I replied.

“Well that’s sorted then. Fashion show it is,” responded Ryan. “Perhaps you could give me some tips that’ll work on Robin?”

“I don’t know if my tips will work on guys,” I responded.

Ryan and Alex gave each other a sideways glance and smile knowingly.


CHAPTER NINE


“THANKS AGAIN RYAN for being the best wingman ever,” I said.

“You are most welcome hon,” Ryan replied. “I just broke the ice. You seem to break through the barriers pretty well on your own.”

I was basking in my glory a little but wanted to keep myself reined in.

“So how did the both of you go?” I asked. “Did Pablo and Robin find love?”

“I couldn’t get to first base with Pablo,” responded Alex. “There he was in all his glory. I was chatting to him and really making progress when all of a sudden Juan shows up. I might as well have been invisible after that.”

“Sorry to hear that bro,” I replied.

“Yes, and I was wearing him down prior to that,” went on Alex. “I could almost feel his tight pecs against my back. Bloody Brazilians!”

“How about you Ryan?” I said trying to change the subject.

“Well Robin and I danced all night,” replied Ryan. “We were sweating and grinding until the wee hours. I thought I was on fire with my dance moves. He seemed to be right into me.”

“So that’s good news,” I said.

“Yeah that’s what I was thinking,” he went on. “But we get to the end of the night and Robin says he just wants to be friends. I had a full mongrel aching to be released and he shoots me down like that. He’s such a tease.”

“So, tell us the Goss,” interjected Alex. “How did you go with Kristin?”

“Well we chatted for a while until everyone else had left the events area.” I explained.

“Yes, and then?” added Ryan.

“Then we moved to the bar at the rear of the ship,” I went on.

“Yes, and then?” added Alex.

“And the I walked her back to her cabin, and we kissed briefly,” I said. “I wanted to treat her with respect not leave her thinking I was some dog on heat.”

I purposely left out the bit about the hand job, even though it was a highlight of the night for me. Some things are best left unsaid.

“Well whatever you did, it sure seemed to work,” stated Ryan. “I couldn’t believe when I saw you two love birds sitting there hand in hand this morning. Well done hon.”

“Thanks guys,” I replied. “I can see something special in Kristin.”

Ryan and Alex looked at each other and smiled knowingly. Maybe his parents knew something when they sent him on the gay cruise, they each thought.

“So, it sure sounds like romance is in the air with you two,” Ryan suggested.

“Well we did kiss,” I replied. “But I got so swept away that I haven’t thought of anything further along yet. All I know is that I’m keen and she seems the same.”

They both offered high fives which I gladly responded to.

“So how did it feel to kiss a guy for the first time?” asked Alex.

I was stunned into silence. Were they joking? Kristin was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen. What were they talking about? I could tell my face was turning bright red, but I still couldn’t speak.

“You did know that Kristin is a guy, right?” asked Ryan, breaking the silence.

I could hear the words but couldn’t speak. I didn’t know where to look. I knew something bad would happen if I stayed on this cruise.

“It could have been worse hon,” said Alex. “You could have been in bed with her when you found out. Looks like you dodged a bullet.”

“I think you went further with Markku’s surfer mate,” claimed Alex not really helping at all.

My mind was running. In the space of less than a week it looks like I’ve had two guys go for my cock and I only objected once. What did this mean? Perhaps my parents were aware that they were sending me on a gay cruise. Perhaps I’m the only one who didn’t know. I needed air and time to think so excused myself quite abruptly.


CHAPTER TEN


I WENT FOR a walk to clear my head. I thought about Kristin’s beautiful face and killer body. I remembered kissing her and how wonderful I felt as the excitement of the moment ran through my veins. I remembered cuddling up to her on the deck as we watched the lights of the coastline. I remembered the pleasure she had provided me when she released my load. Sure, the boys must be wrong. Kristin can’t be a guy.

I decided to do some online stalking. I wandered over to the business centre and set myself up on one of the desktop computers. I typed in Kr, then Kristin Stash came up in the Google search box. I wasn’t the only one researching her. She had a few model pages and an IMDB page. I decided to check out the IMDB page as I was familiar with it and thought I could trust it.

Kristin Stash was an androgynous male model born in Croatia. She had appeared in an episode of The Kardashians when they visited Milan, hence the IMDB listing. I couldn’t believe what I was reading. I needed to understand everything. I remembered very well that she had real breasts. Perhaps she was born a guy and had changed her sex. Nothing made sense, I had to know.

I found an article on androgynous models and found out more. Kristin was one of a handful of androgynous male models who went by their female name. A few years back she had changed it legally from Christoph to Kristin. I assumed it was part of a plan to transition her gender from male to female. I couldn’t think of any other reason.

I researched Kristin for about an hour until I wasn’t finding out anything new. I wasn’t sure what to do with my findings. Yes, Kristin had been born a guy. Yes, Kristin had changed her name. That was pretty much all I could find out that she hadn’t told me during our chat. But I also knew that she was beautiful, funny, sexy and shared similar goals and ambitions to me. She was the perfect girl that I was looking for in every way, except for one. But it was a big one I had to admit.

My mind started to move to how my parents would react. Perhaps they couldn’t help but see in her what I’d seen in her? Perhaps they wouldn’t think twice about it? More likely a mid-western Baptist husband and wife would reject her and me? I sure had some thinking to do.

I’d left it with Kristin that I would attend the fashion show tonight and then we would hang out again afterwards. That gave me around nine hours to get my head straight and work out what to do. I wonder if that was why Kristin was happy that I didn’t want to rush things. Was she ever going to tell me? But then, I was booked on a gay cruise.

I walked back into the dining hall to re-join the boys.

“How are you feeling about it all?” asked Ryan. “What are you gonna do?”

“I’ve got the day to think about it,” I answered. “No matter which was I decide to go, Kristin hasn’t misled me. It’s not her fault. I should have been more careful.”

“It sounds like you are pretty much still smitten with her,” went on Ryan.

He was right. I couldn’t stop thinking about her and I had no remorse.

“Does it really matter?” said Ryan. “She looks stunning and you guys make such a sweet couple.”

“Thanks bud,” I said. “But I can’t afford to make a rash decision. Both our happiness depends on my actions.”

Why can’t things ever be simple? It seems like I take one step forward and two steps backward. Thank god I didn’t mention the hand job. That would have sent the boys over the line.

The questions kept flowing and the discussion went on for another half an hour. Once we finished breakfast, I decided to get ready for the visit to Portofino. Perhaps the lovely Italian air will help me think rationally. I grabbed my day pack and loaded up my camera and a few assorted items I would need.

“Portofino, here I come,” I announced as I left the cabin.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


AFTER A DAY in Portofino, I felt much clearer about my predicament. I needed to see Kristin again, which I had planned to do. I needed to see if I still felt the same about her, now I knew the full story. Only then could I make a rational decision about my future with, or without, her.

I got back to my cabin and let the boys know what they had missed. I couldn’t imagine going on a cruise through the beautiful Mediterranean and not setting foot on dry land, but the boys seemed happy to do so. But I guess they were more interested in the sights and sounds on the boat than those off the boat.

Alex, Ryan and I went off to get dinner before the fashion show. I found myself getting excited with the expectation of spending more time with Kristin. I reminded myself of the dilemma, but that didn’t seem to dampen my enthusiasm. I could tell that I was smitten with her. I had fallen hard and that wasn’t going to change soon.

“So how are you feeling about it all?” Ryan asked during dinner.

“I’m looking forward to seeing Kristin again,” I admitted. “But I won’t know how strongly I feel until I see her and chat with her again.”

“Are you gonna tell her you didn’t know she was born a guy?” probed Ryan.

“She’s very special to me, no matter what the outcome,” I replied. “It’s not her fault that I made assumptions. I wouldn’t expect her to expect there was a straight guy on a gay cruise that was hitting on her.”

Both boys were amazed at how rational I was being about it. They agreed that I was a good guy and would make someone a fine husband one day. I felt a little flattered by their praises, but knew I needed to be clear headed and focussed for the fashion show and afterwards. I had established a trusted relationship with Kristin and didn’t want to put that in jeopardy. Funnily enough, I hadn’t even thought about how I would explain the mix up if I decided that I was no longer interested in pursuing a relationship.

I didn’t each much, and after dinner, we all returned to our cabins to get ready for the night ahead. I was getting butterflies now and wasn’t sure if they were due to the impending decision, or at the expectation of spending more time with Kristin. I showered and went all out with my outfit. I wore my tightest black jeans, a bright blue t-shirt and suede boots. I gelled my hair to within an inch of its life and even tried to put in a couple of reps of push ups to present my hottest self.

On the walk over to the fashion show, Ryan started asking wingman questions. He was a great friend.

“So, if you see her on the catwalk and you don’t want to come face to face, just use the word ‘Ex’ and we’ll let her know you’ve got a stomach problem,” he suggested.

“No, I appreciate the offer, but she deserves quick and decisive action,” I responded. “Above all, she has done nothing wrong and deserves to be treated honestly and with respect.”

“Okay, so if you decide you want to end it and you need support,” Ryan went on. “We’ll be on hand until we see you kiss her on the lips.”

“Yes,” chirped in Alex. “That’ll be the sign that you’re gonna become a fag like the rest of us.”

I wasn’t sure how to take Alex’s comment but knew he meant it as a compliment rather than anything negative. In fact, it was his way of welcoming me to the team as such. His comment was well timed, it sobered me up a little and made me think through the ramifications of the decision ahead. I couldn’t believe it, but I was considering starting a relationship with someone who had been born male. That was both scary, and in some ways, exciting.

“Finally,” Ryan started. “Is she gorgeous?”

“Yes,” I answered immediately.

“Does she make your heart skip a beat?” he continued.

“Yes,” I answered. “She’s the only girl I’ve met that I couldn’t wait to sleep with.”

“Can you see yourself with her as a couple in the streets of New York romantically?” he asked.

“Yes,” I replied honestly.

“Then welcome to the team, hon,” chirped in Alex. “You’ve already kissed a guy and spooned a guy, so you’re ready for the logical next step.”

I had made my rational decision but needed to wait until the fashion show started to make my emotional decision. I started thinking how my parents would react when I introduced them to Kristin. I was sure they would be civil, but that was only half of the battle. Both my parents were deeply religious and, even though turning the other cheek is taught widely, this would be a difficult cheek for them to turn. But they had sent me on the cruise, so that must make it easier. I wondered how the dialogue would run.

“Hey Dad, this is Kristin. She was born a boy and I met her on the gay cruise you sent me on.”

I chuckled to myself.

Around 8:30pm, we headed off for the fashion show. It was important that I use the fashion show to re-evaluate my emotional connection. We got there early and took the same seats as the night before. Right on the strike of 9:00pm the thumping music started, and the lights went off. It was game time.

The first time I saw Kristin, I got butterflies in my stomach. She looked stunning in a blue leather micro skirt, white see through long sleeve blouse and her 3-inch heeled blue leather ankle boots. Her skirt was so short I could see suspenders holding up her stockings and as she turned, I could see her black lace knickers. I could feel my member harden as she walked back to the stage. Her arse was bouncing along the catwalk like a karaoke ball. I couldn’t take my eyes off it.

As the show proceeded, I found myself more and more eager to see what Kristin was going to wear next. In a sea of models of all types, masculine, androgynous and feminine, she was 100% feminine in her looks and moves. My favourite outfit of the night was a swimsuit. I strained my eyes as she came down the catwalk but couldn’t see any trace of a cock. I started wondering if she had already started her transition.

The fashion finished around 11:30pm and within 15 minutes the models were starting to mingle. I could see Robin and Pablo, but no Kristin. I was starting to worry when I saw a vision of loveliness come through the stage door. It was Kristin and she was dressed in a stunning dark blue full-length evening gown. My heart started beating faster and faster as she came towards me with a big smile. I rushed up and took her in my arms and kissed her passionately.

“You look stunning,” I said looking like a lovesick puppy.

“Thanks hon,” she replied. “I thought we’d celebrate our 24-hour anniversary in style and attend the captain’s cocktail party. I hope you don’t mind?”

I looked across at Ryan and Alex.

“Welcome to the team,” Alex quipped.

“Nothing to see boys, I think you guys need to mingle,” I quipped.

With that Kristin and I walked to the cocktail party arm in arm.


CHAPTER TWELVE


THE CAPTAIN’S COCKTAIL party was brilliant. We were like a couple of newlyweds unable to keep our hands off each other. There was plenty of yummy food, plenty of champagne and of course plenty of cocktails. We spent a little time with the captain and crew before deciding to go somewhere a little more private. It turns out that Kristin had a private cabin with views of the coastline, so we headed there.

We entered Kristin’s cabin and I immediately pushed her against the door and kissed her passionately. This is what I had been waiting for the whole of my life. But I didn’t want to rush it, I wanted to savour every last moment. Kristin slowly walked me back to the bed and pushed me onto it. She then unzipped the stunning blue dress and stepped out of it. The sight of Kristin in lingerie immediately got me fully erect.

Kristin walked across and reached for my skinny jeans. She knelt on the bed and skilfully unbuckled my belt and undid my fly. She grabbed my jeans and pulled them away and threw them in the corner. Reaching inside my boxers, she pulled out my fully erect member. I could see the tip glowing purple as she wrapped her hands around the shaft and started to stroke it. At first the strokes were slow and gentle, but over time she increased the pace and impact.

I was looking up into Kristin’s eyes as she stroked my cock faster and faster. Her skill was such that every time I felt I was going to blow, she eased off the pressure and slowed down the pace. I was in a continual state of heightened excitement but didn’t blow my load.

After a few minutes Kristin gently kissed the head of my cock.

“I’m not going to waste a precious drop tonight,” she said.

After tantalising my cock head for a minute or two she plunged my fully erect cock into her moist mouth. She took it all and I could see her head bobbing up and down and felt her chin slapping my balls with each thrust. I was in heaven. I had never had oral sex before and was having trouble controlling myself. I decided to give up control and just go with the sensation.

After around five minutes of masterful manipulation the time had come for action.

“I’m gonna come,” I squealed in fits of excitement.

Kristin just smiled and waited for the inevitable expulsion of my fluids into her mouth.

She swallowed every last drop before bobbing up to kiss me deeply. I could taste the sweet and salty flavour of my load throughout the kiss. I didn’t mind. I was in ecstasy.

We cuddled for a few minutes while I recovered my breathing. I was so excited to explore her body that I couldn’t wait any longer. I rolled her over on her back and started kissing her breasts. Her nipples were super sensitive and easy to arouse. Her breasts were at least an A cup and maybe a B cup. I then kissed my way down her abdomen until I reached the top of her panties. The time had come to find out what I would be playing with.

I rubbed her panties and a bulge began to appear. I worked my hands and mouth around the outline watching as her cock grew longer and harder. I pulled her penis out of her panties and started to kiss the swollen head. Instinctively, Kristin had taught me how to give a good head job, so I licked the length of her shaft while massaging her balls. Once fully erect, Kristin’s cock must have been a good six inches. Not quite as big as mine, but it fit perfectly in my hand and mouth.

I started bobbing up and down on Kristin’s erect member, savouring the taste of her pre-come. I enjoyed getting Kristin off and worked her over like a champion. She looked so beautiful in the moonlight moaning in ecstasy. I couldn’t think of anything but making sure she was having the best experience of her life.

“I’m coming,” screamed Kristin after around another five minutes.

I prepared myself for the warm stream of fluid that was to come. I was surprised how much fluid came out but gobbled up every drop. It wasn’t unpleasant to taste or difficult to swallow.

I moved back up and started kissing Kristin again. We lay there still for around ten minutes. I just looked into her eyes and realised that I was the luckiest guy in the world.

“I’d been dreaming of that moment since the first time I saw you in the audience,” she said breaking the silence.

“I’ve been waiting for this night the whole of my life,” I responded.

With that I explained that I was a virgin and had never had sex with anyone before, male or female. She smiled and kissed me intensely.

“Well then I’d better take the lead and show you the ropes tonight,” she replied. “But I can’t guarantee you’ll be getting out of here before daybreak.”

I smiled and kissed her bottom lip.

Kristin reached down and gently massaged my cock back to full erection. It didn’t take much to be honest. She then reached into her side drawer and pulled out a tube of lube. She wiped a blob of lube on her arse and another on the head of my cock, which she gently worked in. She then straddled me and, with her feet on my thighs, lowered her anus onto my cock.

It took a few seconds for her to ease her arse onto my rod, but once to was there she started bouncing up and down using my thighs as a springboard. Her muscle control was magical on my rod. She would clench and release again and again. Her breathing was getting deeper and deeper as her arse bounced off my pelvis. Waves of pleasure ran from my cock through my whole body.

I reached around and started to gently massage her semi-erect cock. It felt magical in my hands. I could feel the veins pump blood faster and faster as she started to moan from the pleasure. I could feel her cock start to quiver and a load of hot come spurted out just as I let my load go into her cavernous arse. I didn’t want the sensation to end.

We lay still in each other’s arms for a while. She encouraged me to stay deep inside of her. I was happy just to soak in her breath-taking beauty under the moonlight. I had a feeling I wasn’t going to get much sleep that night but was enjoying the intimacy.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


MUM AND DAD picked me up from the bus stop. They were so excited to hear all about my cruise. I decided not to tell them they sent me on a gay cruise right away. So, I walked them through the photos.

“The scenery was breath-taking,” I said as I showed them through the photos. “I especially loved Portofino. It was a very special place.”

“Wow, there doesn’t seem to be many girls in your photos Brad,” Mum chipped in. “I hope you didn’t spend your whole time drinking with the boys. You could do that back home.”

I then started getting to the photos where Kristin featured. Mum’s face started to sparkle.

“Wow, she’s very pretty,” Mum said. “I hope you took the chance to spend time with her?”

“She was a model who was working on the cruise,” I responded. “She had to work, but yes I spent a lot of time with her when she was free.”

“Well, you two would give me very beautiful grandchildren,” Mum said with a cheeky smile.

I thought better than to correct her.

“Well that’s what I need to tell you Mum & Dad,” I said. “Not only did Kristin and I have a shipboard romance, but we’ve agreed to move in together in New York when she returns from Fashion week in Paris.”

“Wow, that was quick son,” Dad said looking lovingly at Mum. “But when you know you know.”

“Well that’s the case with Kristin,” I replied. “And I’d like to think I could have your blessing. She’s an amazing girl and there’s definitely something very special about her.”

“Well if she’s your choice,” Mum said, “then I’m sure we’ll love her too.”

“Mum and Dad,” I said in a more serious tone. “Kristin is transexual, meaning that she was born a boy but lives as a girl. I know it must be a shock, but I hope over time that you can come to love her as part of the family.”

I went on to tell Mum and Dad that the reason they didn’t see many girls in the photos was because they’d booked me on a gay cruise. But if they hadn’t, I would never have met Kristin.

You could hear a pin drop. Mum looked at Dad and Dad looked at Mum.

“But does that mean that you are gay?” Mum asked.

“I’m not sure Mum,” I said. “All I know is that I love Kristin and she loves me. I know it’ll take you time to adjust but I’m hoping you’ll come to accept it for what it is. Two people loving each other.”

“It’s quite a shock son,” Dad said. “And it sounds like we’ve pushed you down this path, but I’m sure if you love Kristin, we’ll also love Kristin.”

“You gave me the gift of a lifetime,” I replied. “I got to see the most beautiful place in the world and met the girl of my dreams. What more could I ask for?”


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.


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?


#1 WITH A BULLET
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Have you ever watched the mix of success and self-destructive tendencies ruin the life of someone you care about?

Lucious Lawson has a troubled past but is a gifted musician and songwriter. He and childhood friend Marty Wade have a bag full of awesome songs and a talented set of bandmates. Winning battle of the bands leads to a breakout opportunity, playing support to music legends Mad Day. But Lucious must lift his style if he is to become a true frontman and Rockstar. This includes embracing his small, feminine stature.

Together Lucious and the band quickly develop a cult following, attracting plenty of male and female fans. They also attract the eye of ruthless record company executives. After three hit singles, the band’s star is firmly on the rise and they appear on the fast track to the top. Until Lucious’ love life and corrosive relationship with Mad Day’s lead singer, BJ, threatens success for everyone.

While Marty is scared for the future of his best friend and bandmate, he knows Lucious must forge his own path in life and love. And he can only offer support. So, Marty watches as Lucious’ life spins out of control and, likely, destines the band to the ‘Where are they now?’ pile.

If you like transgender romance stories with an equal dose of sweet melody and style, then you’ll love ‘#1 With A Bullet’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Marty save Lucious, or will his life spiral completely out of control, taking the band with him?


LOVE INTEREST
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What would happen if a television show put the storyline in the hands of the fans? How far would producers go to reflect fan feedback?

Jake Clark has just landed his dream job. Following in the footsteps of his famous uncle, Jake successfully pitches his TV show, ‘Love Interest’, to the network Executives. At thirty years old, he writes and stars in a prime-time network TV series, while his uncle directs.

An experienced actor, Jake is a novice writer with an innovative idea. Jake has committed to reflect fan feedback into the storyline in a ‘choose your own adventure’ way. His script starts with a love quadrangle between his four lead actors, Jake, his pageant queen girlfriend Britney, his best friend Andre, and a stunning trans woman he meets on a bucks-night, Eve.

But once the show starts and the fan feedback comes in, the story heads in an unpredicted and unfamiliar direction. One that both challenges Jake and fails to impress Britney. Determined to be true to his vision, Jake passionately writes the story to reflect fan feedback. But his ignorance puts the show at risk, until Eve leads him on a journey of self-discovery.

If you love television shows like ’30 Rock’, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘Love Interest’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Jake be able to stay true to fan sentiment or will his limitations and actor dissension put success of the show at risk?


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?


ANDROGYNOUS
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Fame, fortune & endless partying. Have you ever wondered what the life of a transgender supermodel is really like?

Ali Loudon has the world at her feet. Smart, sexy and driven, she models for the finest fashion brands in the world. Her life in New York, Milan and Paris has all of the glitz and glamour she had dreamed of as a kid. But she lacks one thing. Someone really special to share it with.

Ali finally realises she has made it when she gets an invite to the event of the century, the opening of the six-star Trumpf Towers in New York. Hosted by billionaire Ronald Trumpf, this is the event any celebrity would kill to get invited to.

But Ali struggles to find her ‘plus-one’. Especially when no-one seems to measure up to her ‘plus-one’ benchmark Brad Fletcher. He is everything she looks for in a guy. He’s tall, dark, handsome and athletic, yet possesses a gentle soul. Only trouble is, Brad is straight and has girls throwing themselves at him every day of the week. So Ali goes on a journey to find a plus-one’ that measures up to her lofty standards.

If you like transgender romance stories in the mold of ‘When Harry Met Sally’, then you’ll love ‘Androgynous’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will supermodel Ali successfully find her ideal ‘plus-one’, or will she need to attend the event of the century stag?


MILE HIGH CLUB - BANGKOK (BKK)
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Have you ever wondered what the crew of a Private Jet gets up to during a week-long layover in Bangkok?

Ken Turner has just landed his dream job. Straight out of the air force, Ken is a handsome 25yo African American who has never left the US. He has been recruited as Co-Pilot, flying a Private Jet for a Silicon Valley entrepreneur. Now the learning curve really begins.

Ken’s first trip is to Thailand, where the crew is based in Bangkok for a week. That gives him ample downtime to have some fun in the nightlife capital of the world. A lamb in a cage of wolves, Ken is naive and doesn’t even know what a ladyboy is.

Viking-esque pilot (Bo) views his job as not just to fly the plane, but to help his young offsider to truly experience each destination. And he enlists Miss Patsy and the Alcazar Cabaret girls to handle Ken’s education, first hand. But gorgeous VIP Flight Attendant (Kimberley) has vowed to keep Ken out of trouble.

If you like transgender romance stories with an equal dose of action and heart, then you’ll love ‘Mile High Club - Bangkok (BKK). The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Kimberley successfully steer Ken away from the forbidden fruit, or will Bo provide Ken with an eye-opening, and perhaps life-changing, experience?


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

[image: ]

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?


OUTBACK JULES
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What would you do if you moved to the other side of the globe and could re-invent yourself? How far would you go? What would you change? What would you do?

Jules Maine is on gap year traveling the Outback of Australia and leaving a trail of broken hearts behind her. Since she was a youngster in The Netherlands, this Aussie adventure had always been her dream. With no-one who knows her and a whole country to experience, her life is a blank page ready to be written.

Jules is tall, leggy and a champion gymnast, all of which makes her popular with the Aussie blokes she meets. She also enjoys dressing up to get a little attention and rarely has to pay for her drinks. But she still needs to work to pay for her travels. So she likes to keep her work and play separate.

But when Jules starts working at the Hall Farm in St George, her world is turned upside down when she attracts the attention of the one guy she just can’t afford to get romantic with. Aaron Hall is tall, blonde and handsome and Jules can’t help but find him super attractive. Unfortunately, he feels more than the same.

If you like your transgender romance novels in the vein of ‘Priscilla, Queen of the Desert’, then you’ll love ‘Outback Jules’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

How can Jules avoid her kryptonite in a small country town with just two pubs and a caravan park?


PRIVATE DANCER

[image: ]

How far would you move outside your comfort zone to impress your secret crush? What line wouldn’t you cross?

Andrew Dawson has the world at his feet. He is young, extremely good looking, wealthy and, as an elite athlete, constantly in the media spotlight. His life seems to be blessed and have it all!

But with the rewards comes the costs. The training, the travel, the game day socialisation bans. While it may seem like an ideal existence to outsiders, it can be very lonely at the top. And finding the one takes time and stability that Andrew’s schedule doesn’t afford.

Recently, Andrew has been spending time with Georgia Bloom. A new addition to the cheerleaders, Georgia has certainly grabbed Andrew’s attention. An ex ballerina, Georgia is everything he wants, or so he thinks. That is until Andrew accompanies Georgia to ‘The Follies’, where he is offered new experiences and suddenly gets a fresh perspective.

If you like your transgender romance novels in the vein of ‘Dirty Dancing’, then you’ll love ‘Private Dancer’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Andrew move to seal the deal with Georgia, or will he find a new direction that excites him even more?


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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