

Contents

Copyright
Part One 
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four

Part Two 
Chapter Five
Chapter Six
Chapter Seven

Part Three 
Chapter Eight
Chapter Nine
Chapter Ten

Part Four 
Chapter Eleven
Chapter Twelve
Chapter Thirteen

My Other Books
Your Feedback
_Blocked
_Deep Inside
_Summer Lovers
_Hypnotic Love
_The Room Mate
_The Apprentice
About



COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

This book is a work of fiction. All the characters in this book are over the age of eighteen (18), fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

COVER DESIGN

Cover Photo by Mahdi Chaghari on Unsplash

Cover Design by Samantha Andrews (SammiTV Designs)

Author Photo by Arthur Yao

PUBLISHED BY: COOK BOOKS

Copyright © 2021 Yumi Cox

All rights reserved.

ASIN: B0991Z2147

Yumi Cox. DOUBLE DARE. Kindle Edition.


PART ONE


CHAPTER ONE

“AND BRONSON SINKS another three-pointer. That’s three in a row for the two time all-star,” I said, as the basketball whooshed through the net.

“But he remains five points down with only ten minutes on the clock. Surely his luck will run out on the desperation shots,” Spencer said.

As Spencer drove past me to the hoop, I feared he may be right. I felt defeat was imminent.

“How about you play left-handed like me,” I suggested.

“How about you play right-handed like me,” Spencer retorted.

We both knew that wasn’t possible. But I liked the competitive nature a game of one-on-one brought out in Spencer. Generally quiet, a competitive side flooded to the surface once he stepped on the court.

“Three pointer. That brings it back to four points,” I said.

“I’d be buying a lottery ticket. Because that luck ain’t gonna hold out,” Spencer said.

As Spencer banked a soft hook shot from the edge of the circle, I saw the clock tick down to five minutes to play. Even if we went bucket for bucket, I’d lose by a few points.

I enjoyed keeping fit but missed the intensity of elite competition. Since injury robbed me of a professional sporting career a year earlier, I had remained fit and healthy. Fitness infused my soul. A daily ritual I needed to observe, both for my physical health and my sanity. When you’ve played organised sport since the age of five, and several years at the elite level, it’s not something you can easily walk away from.

As Spencer drove to the basket, I took a massive risk and launched myself into a highlight reel blocking move. Unfortunately, Spencer feigned his jump shot, and I soared past him into the stands as he laid the ball in.

“And the young champion ices the game,” Spencer said.

“Just an aberration. To my memory that’s twelve wins to you and twenty-seven to me,” I said.

Finding Spencer at my new college had been a godsend. Transitioning from professional athlete to college student had been difficult. But finding a kindred spirit amongst the creative student body at California College of the Arts hadn’t been easy. Outnumbered two to one by the female cohort, few of the remaining students were sporty. And fewer still had the slightest clue about competitive sports. But Spencer not only played, he gave me a run for my money on the court.

“How’s the shoulder holding up?” Spencer asked.

“It’s fine. Don’t you worry about me. I don’t need no pity party,” I replied.

“That scar looks horrendous,” Spencer said.

“Seven operations will do that,” I said.

I’d been quarterback for the NCAA championship team two years running before turning pro as a top ten draft pick. A golden pro career lay before me. I’d joined the San Francisco 49ers and had a full pre-season under my belt. Playing from the bench in the pre-season games, I’d forced my way into the starting side for the last lead-up game against the Seattle Seahawks. After throwing five touchdown passes, we were up by ten and into the last minutes, when tragedy struck. I never played football again, nor did much else with my right arm.

“Does it hurt?” Spencer asked.

“Only when I do something stupid,” I replied.

“Like desperately trying to block my shot?” Spencer said.

Not wanting to admit weakness, I ignored the comment.

“Are you getting excited about opening night?” I asked, attempting to change the subject.

“It’s always like a switch. As soon as we hit dress rehearsal, shit gets real,” Spencer replied.

“I’ve been nervous since I got the part,” I said.

“Your first role is always nerve-racking. Especially when you need to act, sing and dance,” Spencer said.

After reassessing my future, I’d enrolled in a sports journalism degree. Looking to stay local in the bay area, my aim was to leverage my profile in the sporting community. Trained and drilled in media relations from the player side, I expected the transition to be quite simple. But quickly, I discovered planning an interview was a whole other thing to answering a few questions. That’s when I enrolled in performance classes to improve my camera craft.

“Have you got your lines memorised yet?” I asked.

“For Riff Raff, yes. For Frankie, I’m still working on it,” Spencer replied.

“I don’t know how you can prepare for two totally separate roles,” I said.

“It’s just experience. You’ll be wanting to stretch yourself after a few more performances,” Spencer said.

“Do you reckon you’ll get to play Frank, at all?” I asked.

“You never know. Taylor is a prima donna. He may break a fingernail and not go on,” Spencer replied.

“Either way it would be a performance. Whether he went on or not,” I said.

“Yep, that’s Taylor. He’s not one to blend into the background,” Spencer said.

My first day in performance classes was like walking into an episode of The Twilight Zone. Standing a clear twelve inches above everyone else except Spencer, our lecturer immediately asked my name and wrote it in her notebook. Apparently, she had me pegged for the role of Brad Majors at first sight. After providing my name, I walked through the class before taking a seat at the rear. Every eye followed me as I walked past. I felt like a candidate for best in show.

“But how are you going with your lines? Do you want to run them through with me?” Spencer asked.

“Hannah is dropping by later this morning. She’s gonna share some of her wisdom with me,” I replied.

“Ah yes, the benefits of having a talented sister. I hope she plays Janet at some stage,” Spencer said.

As we finished the cool-down by loosely shooting hoops, I tried to imagine Spencer on stage as Frank. He was tall, around 6ft, with long reddish-brown hair tied in a ponytail to play ball. He was lean and lithe, more like a heroin chic waif than a curvy Latino goddess. Still, his soft elfin features meant he could probably pull it off. And with long legs, you could imagine where the audience’s attention would be.

“Catch up with you at dress rehearsal tomorrow,” I said as we left the stadium.


CHAPTER TWO

AS THE CAST and crew filed into the auditorium, butterflies held a cage fight in my stomach. Scanning the vast room, this was my first chance to see the cast dressed for the show. Albeit we were mainly first-year students, there was an explosion in sexuality and sensuality of the characters. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but it appeared once the costumes came out, so did the wild personalities. Being one of few ring ins, cast members not majoring in acting, I felt a little overwhelmed by the sights and sounds.

“Welcome to the penultimate rehearsal for our production of ‘The Rocky Horror Show’,” the director announced.

The cast instantly hushed and turned to face the stage.

“A dress rehearsal is not about trying to remember your lines. Nor is it a time to work out where you should stand, or through which door you should enter. A dress rehearsal is all about honing how you look, how you engage, and how you move,” the director said.

Sitting right up front was Taylor Thompson, our Frank-n-Furter. He wasn’t tall, probably around 5ft 8in, but he had a presence that dominated the room. And it wasn’t merely the four-inch stiletto sandals. He sat alone, with every other cast member at least one seat away. He called it his process. Something he’d learned as a child actor on the small screen for almost a decade in Hollywood. There was no doubting his ability. He never fluffed a line, never missed an entrance, and always played a line to gain maximum impact.

“Taylor, I love what they’ve done with your hair. But I’d like to see your makeup highlight your masculine features more. If I’d wanted a girl to play the role, I’d have cast Juliet,” the director said.

As Taylor headed backstage, I noticed a swaying of hips that hadn’t been obvious before dress rehearsal. Perhaps it was the impact of the heels. Or had he become Frank completely? Either way, it directed all eyes towards his red satin panties. Something he was fully aware of and revelling in.

“Riff Raff, Magenta and Columbia, front and centre, please. Riff Raff, blacker eyes. You’re supposed to be dead, not on the catwalk. Magenta, that French maid’s outfit needs to be two inches shorter. I want every guy in the place straining to see your knickers. Columbia, more sequins on the jacket and swap out the fish nets for sexy black stockings,” the director said.

As the next three headed backstage, I readied myself for scrutiny.

“Brad and Janet, centre stage, please. Janet, dial back the slutiness. Think wholesome Janet, at this stage. And I want to see a transformation throughout the show. Brad, you need to relax a little and stop the sweating. We can’t afford three shirt changes a night. Get Stephanie to give you some magic powder,” the director said.

Thank God I’d escaped scrutiny with little feedback. I followed my fellow cast member backstage.

After Stephanie had tendered to the stars, she addressed my deficiencies. It took about half an hour before I was back in the auditorium and dress rehearsal was ready to recommence.

“We will continue to work through the show until we get it one-hundred percent right. It could be a quick day and we could finish by dinner time. But more likely, we’ll be here well into the night. I hope nobody made plans. If you did, change them now. Else, phones off and let’s get set for the opening scene,” the director said.

The first act went well. At least I thought so. But still, we needed to run through it twenty times or more. By the time the director was happy to move on, I was dripping in sweat. With aching feet, and my mind turning to mush, I desperately needing a break to recollect myself. Lunchtime pizza arrived just in time.

“Don’t worry about having to run through things again and again. You’re doing well,” Spencer said.

“Thanks buddy. It’s all new to me. I feel like a fish out of water,” I said.

“No one would know. Brad Majors is a huge role for a first up. And you are doing him justice,” Spencer said.

I felt pepped-up by Spencer’s words. I knew he wouldn’t blow sunshine up my backside.

After thirty minutes, we were told to step away from the food, and ready for the opening of act two. We ran through the act end-to-end, at least a half dozen times before a second round of pizzas arrived for dinner. It was 7:30 pm, everyone was famished and ready for a break. I couldn’t believe how quickly time had flown by. We’d been locked in the auditorium for twelve hours. A whole day had passed. But we hadn’t noticed. Such was the intensity of our focus.

“We’ll need twice daily workouts if they keep feeding us pizza,” Spencer said.

“I don’t think I’ve eaten this much junk food in one day, ever,” I said.

“At least we’re getting better. The director wouldn’t let us stop if we didn’t impress her,” Spencer said.

Dinner lasted thirty minutes. Then it was back to the beginning of the second act. By the time we finished for the night, it was a touch after 11:15 pm. An exhausted cast, with raspy singing voices, had consumed every last skerrick of food and drink provided.

“Brilliant work team. You’ve made wonderful progress today. Rest your voices and let’s get back into it tomorrow,” the director said.

With costumes stowed away and faces cleaned of makeup, an undeniable buzz pulsed in the room. The entire cast remained wired and unready to stop.

“Where can we party? I’m too excited to sleep,” Taylor said.

Everyone knew I lived in an apartment off-campus. The benefit of having spent six months in the NFL.

“Why don’t you come to my place? I’ll pick up some beer on the way,” I said.


CHAPTER THREE

THE TRIP TO my apartment took ten minutes, given the stopover at the liquor store. With twelve thirsty cast and crew wanting to kick on into the night, I grabbed a case of beer, half dozen bottles of wine and some mixers for my spirits. Hannah collected the funds from eagerly offered wallets and purses, while Spencer helped me carry the stash back to my apartment. We ended up with a perfect mix of six guys and six girls, representing both cast and crew.

“This place must cost you a bomb to rent,” Taylor said, storming into the apartment as soon as the door opened.

“Nope. Paid up in full,” I said.

“There’s nothing as sexy as a rich man,” Taylor said, stroking my face with his red painted fingernails.

“Especially one with the body of a Greek god,” Juliet said, channelling Janet’s breathless voice.

Juliet had as much stage presence playing Janet as Taylor did playing Frank. Like Taylor, she had been a successful actor on television. Both were triple threats, actors, singers and dancers. While Juliet wasn’t in the lead role, everyone knew she was every bit as much the star of the show as Taylor. As Brad and Janet, Juliet and I spent most of our time on stage together. Making a slip-up petrified me, having seen her attack anyone who made the slightest blemish on her performance.

“Let’s get stuck in. There’s more than a few hours of heavy drinking to do,” Taylor suggested.

Almost immediately, a couple of smaller groups formed. As Hannah, Spencer and I set up the drinks and some light snacks, everyone else headed out onto the balcony. With two hundred and seventy degree views of the city, it was the perfect night to soak up the beauty of San Francisco Bay. Police sirens wailed at street level, but on the penthouse balcony, seven floors above, the music virtually drowned them out.

“Let’s play a drinking game,” Taylor suggested.

“Oh, I know. Let’s play truth or dare,” Juliet said, staring straight at me.

“Sounds like fun,” Hannah responded.

“But let’s keep everyone safe,” I added.

Juliet grabbed an empty bottle and cleared the table in front of her.

“I’ll spin to start. Whoever it lands on goes first. The person who spun the bottle asks the truth or devises the dare. After the turn is complete, that person then spins the bottle,” Juliet said.

Everyone watched as the empty beer bottle passed from person to person, finally landing on me. Oh, shit. Juliet had my fate in her hands.

“Truth or dare, Bronson?” Juliet asked.

“I’ll go with truth,” I replied.

“Ask him if he’s ever kissed a guy,” Taylor interjected.

“Who do you think is the hottest fellow cast member?” Juliet asked.

“That’s such a wasted truth,” Taylor replied.

“Why, because he ain’t gonna pick you?” Spencer said.

I scanned the faces around the table. A strategic play was important here. I could play it safe and pick my sister, Hannah. But that would probably backfire and open a huge can of worms. I could pick Juliet, but did I want to encourage her? Still picking anyone else would mean I’d feel the wrath of Juliet. With limited options, I played the safe bet.

“Why, I gotta pick my stunning fiancé, Juliet,” I said.

My answer chuffed Juliet, who grabbed my hand gently. Taylor gave me a gaze of pure disdain. Hannah smiled at me, signalling approval. I’d successfully navigated my first hurdle. But I knew it wouldn’t be the last. I reached out and spun the bottle. It stopped on Hannah.

“Ah, my lovely sister. Truth or dare?” I asked.

“I don’t trust you with a dare. Truth please,” Hannah replied.

“Ask her which girl she finds most attractive,” Taylor said.

“Ask her if she thinks she’s a better actress than Juliet,” someone suggested.

“We used to play this at home. Kiss, marry or kill?” I asked.

Hannah took her time, pondering her answer, while scanning the table.

“Kill Bronson, for asking me this question. Kiss Taylor, because I’m the only one here who hasn’t. And marry Spencer, as he’s the only one taller than me who isn’t a family member,” Hannah replied.

It impressed me how well she’d navigated a tough question.

Hannah spun the bottle, seeking retribution. And she started a tsunami. First, the bottle landed on Juliet.

Juliet chose dare. Hannah dared her to spend seven seconds in heaven with me. Juliet either couldn’t count or had little concept of time. But after more than a few minutes, I escaped from the bathroom with my pants around my ankles.

“While I would have preferred the bedroom, that was extremely close to heaven,” Juliet said.

That started a run of similar activity. Juliet dared one of the female cast to kiss me. The kisser in turn dared another to kiss me. I began feeling targeted.

And when I believed things couldn’t get worse, the bottle landed on Taylor.

“I dare you to kiss Bronson,” someone said.

“I’d prefer to go with seven seconds in heaven,” Taylor said.

As Taylor stood, he walked to the door and picked up a pair of heels. He placed them on before slinking across the room, swinging his hips. Straddling me, Taylor leant forward and kissed me with everything he had. His tongue attacked my lips, forcing its way inside. He massaged my chest and slid his arse back and forward over my pants. While I felt he took liberties, I had to go along with it for the sake of the show.


CHAPTER FOUR

EACH TIME THE bottle slowed, I hoped it wouldn’t stop on me. But wherever it stopped, I got involved. Luckily, the next few stops involved the female cast members. They chose dare, as seemed to be favoured by this stage. I got pashed a few times, which was the favourite dare. Eventually, I left the table to relieve myself, which stopped the game for a short while.

“Why don’t you put some music on to distract the hordes?” Spencer suggested.

“Brilliant idea buddy. I know just the thing,” I replied.

Heading onto my phone, I selected ‘The Time Warp’. The instant it started, everyone jumped to their feet and headed into the lounge room.

“Let’s do the time warp again,” everyone sang.

I didn’t want to get involved with truth or dare any longer. They had sucked all fun from the game. And I dreaded the bottle landing on Taylor again. Getting pashed by him was not something I wanted to consider. Ever again. But I knew the teamwork of the cast and crew was critical to our success. And with less than a week until opening night, the last thing we needed was a disgruntled star.

After three consecutive plays of ‘The Time Warp’, the crowd became restless. Taylor had returned to the table and like lemmings, others followed.

“Please don’t let it land on Taylor again,” I said.

“I’ll try to keep it away from him,” Spencer said.

I knew Hannah and Spencer had my back. To everyone else, I was a duck on a shooting range.

“How about we play an adult drinking game,” I suggested.

“What did you have in mind?” Juliet asked.

“Beer pong, perhaps,” I replied.

“You know what. Truth or dare sounds more fun,” Juliet said.

With both cast alphas keen to play on, I resigned to kissing frogs all night. There was only one answer. Drink more and do it quickly.

“Who’s turn is it?” Taylor asked.

“It must be mine,” Juliet replied.

Luckily, someone else put their hand up.

As the bottle spun, everything in the room seemed to slow down. I watched in disbelief as the bottle headed slowly towards Taylor. God no. Not another tongue lashing from this guy.

“Taylor, truth or dare?” the spinner asked.

Taylor stared at me lustfully and licked his lips.

“You know forcing Bronson to kiss you ain’t gonna impress him, don’t you?” Spencer said.

“What was that understudy?” Taylor said.

“I said you aren’t impressing Bronson by ramming your tongue down his throat,” Spencer said.

“I’ll go with truth,” Taylor said.

“Do you think you’re a better Frank-n-Furter than Spencer?” the spinner asked.

“There’s no doubt I’m a better Frank. I’m the star of the show,” Taylor replied.

“I think we’d all like to see Spencer play the role. At least once,” Juliet added.

“Don’t be stupid. We’d disappoint the audience?” Taylor said.

I owed Spencer and Juliet after that gutsy effort. Both had taken on Taylor, something I’d never seen before. Perhaps it was the alcohol speaking. But they both came through for me. As Taylor spun the bottle, I felt a wave of relief wash over me. It couldn’t land on Taylor twice; else it would be a do over. As the bottle headed slowly in my direction, it halted. Right in front of Spencer.

“Oh, check out where the bottle is pointing,” Taylor said.

Spencer didn’t react. He knew retribution loomed. But sat quietly, like a prisoner awaiting his sentence.

“Spencer, I assume you’ll go for truth. You haven’t got the balls to go dare,” Taylor said.

Spencer stayed quiet. Refusing to react to Taylor’s taunts.

“Perhaps, I’ll get you to tell us who you fancy,” Taylor said.

“Is this gonna be a three act play or are you gonna get on with it?” Spencer said.

“Oh, so you are man enough to go with a dare, are you?” Taylor asked.

“Isn’t there a time limit on this?” Juliet interjected.

“Okay Spencer, truth or dare?” Taylor asked.

“Dare,” Spencer replied, quick as a flash.

That took Taylor by surprise. He hadn’t considered the next step.

“Let me see, what can I get you to do? Perhaps seven seconds in heaven with Juliet. Two birds, one stone,” Taylor said.

“Let’s go Spencer,” Juliet said as she stood.

“But no, Juliet would probably like that,” Taylor said.

I glanced at Spencer. Like everyone else, he was getting annoyed with Taylor’s diatribe.

“No, perhaps seven seconds in heaven with Bronson would be more exciting,” Taylor said.

“You’d get too jealous. How about you put your money where your mouth is?” Juliet added.

“What’s your suggestion?” Taylor asked.

“See who makes the better Frank-n-Furter,” Juliet replied.

Taylor gave Juliet a dead to me stare.

“Okay, let’s see how brilliant an actor you can be. I dare you to present female at every after party for the rest of the show. Prove you’ve got what it takes to be Frank,” Taylor said.

“Dare accepted,” Spencer said, reaching for the bottle.

“But you need to do this properly. Only female clothes, full makeup, hair styled, wearing jewellery and accessories. You need to be as convincing as possible,” Taylor said.

“Is that it?” Spencer asked.

“Are you man enough to become a woman?” Taylor replied.

“Okay. Dare accepted,” Spencer said.

Taylor seemed pissed off that Spencer hadn’t reacted. His taunts went without response.

“Oh, and double dare,” Spencer said.

“What’s that mean?” Taylor asked.

“That means you need to do the same,” Hannah interjected.

“And the rest of us will vote for who makes the better woman,” Juliet said.

“The winner gets to play Frank during the last show,” Hannah said.

“Yes, that’s a wonderful idea,” Juliet agreed.

The expression on Taylor’s face turned from smug to concerned in an instant.

“If you don’t accept, Spencer wins by default. That’s the rules. Are you man enough to become a woman?” Juliet asked.

For the first time since I’d known him, Taylor was quiet. You could almost hear him think.

“Sure, I accept,” Taylor replied with trepidation in his voice.


PART TWO


CHAPTER FIVE

“I CAN’T BELIEVE what an arse Taylor is,” I said before shooting a jump shot over Spencer.

“Well, you kissed that arse. And there was plenty of tongue,” Spencer said, after grabbing the rebound.

“I hope you realise I had little alternative,” I said.

“As long as you believe that,” Spencer said, before dribbling past me to the hole.

“I knew Taylor would turn it against me if I didn’t kiss him,” I said.

“Don’t feel you need to convince me. What goes on in the privacy of your home is your business,” Spencer said.

“That’s not the rumour he’s spreading, is it?” I asked.

“Let’s say the entire cast know you and Taylor got intimate in your apartment,” Spencer replied.

I’d been violated. Half-truths and innuendo were all Taylor could leverage. And it sounded like he’d been hard at work turning it into something it wasn’t. Pissed off, I let my frustrations out on poor Spencer. After blocking his layup, I shot the lights out of three consecutive three-pointers. I wanted retribution, but it was difficult. Taylor would stoop to levels I never knew existed. And I didn’t want to play that game.

“Was he a tongue guy?” Spencer asked, trying to wind me up and get me off my game.

“He tried hard, but I held firm,” I replied.

“Either way, you definitely made his night. And possibly his year,” Spencer said, driving past me to the boards.

“That doesn’t take much,” I said, handing back the ball.

“Oh, nice work on the double dare,” I added, high-fiving Spencer.

“I’ve been hoping for an opportunity to play Frank,” Spencer said.

“I think Taylor would need to be in hospital before he let you take over,” I said.

“I did consider that, until he came up with the dare,” Spencer said, shooting an air ball.

Watching Spencer play basketball, I struggled to imagine him dressed feminine. While slight of stature and with long lustrous hair, everything else about him said regular dude. That’s why I’d befriended him, because we had more in common than any of the other guys in the course. Where Taylor moved feminine, even while dressed as a guy, Spencer didn’t strike me as the feminine type. Possibly because I’d seen Taylor in lingerie during the show, while Spencer wore a tuxedo.

“Do you think you’ll win the double dare?” I asked.

“I know I’m motivated to win,” Spencer replied.

“Motivation is part of the puzzle, but do you think you have the physical assets?” I asked.

“Is that a way of telling me I’m not getting a kiss?” Spencer laughed.

“I know you want to beat Taylor at something,” I said.

“But you don’t think this is it?” Spencer asked.

“He’s got a natural feminine side to him. You’re all dude,” I replied.

“I may surprise you,” Spencer said.

Spencer’s riling me up had caused the game to turn one sided. Ahead, by twenty points, I slid back into cruise mode. Desperately wanting Spencer to win the double dare, I racked my brain for an angle. There must be some way I could help him win. Unfortunately, the decision would be public, a hands-up to vote affair. There was no way to hijack the outcome. Hannah would vote with me, and Juliet hated Taylor with a passion, but that still left us needing to sway three voters.

“Can Hannah push some votes my way?” Spencer asked.

“Not enough to get you over the line,” I replied.

“It appears like I’ll have to win it the old-fashioned way. By being the better woman,” Spencer said.

I iced another three pointer as the buzzer sounded.

“Do you know any girls that can help you?” I asked.

“Only the cast, and most of them fear Taylor,” Spencer replied.

“I’ll have a chat with Hannah and see what help I can find you,” I said.

“Thanks bud. I’d hate to miss this golden opportunity,” Spencer said.

As we cooled down by shooting some long-range shots, I turned my mind to who I knew that could give Spencer the support he needed.

“I gather you can walk in stilettos,” I said.

“I wouldn’t be understudy for Frank if I couldn’t,” Spencer said.

“I’ve got the Frank-n-Furter role down pat. It’s the party-girl role that concerns me,” Spencer added.

“Well, it’s in all our interests not to let Taylor’s head get any more massive,” I said.

“Yes, imagine the size of his tongue if that happened,” Spencer commented.

“None of us want to see that,” I said.

Walking out of the gym, I opened the door for Spencer. What the hell was I doing that for? Something felt different in our usual dynamic. Perhaps it was the long hair and slim waist that fooled me for a moment. But never had I viewed him as anything other than Spencer, my basketball buddy. I hoped he hadn’t noticed.

“You know you’re not getting past first base with me at the after party,” Spencer said with a wicked smile.

“I was merely being polite,” I said, trying not to redden.

“You think I’m a babe, don’t you?” Spencer said before heading to his dorm, swaying his hips outrageously.


CHAPTER SIX

HEADING INTO THE lobby of my apartment building, I literally bumped into the answer to Spencer’s dilemma. My neighbour, Stephanie, was a good friend and the wardrobe and makeup lead on ‘The Rocky Horror Show’. I don’t know why I hadn’t thought of it earlier, but she had the skills and the experience to help Spencer win the double dare. And best of all, she believed Taylor was a complete tool, like the rest of us.

“Are you getting excited about performing in front of your first audience?” Stephanie asked once I’d apologised for standing on her foot.

“It feels surreal. I can’t believe I’ve gone from the NCAA championship game to ‘The Rocky Horror Show’,” I replied.

“There are much worse shows to get stuck with. At least the characters are interesting and the music rocks,” Stephanie said.

As the lift headed towards the top floor, I wondered how to bring up the request. But as usual, I reconciled I was overthinking things.

“Hey Stephanie. You know Taylor, the guy playing Frank?” I asked.

“You mean that arse playing Frank. What about him?” Stephanie replied.

I ran through the events that led to our dilemma. Stephanie was most sympathetic and happy to help. She worked at both catwalks and theatre, so had ideas of how to bring out the best in Spencer.

“Thanks heaps, for helping. You’re awesome,” I said.

“Anything for my favourite neighbour. And throwing Taylor under the bus is the cherry on top,” Stephanie said.

“I’ll get Spencer to come over later tonight, to let you check out the options,” I said.

“I got a reasonable idea. But it’s hard to imagine Riff Raff as a babe,” Stephanie said.

After a shower and a hearty breakfast, I texted Spencer.

“I got your competitive advantage worked out,” I messaged.

“Are you talking about the double dare?” Spencer replied.

“Get your arse over here before lunch if you want to win,” I messaged.

He sent a photo of his arse, which I ignored.

Around 11:00 am Spencer knocked on my door.

“You ain’t gonna believe who I’ve wrangled to help you,” I said.

“Let me guess. Hannah,” Spencer said.

“Better. A professional stylist and makeup artist,” I said.

“Shit, how did you manage that?” Spencer asked.

“Well, she’s also my neighbour, Stephanie,” I replied.

“Stephanie from the show? The one who dresses me up like a balding hunchback,” Spencer said.

“Yes, she does much more than theatre wardrobe,” I said.

I grabbed Spencer and knocked on Stephanie’s door. She invited us in and took a few minutes to assess Spencer. She nodded few times, spun him around once or twice, before holding a few fabrics against his skin.

“I’ve never noticed it before. But they sure blessed you with natural feminine features,” Stephanie said.

“Blessed may be a little strong,” I interjected.

“No, I think Spencer will surprise you. Leave him with me for the afternoon and I’m sure I can make this duckling into a swan. Now shoo, Bronson,” Stephanie said.

I took the hint and wandered back next door to watch the NFL game. Having not heard a peep out of Spencer or Stephanie for four hours, I sent Spencer a check in text.

“How did the session go?” I messaged.

“Still working on it,” Spencer replied.

“But it’s been four hours,” I messaged.

“Perfection takes time,” Spencer replied with a wink emoji.

“I’ll come next door when the game is over,” I messaged.

“No need to put yourself out,” Spencer replied.

I wasn’t sure if he was pissed off or simply being playful.

“The game will be over in thirty minutes,” I messaged.

“Stephanie says you’ll have to wait until tonight for the unveiling,” Spencer replied.

An hour later, I heard Stephanie’s door open. I rushed into the hallway but was too late. The lift was heading down to the street and Stephanie’s door was about to close.

“How did you go with Spencer?” I asked, a little too loudly.

“Much as I expected,” Stephanie replied.

“You couldn’t help him?” I asked.

“He didn’t need too much help, to be honest,” Stephanie replied.

“So, he didn’t embrace the whole feminine thing?” I asked.

“Hell no. You won’t recognise him when you see him tonight,” Stephanie replied.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Temper some of that excitement. All will be unveiled, in time,” Stephanie replied.

I couldn’t believe how confident Stephanie was. She had no concerns about my basketball buddy passing for a girl.

“Do you think he’ll outshine Taylor?” I asked.

“You’ll have to wait and see, won’t you?” Stephanie replied.

Opening night was not the time to be worried about much more than my lines. I spent the rest of the afternoon practicing before heading over to the theatre around 6:00 pm. After an hour of getting dressed and made up, the nerves were building. Although the auditorium only held several hundred, it was the proximity to the audience that concerned me. How would I stay focussed on stage while people were sitting ten feet away? Hannah gave me a wonderful pep talk, including a couple of tactics to deal with the butterflies. It was game time, and I was excited.

The performance flashed by in a blur. It seemed only seconds between the opening number and intermission. And the second act was no different. I made it through with no major faux pars, as did everyone else on stage. Not surprising, with a cast of experienced and aspiring professional actors. As we sang the finale, ‘Science Fiction - Reprise’, a massive wave of relief washed over me. It was official. I could now call myself a musical theatre actor.

The cast rolled straight from the auditorium into the after party. Some changed quickly, while others dribbled in as they removed themselves from their characters. Juliet was giving me an honest critique of my performance, possibly in a little too much detail, when the lights went out and ‘Sweet Transvestite’ started playing. Not unexpectedly, Taylor’s entrance was grand. Still dressed as Frank, he strutted across the room before using me as a prop in his theatrical performance.

Thirty minutes later, Spencer still hadn’t arrived. Worried that he had chickened out, I kept one eye on the door while I chatted to Hannah. Suddenly, I noticed Hannah’s eyes broaden and her mouth open broadly in astonishment.

“Who the hell is that?” Hannah asked.

I turned to see a gorgeous supermodel walking beside Stephanie, directly towards me, as the crowd stood in stunned silence.


CHAPTER SEVEN

“SHE’S COMING THIS way. Act normal,” Hannah said.

I struggled to find the words as my mind soaked in the sight before me. Stephanie could hardly contain her pride as she approached Hannah and me. While she didn’t rush across the floor, she left her charge more than a few steps behind.

“I did okay, right?” Stephanie said once in earshot.

“You did wonderfully well,” I said.

“As I told you, all the basics were there. I went with supermodel chic for the after party,” Stephanie said.

“Am I missing something? Who’s the ring in?” Hannah asked.

“That’s Spencer. I’ve merely helped accentuate his natural blessings,” Stephanie replied.

Spencer could have walked off a Milan catwalk. His hair was long and extra wavy, his makeup was subtle yet striking, and his outfit was street chic. He wore a white blouse, open a few buttons down to reveal cleavage, and a white lace bra. Black leather jeans, tight and slim fitting and a pair of flat black boots with studs, completed the ensemble. Diamond studs shone brightly from his ears, and a small diamond necklace hung a few inches above his cleavage.

“Do you want to take a photo? It’ll last longer,” Spencer said in a less than feminine voice.

“As long as you don’t mind. Say cheese,” Hannah said.

Spencer feigned a smile for the selfie.

“That’s going straight to Instagram,” Hannah said.

Stephanie gushed over what a natural beauty she had in Spencer. Apparently, he had cheekbones to die for, plump luscious lips and an arse that would send Italian men wild. Spencer didn’t appear too excited, as Stephanie raved about his style, which would pass in any crowd.

“How do you think I look?” Spencer asked.

I stared at him, trying to work out how to reply to such a simple question.

“I don’t mean in that way. Snap out of it, homo. I’m still Spencer underneath all this shit,” Spencer added.

“You look … incredible,” I replied.

“I’m not asking you for a date. Will I win the vote?” Spencer asked.

“You’ll get my vote,” I replied.

“Mine too,” Hannah added.

“Wonderful. Sounds like I’ve humiliated myself for nothing,” Spencer said.

The after party crowd had settled into several small cliques. Juliet and Taylor worked the room effortlessly, moving from group to group. Taylor monitored Spencer and worked the room like a political candidate at a polling booth. All kissing hands and flirting outrageously. He knew he had a challenge on his hands and was pouring every inch of his efforts into securing the win.

“You probably need to socialise a little if you want to win the vote,” I said.

“Like her highness, Taylor. I don’t think so,” Spencer said.

“I’ll help you. Come with me,” Hannah said, pulling Spencer by the hand.

Spencer begrudgingly followed Hannah from group to group, all the time appearing like the heroin chic supermodel. Expressionless.

As if he’d been waiting for the moment to present, Taylor appeared from nowhere the minute Hannah and Spencer departed.

“Oh sweetie. You were awesome as Brad. Born for the part,” Taylor said.

“Thanks. I was quite nervous, but it was such a rush,” I said.

“Well, no-one would know it was your first rodeo,” Taylor said, placing his hand on my upper arm.

Taylor was even pleasant to Stephanie, which lulled me into a false sense of security. He thanked her for putting together such a sexy Frank-n-Furter costume and for highlighting his best features in the makeup room.

“You are a talented artist. I’ll always remember what you did for me,” Taylor said.

While he laid it on strongly, it seemed like he meant some of what he said.

Uncannily, the first song played after Taylor came over was ‘The Time Warp’.

“There playing our song. It must be fate. Let’s dance,” Taylor said.

There was no turning down the star of the show when our theme was playing. I had no option but to follow Taylor as he pranced out onto the dance floor.

Almost instantly I regretted my decision as Taylor flounced about me as if I was a prop in the show. How he enacted some of his moves was well beyond my capability to understand. But in four-inch stiletto sandals he gyrated, spun and ground against me like a stripper on a stripper pole. All eyes were on us as the song headed towards the climax. As the song ended, everybody fell to the floor. But Taylor waited a few seconds longer before straddling me. I felt his hand on my cock, and his hard cock against my arse.

Spencer returned shortly after ‘The Time Warp’ concluded. I could see he was grossly uncomfortable and hoping to escape from view.

“Should I add touched up by Taylor to being kissed by him?” Spencer asked.

“Do I hear a touch of jealousy in your voice?” I replied.

“In your dreams. I’m not a cheap slut wanting to get groped,” Spencer said.

“How did the networking go? Did you kiss any babies?” I asked.

“I’m grateful for Stephanie’s and Hannah’s help. But I’m getting plenty of weird reactions,” Spencer replied.

“That’s because you’re totally hot. Don’t you think, Bronson,” Hannah said.

“Don’t drag me into it. I’m staying out of that line of discussion,” I said.

I could see Spencer was doing it tough and losing motivation.

“Would you care to dance?” I asked.

“As long as you don’t think you 're getting past first base,” Spencer replied.

“I’m sure I can live with that,” I said.

The moment we hit the dance floor; a run of slow love songs started playing. I had no option but to hold Spencer close as we rocked back and forth to 80s and 90s ballads. With Spencer in close, the apple fragrance from his blown-out hair became obvious. As did a floral perfume emanating from his amazingly perky chest.

“Are you trying to peer down my top,” Spencer asked.

“Guilty. Sorry, it won’t happen again,” I replied, trying to lift his spirits.

For the first time during the night, a smile rippled across Spencer’s face. It surprised me how it lifted his whole demeanour. Stephanie was right. Spencer had feminine facial features. I could have sworn his heart beat faster as we danced close. He felt fragile, like he needed protecting. As my hands slid down, rested on his warm leather pants, I felt a shiver surge through his body.

“And now for the double dare winner for tonight,” Juliet announced.

Everybody hushed as Juliet glanced down at a piece of paper.

“Six votes, Taylor. Four votes, Spencer. Which means Taylor leads one-nil,” Juliet added.

“Shit, shit, shit. All this effort for nothing,” Spencer groaned.


PART THREE


CHAPTER EIGHT

“I’M SORRY I’M late. I forgot my basketball shorts were in the wash and I had to find something to wear,” Spencer said.

I turned around after shooting my tenth consecutive free throw to notice Spencer looking unlike my usual basketball opponent. His hair was out and wild, and his nails glowed bright pink with nail polish. And even his face had changed. His eyebrows were plucked and perfectly shaped.

“No worries. I was practicing my free throws,” I said.

My eyes tracked down to his silky-smooth legs. While completely devoid of hair, his muscle definition was clear. And the shorts he wore looked around two sizes too small, especially in the crutch. They were red and silky. My stare must have been obvious.

“My eyes are up here, Bronson,” Spencer said, pointing to his face.

“I can’t believe I went all out, and Taylor still won,” Spencer said, throwing down his bag.

“You were one vote away from winning,” I said.

“But he merely wore his Frank costume,” Spencer said.

“Perhaps you need to fight fire with fire,” I said.

“What do you mean? I’m not gonna prance around in lingerie,” Spencer said.

“Do you want to win or not?” I asked.

“What’s your point?” Spencer replied.

“Think about it. You’re in a competition to play Frank-n-Furter on the last night. What do you think the voters want to see?” I asked.

I could see the wheels turning in Spencer’s brain. It took a minute for the penny to drop. Perhaps he was having a blonde moment. But eventually it registered.

“I need to show the voters I can pull off Frank,” Spencer replied.

“Yes, but don’t copy Taylor. Use your assets to advantage,” I said.

We began the game while Spencer mulled over my comments. He needed to decide on the best approach he could live with. It was easy for me to say wear something sexy and prance around. But if Spencer didn’t feel comfortable, he wouldn’t succeed.

“What assets are you referring to?” Spencer asked, suddenly driving past me to the hole.

“You’re way hotter than Taylor, if you ask me. Sorry, much prettier,” I replied.

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

“And you got a rocking body. You need to embrace it,” I said.

“What, like wear lingerie and high heels?” Spencer asked.

“Do whatever you feel sexy in,” I replied.

“I got plenty of wistful glances last night,” Spencer said dropping a three pointer.

“Yeah, but that was girlfriend attractive. You need to go sluttier. But not obscene,” I said.

“Wow, is that why you slow danced with me for so long? Were you imagining me as your girlfriend?” Spencer asked.

I ignored Spencer’s comment for two reasons. Perhaps there was a grain of truth in it. I felt different around feminine Spencer and I didn’t understand why. Plus, I didn’t want to incriminate myself any further. I’d already kissed Taylor and let him feel me up. The last thing I needed was to think of my basketball dude as anything other than a sporting rival.

“You were an excellent dancer,” Spencer said with a chuckle.

“You’ve got Stephanie to help you out. Update the brief and let her do her thing. Slutty but not obscene,” I said.

“Are you sure you're not asking for your own benefit?” Spencer asked, giving a wink.

As Spencer dribbled the ball, he backed me towards the backboard. I felt his silk clad arse grind against my backside.

“It’s nice to know I can get a rise out of you when I need it,” Spencer added, before faking left and moving right to lay-in the winning two points.

“But can you get a bigger rise than Taylor? That’s what winning the double dare needs,” I replied before picking up my bag and heading home.


CHAPTER NINE

WITH NO SECOND night jitters, I enjoyed the play more and started interacting with the audience. The beauty of being the straight guy in a comedy is having the ability to excite the audience with the slightest sign of humour. I felt my confidence grow as I took ownership of my role and filled my actor’s shoes. Juliet was encouraging me, and the quality of our interactions improved tenfold. Even Taylor commented on my blossoming performance.

“Expecting any surprises tonight?” Hannah asked as we entered the after party.

“Well, the double dare is still on, making anything possible,” I replied.

“As long as I don’t have to see you dirty dancing with Taylor or Spencer, I’ll be happy,” Hannah said.

“Unlike you to be jealous, little sister,” I said with a smile.

“I expected there to be at least one straight guy in the cast who wasn’t my brother or dressed as a woman. Is that too much to ask?” Hannah asked.

“Spencer is straight. Oh, I get it,” I replied.

“The jury’s out on that verdict. He’s adapted too well. You may have a better chance than me,” Hannah said.

“It’s the part he’s playing,” I said defensively.

“Oh, my goodness. Well, he’s turned it up to eleven tonight,” Hannah said, staring towards the door.

I turned slowly, so as not to make Spencer feel uncomfortable. I needn’t have worried though. He was in fine form and ready to convince the critics he should play Frank-n-Furter.

As Spencer led Stephanie across the floor towards Hannah and me, I quickly felt the need to adjust my trunks.

“Is this more what you had in mind?” Spencer asked.

Spencer wore a white sequinned bustier with ample layers of delicate lace. Pulled in to create a truly hourglass figure, he teamed it with a black leather miniskirt, black silk stockings with suspenders and black five-inch stiletto leather ankle boots.

I struggled to think, let alone speak. Stephanie had straightened Spencer’s hair, adding a lustrous shine. The makeup was more dramatic. It still highlighted Spencer’s best features, but in a sluttier manner.

“I gather from the lump in your throat and the bulge in your pants, that’s a yes,” Spencer added stroking my face with the back of his fingernails.

As I stood and soaked in Spencer’s outfit, ‘Sweet Transvestite’ started playing over the PA. Everyone turned towards the door to see Taylor standing at the entrance, ready for his routine. What happened next surprised me. As the music played and Taylor started, Spencer began a routine of his own from the far side of the room. It was like seeing a cage match between two Frank-n-Furters. Nobody took their eyes off the performances until the music stopped.

“Have I proven myself a worthy Frank-n-Furter?” Spencer asked upon returning.

“That was awesome,” Hannah replied.

“What did you think, Bronson? Worthy of the Bronson Landau spank bank?” Spencer asked.

“Um. What Hannah said,” I replied.

The competition didn’t abate for the rest of the after party. Whatever stunts Taylor pulled; Spencer would one-up him. It was quite the spectacle to behold. And it seemed like I became the prop of choice for every sexy move made. If they weren’t grinding against me, they were stroking me. Attempting to turn the heat right up, Taylor laid several kisses on me. One lasted for a couple of minutes and included more than a touch of tongue.

Things settled down after a couple of hours. Cast and crew stopped dropping by and telling Spencer what an amazing job he’d done. He felt comfortable he’d win the vote, so got a little playful with me.

“Aren’t you gonna ask me to dance? I’ve asked the DJ to play several romantic songs,” Spencer said in a high-pitched feminine voice.

As we hit the dance floor, I marvelled at what a difference a day could make. The first night Spencer had barely raised a smile. But now he was glowing. Confidence suited him, and he had it in spades.

“You’re awfully quiet tonight. Has the cat got your tongue?” Spencer asked, pulling me closer.

“Tonight, is your night,” I replied.

The music stopped after several slow songs, and Juliet headed to the microphone.

“And now the moment you’ve been waiting for. The voting is in for the double dare,” Juliet announced.

Everyone formed a circle around Taylor, still in his Frank-n-Furter costume, and Spencer.

“Eight votes, Spencer. Two votes, Taylor. Which means Spencer levels it up one-all,” Juliet added.

“Yes,” Spencer squealed with joy and a fair bit of relief.

The third night Spencer took a colossal risk and wore a pink pastel dress with cut-outs in the shoulders. With straightened hair and makeup slutty enough to make an impact, he appeared uber-feminine. White five-inch stiletto leather ankle boots finished the outfit, though silver toe pieces and studded ankle straps added a touch of attitude. Cute short stockings showed a band of lace an inch above the boots. Taylor again went with the Frank-n-Furter costume.

“Six votes, Taylor. Four votes, Spencer. Which means Taylor takes the lead, two-one,” Juliet announced.

“You were robbed,” I said as the crowd booed the decision.

The fourth night Taylor changed it up. Feeling the heat from the decision a night earlier, Taylor struck back by wearing a little black dress, fishnet stockings and black leather thigh-high boots. But the massive difference was elsewhere. Taylor wore breast forms, which filled out the dress with 36D boobs. He also wore a blonde wig, which completely changed up his image. And the new blonde hair made him more playful. Especially around me.

Spencer’s entrance brought a welcome reprieve. Not because it took Taylor’s focus off me, but because he absolutely nailed it. PVC club wear was an inspired choice. It was short; it was shiny, and it highlighted every asset the crowd wanted to see. Black five-inch stiletto thigh-high patent leather boots completed the outfit perfectly. His makeup was ultra-cool, yet slutty enough. And his hair was out and proud as he purred about the room.

“Nine votes, Spencer. One vote, Taylor. We are even at two-all,” Juliet announced.

“You look incredible. Totally inspired choice,” I said as the crowd congratulated Spencer.

The fifth night was an all-out assault. Both for the outfits each wore and for my use as a prop. It seemed Taylor headed back to the safety of his Frank-n-Furter costume. But turned up the heat on the dance floor antics. Taylor decided whoever got intimate with me, won. It was like standing in a cage between a tiger and a lion. Fear filled me the whole time, never knowing what to expect next. Even though Taylor was all over me, I saved my best moves for Spencer.

Spencer’s highly anticipated entrance let no-one down. He’d made an all-out assault on his femininity by dying and cutting his hair. It was impossible to recognise Spencer beneath the package. And what a package it was. A white corset and diamond necklace drew the right amount of attention to Spencer’s chest. A red leather miniskirt and black silk stockings with suspenders did the same for the bottom half. I could have sworn Spencer’s hips had broadened and his arse become more rounded. Red, five-inch stiletto leather ankle boots completed the outfit perfectly.

As we danced the night away, I forgot it was Spencer underneath all the clothes and war paint. He’d become quite feminine in his actions, trained his voice to sound more feminine than Juliet, and walked with a swagger that demanded attention. As we prepared for the announcement, I wondered whether I would ever see this side of Spencer again.

“Ten votes, Spencer. No votes, Taylor. Our first clean sweep and that means Spencer gets to perform as Frank-n-Furter tomorrow night,” Juliet announced.

“Oh, my goodness. I can’t believe it,” Spencer said, leaning forward and giving me a deep, passionate kiss.


CHAPTER TEN

THE FOLLOWING MORNING as I sculled the remains of my orange juice, I received a text from Spencer.

“Gotta cancel our game this morning. Need to run lines,” Spencer messaged.

It seemed legitimate enough, but I felt a little disappointed.

“Sure, buddy. Do you need someone to run lines with?” I responded.

“No. Got it covered,” Spencer messaged.

Feeling at a loose end, I headed to the basketball stadium to work off some energy. On my way across the road, I noticed a familiar figure walking into a nearby coffee shop. It wasn’t difficult to recognise my sister, Hannah. I knew her walk well. But she was with a tall girl who seemed awfully cute. I stopped and strained my eyes to get a clearer view.

Hannah’s companion took a few minutes to recognise. I was sure it was Spencer. But not basketball buddy Spencer. He dressed in a white t-shirt, skin-tight black leather jeans, and black five-inch stiletto sandals. A black handbag crossed his body, with the strap resting nicely between an ample set of bosoms. He’d blown-out his hair and wore a full face of makeup. To anyone passing by, it appeared like two girlfriends going for coffee.

My shooting was off as my mind wandered in many directions. My rational brain told me Spencer and Hannah were doing lines like two experienced understudies should. But my irrational side hinted at a romantic union blossoming. I knew Hannah went through a bi-curious phase. Sure, she had experimented with girls. She even brought one home for thanksgiving. That did not go down well with my Christian parents. But she appeared to move through it. I called it her actress drama queen phase.

Unable to hit a single three-pointer, I headed to the stripe to ice a series of free throws. But there was something I was forgetting. Spencer was a guy. He was my basketball buddy, not some sexy young girl. Perhaps Hannah and Spencer had hooked up, or perhaps rekindled a secret relationship. Convinced I was being paranoid, I couldn’t shake the conclusion I’d been stood up, so Spencer could spend time with Hannah. Especially after that celebratory kiss the night before.

Not wanting to let my idiocy impede my friendship with Spencer, I grabbed some flowers on the way back to the apartment. A lovely bouquet of red roses, which the store owner assured me was the traditional choice. Heading to my apartment, I saw Stephanie’s apartment door open.

“How’s the nerves coming along for tonight?” Stephanie asked.

“Not bad. I’m getting the hang of performing now,” I replied.

“Not you, silly. It’s your girlfriend’s big night,” Stephanie said.

“She’s not my girlfriend. I’m simply trying to help her out,” I said.

“And I suppose the gorgeous red roses are for Juliet, are they?” Stephanie asked.

“No, they’re for Spencer,” I replied before understanding where she was going.

“It’s fine. You two make a stunning couple,” Stephanie said.

“We’re not a couple. I saw her out with Hannah,” I said.

“Perhaps she’s getting the lowdown on you?” Stephanie asked.

“But she was all dressed up and looked sexy as hell,” I replied.

“Well, I can only take part of the credit for that,” Stephanie said.

“Yes, you said. She had the natural assets,” I said.

“And a motivation to impress someone she fancies,” Stephanie said.

“What does that mean?” I asked.

“I think you know,” Stephanie replied.

Totally confused, I headed inside and put the flowers in water. Did Stephanie infer Spencer had dressed up to impress me? Was that the driver all along? But what about beating Taylor? And icing the star role on the closing night of the production? Surely that was the prize. But somewhere deep inside, I felt my heart skip a beat when I imagined the trouble Spencer would have gone to simply to impress me. To catch my eye. And who’d have believed he would do it as expertly.

The last night of ‘The Rocky Horror Show’ was one of the best nights of my life. I nailed my lines, Juliet gushed over my performance, which included plenty of audience interaction and a little unscripted banter. But best of all, Spencer nailed Frank-n-Furter. He received two personal encores when the curtain fell. I’d never seen him completely in the zone. It was like he was channelling a character under a witch’s spell. I’d left the roses in Spencer’s dressing room with a break a leg message.

“That was the best performance of the run,” Juliet said as we headed backstage.

“Perhaps they should have cast Spencer in the role from the start,” I commented.

“Don’t let Taylor hear you say that. You’ll give him two reasons to hate you,” Juliet said.

The dressing room was raucous when we arrived, with ‘The Time Warp’ being sung at full volume. Excitement was palpable. Suddenly, everything went quiet as the director spoke.

“Thank you, every one of you, for making this show such a success,” the director said.

Everyone broke into a round of clapping and whistling.

“But I want to make a call out to Spencer, who was a revelation,” the director said.

Cheers and wolf whistles were deafening as Spencer took a bow.

“We’re gonna party into the night to celebrate. But first, Spencer, stay in wardrobe. The newspapers want a photograph and interview for a feature in Sunday’s edition. This is a wonderful opportunity for us to make a statement in the local community,” the director said.

The after party was quite tame, with none of the flamboyance of previous days. Taylor dressed in male street gear and didn’t engage in his usual high energy entrance. In fact, he seemed quite sombre, hardly a shadow of the Frank-n-Furter of days before. That didn’t stop him from flirting outrageously with me. Some things never change.

After I’d danced with each of the female cast members, and Taylor, there was still no sign of Spencer.

“Oh, I love this song. Dance with me,” Taylor said as ‘Love Shack’ started.

I succumbed to his excitement, as I could tell he was feeling in need of cheering up. As the music went silent during the ‘Tin roof, rusted’ section, I felt a tap on my shoulder.

“May I cut in?” Spencer said as I turned around.

Spencer stood before me dressed in a white sleeveless halter neck dress with splits, showcasing both legs. Black five-inch stiletto leather ankle boots completed the outfit perfectly and, importantly, placed Spencer’s eyes within a few inches of mine. Spencer’s blown out hair had ombre highlights, while the makeup was sexy but not slutty.

“I hope you don’t mind me stealing you away,” Spencer said.

We spent the next few hours dancing and celebrating Spencer’s success. I heard about the newspaper interviews and how Spencer had enlisted the help of Stephanie to showcase a new look, especially to celebrate the night.

“Is that why you were with Hannah this morning?” I asked.

“I wanted to make sure you liked my new style,” Spencer replied.


PART FOUR


CHAPTER ELEVEN

SPENCER’S NEW CONFIDENCE complemented his fresh look. Both were as sexy as hell. He knew what he wanted and how to get it. And for a change, it offered me what I wanted. We danced until the DJ called it quits. By then, only a few familiar faces remained.

“How about we head back to your place for a nightcap?” Spencer suggested.

“I hope that’s not all you have in mind,” I replied.

I struggled to keep my hands to myself on the way home. But Spencer didn’t discourage any of my actions. I couldn’t wait to unwrap Spencer and fully appreciate all his assets.

“The city is beautiful from this angle,” Spencer said as I poured a couple of drinks.

“Yes, but I think my view is even better,” I said.

After firing up the spa, I sat close to Spencer on the balcony lounge. San Francisco’s bay lit up the vista, while a salty sea breeze ruffled Spencer’s locks. The moonlight sparkled from Spencer’s chocolate brown eyes. But it was his lips that tempted me forward. I noticed Spencer shiver as we kissed.

“Are you cold?” I asked.

“Just excited,” Spencer replied.

“Then let’s hit the spa,” I suggested.

“But I don’t have a swimsuit,” Spencer replied.

“I was hoping that’s what you’d say,” I said.

Standing, I removed my shirt and stepped out of my jeans. Spencer’s eyes focussed on my trunks, like a kid waiting for the candy man to hand over the sweets.

I slid my trunks down slowly, taking care to place my hand over my semi-hard cock.

“I expected a full unveiling. Stop teasing me,” Spencer said.

“That’s the pot calling the kettle black, isn’t it?” I stated.

“I’ll show you mine if you show me yours,” Spencer said with a smile.

I dropped my hand to see Spencer’s eyes broaden.

“Oh my god, you are circumcised,” Spencer squealed with excitement.

As I stood stark naked on my balcony in the moonlight, Spencer stood and stepped towards me. He reached out and brushed his blood red fingernails against the soft skin before gently wrapping his fingers around my cock. His action was gentle and deliberate. I was rock hard in seconds.

“Well, are you gonna help me out of this dress?” Spencer asked.

I stepped around Spencer while he continued to massage my cock. His touch was gentle but arousing. I gently lifted Spencer’s hair and untied the knot behind his neck. The silky garment fell to the floor, pooling around Spencer’s boots. Spencer carefully stepped out of the dress and stood before me, wearing nothing but a pair of white panties and black boots.

I reached out and placed a hand on either side of Spencer’s panties. Excitement rushed through me as Spencer stroked my cock, and I slid his panties down to the floor. I eagerly dropped my eyes to see a semi-flaccid four inch cock hanging slightly left of centre between Spencer’s legs.

“Surprise, I’m uncut,” Spencer said with a smile.

“Wow, what does that feel like?” I asked.

Spencer grabbed my hand and placed it on his cock. I felt a softness I wasn’t used to. It fascinated me to see it react to every little action I took.

“Let me,” Spencer replied.

Spencer lifted his cock and placed it tip to tip with mine. I shivered at his touch. He lined my cock up perfectly with his and slid his foreskin forward and over the head of my cock. The sensation was incredibly sensual as he slowly massaged the two cocks end to end.

“That feels amazing,” I said.

“Well, that’s what an uncut cock feels like,” Spencer said before kissing me deeply.

We stood naked on my balcony in the moonlight, joined by a foreskin and kissing passionately. I felt Spencer’s body tremble as the minutes flew by. This was everything I’d been dreaming of since seeing Spencer dressed that first night.

Spencer pulled back, releasing my cock from his foreskin. He took both cocks in two hands and started rubbing them together. The friction was sending insane waves of pleasure through my body. My legs started shaking as our tongues danced while our cocks jousted.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

But Spencer kept rubbing until both cocks spewed a torrent of warm white fluid onto our stomachs.

Quick as a flash, Spencer dropped to his knees, licking all evidence of my orgasm from my chest and cock. Once finished, he glanced up at me before kissing his way back up. Stopping briefly at my nipples, Spencer bit and teased me in ways I’d never felt before. While stroking my cock with one hand, he kissed from my neck to my ears to my mouth. A sweet, salty taste was discernible. Not unpleasant, it would be something I would come to savour in time.

“I want to feel you inside me.” Spencer said.


CHAPTER TWELVE

SPENCER HAD SIGNALLED time for us to move inside. And I was happy to oblige, fully knowing what that meant. I intertwined my fingers in Spencer’s and led him into the lounge, stopping only to slide the door closed. Spencer kept walking and now led me into the bedroom. His cute little flaccid cock swayed back and forth as his tightly toned arse acted as a beacon for me.

Stopping by the bed, Spencer turned and stood still. Wearing nothing but black five-inch stiletto ankle boots and a smile, it gave me chills just thinking about what would come next. His hair flowed over his shoulders and partially down over his breasts. His cute, girly cock hung neatly between his legs, beneath a closely cropped landing strip of pubic hair. Spencer’s transformation was incredible and complete. I felt myself getting hard at the mere sight of him.

“I’d better take off the boots,” Spencer said, bending over.

The temptation was too much for me to stand. I walked up behind him and re-directed his hands onto the bed.

“There’s no need to rush things,” I said.

With Spencer bending over, I dropped to my knees and kissed his backside. It was soft yet muscular, with a feint smell of floral perfume emanating from it. I kissed his left cheek, then his right cheek, but his flaccid cock was too tempting. I reached between his legs and stroked his cock. The reaction was immediate, and soon I was running my hand the full length of his rock-hard member.

“What are you thinking of doing?” Spencer asked.

“Don’t worry. Give me your hand,” I replied.

I ceased the cock play, letting Spencer take over. My sole focus became Spencer’s arse. I pulled back his butt cheeks, revealing a virginal pink rosebud. I teased my way around the target, using my lips and tongue as tandem weapons before thrusting my tongue deep inside.

“Oh fuck, that’s nice,” Spencer moaned.

Before he could finish, I had a finger inserted and was probing Spencer’s G-spot.

I spat on my hand and readied Spencer’s arse for bigger and better things. Standing, I turned my attention to my own semi-flaccid cock. I applied a liberal dose of lubricant and worked myself up to rock-hard. Spencer was moaning from the pleasure of my finger when I pulled it out and lined up my moist cock against his hungry flower.

“I need you inside me,” Spencer screamed.

Leaning forward, I applied enough pressure to slide my cock inside Spencer’s hole. He squealed at first, then shuddered. Possibly because of the size, but most likely because of the foreign sensation. I was sure Spencer had never accommodated another like this. But knew he was eager that his first experience was with me.

“I’m gonna drive you deep,” I said.

Pushing lightly, I watched my cock disappear one inch, two, then three. In no time I was past the pain zone and pushed deep to maximise Spencer’s pleasure.

“Oh, fuck. That’s good,” Spencer said.

That was the signal for me to drive deeper again. As my pelvis slapped against Spencer’s butt cheeks, waves of pleasure soaked through me. I established a rhythm that maximised Spencer’s moans and my stimulation.

Spencer’s rosebud was tight but accommodating. I leaned down and pulled Spencer tightly towards my chest. I felt my orgasm approaching, so went deep and held Spencer close, kissing the back of his neck. He responded by turning his head and kissing me deeply. But then I was back into a rhythm, forcing Spencer to carry our combined weight on his shaking arms. Spencer was a trojan and held his ground to the last second. My orgasm came in a rush. It was long, and it was intense, better than anything I’d experienced before.

Spencer finally collapsed onto the bed, with me riding him to the mattress.

“I can’t believe how much fun that was,” Spencer said.

“Don’t think that’s all there is. I’ll be ready for another round in a minute or two,” I said.

Spencer lay face down on the bed, with me still connected. It took a few minutes of passionate kissing before my cock popped out of Spencer’s cherry.

“Let me know when you are ready,” I said.

“I’m ready,” Spencer replied without hesitation.

Spencer rolled over onto his back. I desperately wanted to see his gorgeous face during my next orgasm. I wanted to see how my actions teased and tantalised his being.

“Lift your legs. Let’s reconnect,” I said.

With Spencer’s legs on each of my shoulders, I worked myself back to rock-hard. My second entry was easier, and Spencer hardly winced at all. I stared down at Spencer’s gorgeous moonlit face while I pounded deep with every thrust. My breathing was short, I was sweating profusely, but Spencer’s smile inspired me to greater heights and depths. This time I reset the rhythm each time I felt the orgasm approach, allowing us to stay connected for almost half an hour.

“Oh fuck,” I screamed as a flood of my seed surged deep inside Spencer.

“Tell me this isn’t a one-time deal,” I said as I kissed Spencer.

“Hell no. I’ve been dreaming of this moment since I first saw you,” Spencer replied.

“Well, you sure hid it well. I never knew,” I said.

“Yes, it took me time to get you to realise what was in front of you,” Spencer said.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

I GOT LITTLE sleep that first night, but I wouldn’t have changed it for anything. We made love until sunup broke the darkness. We watched the sun rise arm in arm from my balcony before heading back into the bedroom for another epic round of lovemaking. Turns out all the training I’d done with Spencer before that night came back to benefit me many times over. His stamina was exceptional, almost as notable as his flexibility.

The next morning, we shared a delicious and well-earned breakfast. While I prepared the meal, Spencer admitted he’d been hot for me since our first day of college. When I asked him why it took six months to make a move, he told me he needed time to work through his feelings. Then, he needed time to get me to realise we were right for each other. He played the long game. Turns out everyone else saw it except me.

When the newspaper article came out, the director and cast were a buzz. All three local papers featured articles that raved about our little theatre company, the production, and selected members of the cast. It singled out Spencer as the discovery of the year. They described Juliet as the perfect Janet Weiss. While they called Hannah a shooting star in the making.

The end of the year saw most of us headed off in different directions. Hannah hit the big time on Broadway. She worked her way up over a few years before starring in a succession of shows. Juliet headed off to Los Angeles to star in an indie television series. Her starring role helped the show get picked up by NBC where it ran for six seasons. She became a household name and an A-list celebrity.

Taylor never made it back to Hollywood. After kicking around San Francisco for a handful of years, he disappeared off the grid. He finally reappeared on the television show ‘Where are they now’? several years later. He’d moved from San Francisco to Silicon Valley where he became a leading gay porn actor. He got paid well to flirt with the guys and bedded several former football stars.

My romance with Spencer blossomed into something permanent. He moved into my apartment a month after ‘The Rocky Horror Show’ and never left. He only brought female clothing with him. In fact, I never saw him present male again, not even for our one-on-one sessions. Our relationship wasn’t all smooth sailing. Spencer got several offers to perform on Broadway and finally accepted a starring role in ‘Hedwig and the Angry Inch’.

And I got my dream job, as sports reporter on the number one news service in San Francisco. Using all the skills learned at California College of Arts, I quickly rose through the ranks before becoming the sports presenter less than a year later. In my dream job, it was difficult to let Spencer head off to New York without me. But after six months apart, he returned into my arms and my bed. He picked up a lead role in a local television show and starred in several local theatre productions.

But each year on the anniversary of the double dare, we celebrated in style. Spencer pulled out the Frank-n-Furter costume. I dressed up as Brad Majors and we performed ‘The Time Warp’ from ‘The Rocky Horror Show’ as a prelude to a night of ultimate pleasure.
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BLOCKED
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Can a young cyber specialist help catch a violent criminal before the love of his life becomes a victim?

Joe Angel is a young cyber specialist on loan to the state police from an elite federal agency. Just two weeks into a new job in a new city, Joe joins a high-profile task force set up to catch a cyberstalker who has recently turned physical. With three victims and fifty more targeted, they need to catch him fast.

But catching the culprit will not be easy. He always appears to be one step ahead of the law and is an expert at covering his tracks in both the cyber and real worlds. So confident is he, that he brazenly taunts and teases both victims and law enforcement mercilessly.

But the game changes when the cyberstalker targets Dani Lopez, Joe's budding love interest. When beautiful young college student Dani catches the eye of both Joe and the cyberstalker, a battle for her affection commences. And Joe must lift his game to catch the perpetrator before he loses the girl of his dreams, forever.

If you like transgender romance stories with mystery and intrigue, like The Crying Game then you'll love BLOCKED. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Joe help catch the cyberstalker while keeping Dani safe, or will he lose his one chance for true love?


DEEP INSIDE
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How far would you go to satisfy your partner’s sexual urges? What lines would you cross? Any you wouldn’t?

Tony Walsh is loving life. Married to the woman of his dreams, living in the most awesome apartment in Manchester, and thriving in a job he loves with great friends, life couldn’t get much sweeter. And with his seventh wedding anniversary coming up, he has spent months planning the most romantic night to celebrate the milestone in style. He even has the ‘let’s start a family’ talk planned. Nothing could make his life more perfect.

But Margaret, the love of Tony’s life, isn’t on the same page as Tony. Or even in the same library. Even dining at the perfect restaurant and being surrounded by a room full of loving couples, doesn’t get Margaret feeling romantic. She seems more interested in chatter on her phone and other patrons than she is in Tony. And when a message from her new work friends invites them to a local club, she begs Tony to go.

Since recently moving jobs, Margaret has changed her hair, her clothing and spent lots more time with her new work colleagues. And when Tony meets her friends at the Vanilla lesbian bar, Tony quickly discovers the reason behind the changes in Margaret. Sarah, a drop-dead gorgeous nineteen-year-old bisexual girl with a passion for married women and swinger clubs, has more than just a little crush on Tony’s wife. And that feeling appears to be reciprocated.

If you like coming-of-age romance stories where the characters are trying to reignite that spark like ‘Crazy, Stupid, Love’, then you’ll love ‘DEEP INSIDE’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

How far will Tony go to compete for Margaret’s affection and save his marriage? And could those changes alter Tony’s view on sex and marriage, forever?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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 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 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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