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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“I DON’T WANT to rush you into anything,” I said. “But we’ve been going out for almost four months now.”

“Yes, but I told you, I won’t stay overnight,” Helen said. “Not until I know I’m in love with you.”

“Any thoughts on when that might be?” I asked.

Helen and I had met at ‘The Hub Pub’ in downtown Boston. I was celebrating a work friend’s engagement with the crew from Bright Sparks Electrical, when this gorgeous girl asked to borrow the barman’s phone. I offered her mine, and we chatted briefly while she waited for her Uber. I took a chance and asked for her number, then called the next day.

“Look, I’m not trying to frustrate you,” Helen replied. “I like you a lot. It’s just, I’m saving myself for someone I love.”

“Do you think you’ll ever love me?” I asked. “Because I feel we’re no closer now than we were two months ago.”

“Some things take time,” Helen replied. “And I don’t know how long it will take.”

Our work schedules exacerbated our problems. As an Electrician, I worked six days a week, starting and finishing early. I only had spare time Saturday night and during the day on Sunday. Helen worked as a corporate cleaner. She worked from five ’til one, six nights per week and often helped out on the Sunday, too.

“I know staying overnight is not possible,” I said. “But you haven’t even touched my private areas. I’m starting to think you don’t find me attractive.”

“Look, you know you’re cute, else I wouldn’t be going out with you,” Helen said. “It’s just, I’m only nineteen and don’t see the need to jump into bed with just anybody.”

Ouch. I saw I wasn’t getting closer to my goal using this approach. Something needed to change. But I suffered from a momentous case of blue balls, and at twenty-two and in my physical and sexual peak, I didn’t want to waste precious time.

Still, I saw potential for Helen and me. Her body was flawless. Tall and lean with solid 36C breasts and legs that went on for days. That’s what first attracted me to her. Well, that with her long hair and gorgeous smile.

“I don’t like being thought of as just anybody,” I said. “It would have been nice to hear the word special in there somewhere.”

“We’ve been through this again and again,” Helen said. “When I tell you I love you, I’ll mean it.”

“Trouble is, I may never hear it,” I said. “And I’m not getting any younger.”

Suddenly, a message came through on Helen’s phone. Her work phone, not her personal phone.

“It looks like I’ll need to head out,” Helen said. “They need me at work.”

“So much for our romantic night in,” I said.

“Yes, well arguing with you isn’t really that romantic,” Helen said. “Especially, when it’s about sex.”

“Lack of sex is probably more accurate,” I said. “But if you need to go, who am I to stand in your way. I’m just anybody.”

Helen didn’t respond. She gave me a ‘you’re dead to me’ stare.

“I’m sorry,” I continued. “But I’m frustrated. I want to move our relationship forward.”

As I finished, another message came through.

“I’m gonna take the job,” Helen said. “Before someone else grabs it.”

“I hope they pay you well for the call outs,” I said. “Because it may cost you a relationship, sooner or later.”

“Don’t be so dramatic,” Helen said. “You know I need to keep this job, and that it will lead to bigger things.”

Our romantic Sunday evening was over. As I walked Helen to the lift, we both remained silent. Nothing either of us said was going to help the situation. We had little time together, and we spent that fighting about sex or work. Helen refused to kiss me when the lift arrived. All I got was a goodbye wave.

I struggled to see how our relationship had gone sour so quickly. Sure, we were quite different. But there had been a spark there, at first. And I’d hung onto the hope of things getting better, basically because Helen was so goddam attractive. And that only made it worse. A hot girlfriend who wouldn’t touch me or let me touch her. How am I supposed to survive that?

A few minutes later my phone rang.

“Hey Brian,“ I said sarcastically. “What can I do for you on this fine Sunday evening?”

“Have I called at a bad time?” Brian asked. “You sound really pissed.”

“Just the usual crap with Helen,” I replied. ”Our romantic evening turned into a fight. And then, Helen got called into work.”

“Sorry to hear that, dude,” Brian said. “But you almost sound resigned to that happening every week.”

“Seems to be our thing at this point,” I said.

“Why does Helen keep getting called into work?” Brian asked. “Isn’t she a cleaner?”

“Stuffed if I know, brother,” I replied. “I still don’t know why she has a dedicated work phone, either.”

“Are you sure she’s a cleaner, and not an FBI operative?” Brian asked. “Or some other fancy on-call worker.”

“That would make me feel better, I think,” I replied. “But I couldn’t see it. I wondered whether she was a hooker. But my sex life tells me there’s no chance of that?”

“Have you met any of her workmates, yet?” Brian asked.

“I haven’t even had drinks with her boss or any of her work gang,” I replied. “It all seems a little fishy.”

“Well, don’t worry about it, dude,” Brian said. “At least we’ve got Glen’s Bucks Night to look forward to next weekend.”

“It’ll be nice to go out with the lads and enjoy myself for once,” I said.


CHAPTER TWO


“HAVE YOU SPOKEN to Helen since the fight?” Brian asked over lunch.

“You mean the most recent fight,” I replied. “And no, it’s been all quiet.”

It was unlike Helen to leave without as much as a kiss. I expected to get a message from her overnight, telling me it was alright. But it didn’t arrive.

“Do you think you’ll get past it?” Brian asked.

“We’re basically fighting about her not loving me, yet,” I replied. “I don’t think fighting about it will change that. Do you?”

“You’ve been going out for four months,” Brian said. “Maybe, it’s time to piss or get off the pot.”

“Who’s got pot?” Glen asked joining us at the table. “Be sure to bring it along on Friday night.”

“We’re not talking about that type of pot,” I replied. “But don’t worry, Wallace will have everything you need on Friday night.”

“What were you guys chatting about?” Chaz asked taking a seat beside Glen. “I seem to have missed out on something terribly grim. The mood is so sombre.”

“We were chatting about Joe’s relationship,” Brian replied. “He and Helen are going through another rough patch.”

“Well the secret to a lasting relationship,” Chaz said. “Is to be ready and willing to compromise. And continue to do so, as long as you want the relationship to last.”

Chaz was our boss at Bright Sparks Electrical and the elder statesman of our friendship group. At thirty-five, he had been married to his childhood sweetheart for seventeen years. They seemed to have it all. So, when Chaz provided fatherly insight, we listened, intently.

“But compromise is not giving in,” Chaz continued. “There has to be give and take. Else, it’s no longer a relationship.”

“Well, I wish Helen would compromise on one thing,” I said.

“Anal?” Glen interjected.

“No, that wasn’t what I was thinking about, Glen,” I said.

“You’re about to take the plunge, Glen. How did you know Sandra was your right life-partner?” Brian asked.

“She’s hot, she’s willing, and she makes a wonderful Spaghetti Bolognese,” Glen replied. “Simple as that.”

“Your insights are truly astounding,” I said. “I fear for Sandra sometimes.”

“What you need to remember, Joe, is this,” Chaz said. “There’s a line. Let’s call it the compromise line. And life is all roses as long as you each stay on your own side of it. If one person gives too much, or takes too much, it’s not going to work. Well, not for long at least.”

Chaz’s words echoed in my ears. It seemed to me Helen was too black and white on the sex issue. She needed to give me something. We needed some level of intimacy if our relationship was to succeed.

“That misses of yours is hot,” Glen said. “What’s your problem? Don’t tell me you can’t get it up?”

“That’s not the problem,” I said. “Oh, it’s up and ready for action. It’s just, there is no action.”

“Well that sucks,” Glen said. “Or, perhaps I should say it doesn’t suck, and that’s the problem.”

“Thanks for that, Glen,” I said. “But, it’s more complex than that.”

“We both work six days a week,” I continued. “And I work early mornings, while she works late nights.”

“Even so, if the relationship is solid, you should be able to connect when the timing allows,” Chaz said. “If that’s not the case, you may have a real problem.”

“Appreciate your thoughts, boss,” I said. “You’ve given me something to think about.”

“What’s the plan for Friday night, Glen?” Chaz asked changing the subject. “What has that lunatic Wallace got planned for you?”

“The little biatch won’t tell me,” Glen replied. “He just says to pack a case.”

“Are we travelling somewhere?” Brian asked.

“No, a case full of condoms,” Glen replied.

“Aren’t you getting married? So, you won’t need condoms anymore?” Brian asked.

“Exactly, this is my last chance to use them up,” Glen replied.

“I’m not sure that’s how it’s supposed to work,” I said. “I would have thought you’d given up the condoms when you first met Sandra.”

“I’ve been a good boy for a long time,” Glen said. “This will be my last hurrah.”

“Please tell me not all relationships are like this, Chaz?” I asked.

“No, I didn’t see the need to go around rooting indiscriminately,” Chaz replied.

“Thank goodness for that,” I said. “I was thinking I had the wrong perspective for a minute there.”

“We’re meeting at ‘The Gallows’ for last rights,” Glen said. “You know, to say goodbye to my single man status, once and for all.”

“And after that?” I asked.

“Haven’t got a clue,” Glen replied. “But I’ve got full faith in Wallace. It’ll be an awesome night.”

I reflected on the difference between Chaz and Glen. At twenty-five, Glen was three years my elder, but no more mature. He talked a huge game, but whenever I saw him with Sandra, he seemed well under control. I wondered how much trouble he would get up to on his Bucks Night. Wallace was the wild card. He seemed to bring out the lad in Glen. Old school friends tend to do that.

Chaz was completely different. Married at a young age, he seemed much calmer and content in his life. Confident in his own skin, Chaz didn’t need to impress anyone. He loved his wife, Debbie. She was the love of his life. You saw it whenever we got together for a work function. Chaz kept an eye on Debbie, to make sure she had drinks, food and company that wouldn’t drive her crazy. He was a brilliant husband and seemed like a loving father to their three kids, too.

I wanted what Chaz had. But without a childhood sweetheart, I couldn’t see where that would come from. And Helen seemed unlikely to be the one to make it happen. Not unless she compromised on the intimacy front. I saw myself with a beautiful woman in a committed relationship. One who I loved, and who loved me back. I just needed to convince her.


CHAPTER THREE


BRIAN MET ME at my apartment around 6:00 pm. From there we walked the ten minutes to ‘The Gallows’. I was relieved to see kick-off at ’The Gallows’, as it offered tasty food options, in addition to all types of alcohol. Walking around the corner, we saw the familiar Black Crow sign and entered the bar.

Immediately inside, the warmth hit us. Even early in the night, the bar was crowded. Chaz had arrived a few minutes earlier and came to join Brian and me. Knowing we wanted to grab a meal, we moved through the crowd to the kitchen end of the bar. The smell of well-cooked beef invaded my nostrils as I ordered the first round of drinks.

“I’m worried about Glen,” Chaz said. “I don’t trust that Wallace guy as far as I can kick him.”

“I think we are all in agreement on that one,” I said. “Let’s make sure Glen doesn’t get into too much trouble.”

“Wallace has already got Glen doing shots,” Chaz said. “It won’t take long for him to be off his face.”

“Oh, all the gay folk staying together,” Wallace said approaching us. “Here’s your lanyard, to identify you as part of the group. Don’t lose it, or you’ll be making your own way home.”

“Thanks Wallace. In case we do get lost, what’s the run of play?” Chaz asked.

“Don’t get lost would be my advice,” Wallace replied with a smirk. ”That information is on a need to know basis, only.”

Scanning the bar, I saw about a dozen guys wearing the lanyard. About half I knew. The others must have been Glen’s school friends, like Wallace.

“Well, Wallace is in fine form,” Brian said. “He’s such a smarmy piece of shit.”

“I don’t understand why Glen is still friends with him,” I said. “He seems to take pleasure fucking him over on a regular basis.”

“I don’t trust Wallace,” Chaz said. “If we’re gonna eat, we’d best do it soon. Else, he’s just as likely to leave us here.”

“Sounds like a smart move,” I said. “I already know what I’m having. I can never go past the Southern Comfort Burger. My shout. What do you want?”

“I’ll go the Korean Chicken Wings,” Brian said.

“I’ll join you in the burger, but with extra chips,” Chaz added.

We grabbed the table near the bar. Partly, to make sure Wallace didn’t leave us at the pub and partly to keep an eye on Glen. By 6:30 pm, Glen had downed six shots. By the time we’d finished eating, thirty minutes later, it had risen to nine shots. He struggled to sit at his bar stool.

“I’ve seen this situation happen too often,” Chaz said. “The Best Man ends up being the Worst Man and fucks up the night.”

“Should we have a chat to Glen, or at least Wallace?” Brian asked.

“I don’t think it’ll go down too well,” Chaz replied.

Chaz walked over to the bar and came back with Glen.

“Hey faggots. How are you enjoying my big night?” Glen asked.

“It’s a great night, so far,” I replied.

“We thought you might like some of these Chicken Wings,” Chaz said. “They’re bloody delicious.”

Chaz’s plan worked like a treat. Glen polished off half of Brian’s Korean Chicken Wings, and we bought another serving. Within thirty minutes, Glen started to recover, a little. Twice, Chaz had to head Wallace off, but we successfully gave Glen a fighting chance to last out the night.

“Do you remember your Bucks Night?” I asked Chaz.

“Sure do. It was a brilliant night,” Chaz replied. “We did the usual stuff. Drinks, dinner and the clubs.”

“How did you stay out of trouble?” I asked.

“Selection of your Best Man is key,” Chaz replied. “I had a few mates who were fun and organised a good time. Trouble is, they wanted the good time themselves, and weren’t willing to sit one out.”

“Who did you choose?” I asked.

“My Best Man was William Snow,” Chaz replied. “I’d known him since grade school. He wasn’t the most gregarious or a risk taker, but he put on an excellent Bucks Night, and he stayed sober to make sure I got home safely. William was like Brian here.”

Glen eagerly hoed into yet another Korean Chicken Wing. I’d counted at least a half dozen. That’s when Wallace made his third visit.

“Glen, you’ve slowed down on the drinking, sunshine,” Wallace said. “It looks like you haven’t got what it takes.”

“He’s got a long night ahead of him, Wallace,” Chaz said. “A bit of dinner won’t be a bad thing. Leave him to finish.”

Wallace gave Chaz a death stare. But he knew better than to argue with him. While a few years older, Chaz was my height, 6ft 4in, and built like a line-backer.

“Let us know when you’re ready for the next venue,” Chaz said. “Until then, he’s with us.”

“Well, it so happens, we’re about to hit the next venue,” Wallace said.

“Where’s that?” I asked.

“It’s a secret,” Wallace replied.

“How the hell are we supposed to get there?” Chaz asked.

“I’ve organised the transport,” Wallace replied. “Make sure Glen is out front at 8:30 pm sharp.”

“Or what?” Chaz asked. “You’ll go without Glen. Go and organise your transport. We’ll see you outside, when we get there.”

“We’ll need to watch that prick closely,” Chaz said. “He’s not interested in doing the right thing by Glen.”

“And I think he’ll be more of an arsehole now,” I said. “I don’t think he expects people to say no to him.”


CHAPTER FOUR


WALLACE HAD ARRANGED a minibus to take us to the next venue.

“One hundred bucks says we’re going to a Strip Club,” Chaz said. “Wallace is so predictable.”

“Why else would we need a bus?” I said. “I hope it’s a local club.”

“I doubt he’d risk taking us to Providence or Brockton,” Chaz said. “It’ll be Downtown.”

Unfortunately, Chaz was not right. We’d reasoned no one would be stupid enough to risk taking a drunk Buck an hour in a minibus. We arrived at the second venue, ‘The Foxy Lady Strip Club’ around thirty minutes later. Luckily, Glen held it together until we departed from the minibus. And then, he barfed all over the side of the bus.

“Let’s get the Buck some pussy,” Wallace shouted before leading a charge on the front door of the Strip Club.

Glen seemed to perk up after throwing up. A little clean-up of the minibus, Glen’s shoes and his face, and we were ready to hit the club.

“At least Wallace has brought us to a classier establishment,” Chaz commented. “Two pass marks on the venue front, thus far.”

“It’s a decent place is it?” I asked.

“Yes, you will be impressed,” Chaz replied.

“I haven’t been to a place like this before,” Brian said. “I’m not sure what to expect.”

“Don’t worry, Brian, the girls won’t bite,” Chaz said. “Stick with me and I’ll show you the ropes.”

From the outside, ‘The Foxy Lady’ appeared like an industrial office building. But the second you opened the doors you were transported into another world. A wall of sound instantly hit you. Rap and hip-hop music blasted from giant speakers located across the venue.

The light show was equally impressive. It took a few minutes to get used to the lighting, but once you did it was all neon, strobes and spotlights. Finally, the venue was covered in mini stages separated by seating areas. There must have been a dozen mini stages.

“Wow, this is not what I expected,” I said in disbelief.

“You really are a Strip Club newbie,” Chaz said suddenly smiling. “If you think that’s impressive, wait ’til you see the acts.”

“Where do we go?” I asked.

“Follow me. I’ll find somewhere safe for a pair of newbies,” Chaz replied.

Chaz walked us down a long hallway that overlooked the whole venue. It provided a bird’s eye view, as such. On our left were a row of doors. On our right were the stages with various types of seating around them. There were bar stools, chairs and sofas. Something for everyone, I guess. We followed Chaz to the back end of the venue, where we sat around a vacant stage. But not too far from Glen.

“We’ll sit here for a few minutes until you guys get a feel for the place,” Chaz said. “But always remember the number one rule is ‘look, but don’t touch’. Else those massive guys standing behind us will throw you out.”

“Okay, I wasn’t intending too, but thanks for the warning,” I said.

“It’s better to get that clear,” Chaz said. “Don’t worry, someone will get thrown out tonight. Don’t let it be you.”

From our vantage point we saw almost every stage. Some were grand with poles, while some were smaller without. The girls working the poles seemed more talented and experienced. It was actually quite impressive to see them in action. They weren’t musclebound but had amazing body control. And every girl in the venue was at least an eight out of ten.

“You will have a number of options for spending money,” Chaz said. “Firstly, if a girl dances on the stage here, you can place money in her top or bottom. That will encourage her to dance for you.”

“But don’t touch them while you do it?” I asked.

“Definitely not,” Chaz replied. “It’s like feeding the monkeys. Hold out your hand, signal your intention, let her create an opening, and insert the money.”

“Then, there’s lap dances,” Chaz said. “For a price you can encourage the girl to dance with you. But again, be wary of overstepping the mark. Try not to interrupt her creative flow. Choose your timing wisely.”

“At the end of her routine, then. When she’ll be seeking a private dance add-on sale,” I said.

“You could look at it like that,” Chaz said.

“Finally, there’s the private room action,” Chaz said. “The doors on the left as we walked in are for the private rooms. You can pay handsomely to have a private show with one of the girls. That’s where they’ll be likely to show more skin. But the rooms are monitored, so…”

“Don’t touch the girls,” I interjected.

“Correct,” Chaz said. “But the options are varied depending on time and extent of entertainment. And, if the girl likes you, she may give you her private number. That means you can arrange add-ons outside of the club.”

I couldn’t believe how sophisticated the business model was for Strip Clubs. The investment in ‘The Foxy Lady’ was immense. The electrical work alone must have cost half a million. No wonder the drink prices were insult level. Ten bucks for a beer. I was glad we filled up at ‘The Gallows’. Chaz had been a wonderful guide for us newbies. I felt informed and relatively safe. And ready to put my foot in the water.

“Hey Joe,” Brian said grabbing my arm. “Isn’t that your girlfriend Helen, just walking out on the next stage?”

I glanced at Brian and laughed.

“Nice one, bro,” I said. “And isn’t your Mom on the stage near the entrance?”

“No, I’m serious, dude,” Brian said. “Check her out.”

I glanced across at the girl walking out. Sure, she was gorgeous. Tall and lean with long brown hair that hid her face. And, she had a rack to die for. Perfect 36Ds; if I guessed right. And, she didn’t walk, she strutted out towards the pole. As she reached the pole, she shook her hair back from her face and commenced her routine.

“Shit, that’s Helen,” I screamed in disbelief.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


“TAKE IT DOWN a notch,” Chaz said sternly. “You don’t want to do something rash. Not in this place, anyway.”

“But that’s Helen up there on the stripper pole,” I said. “And Wallace is stuffing ten spots in her panties.”

“Think it through, Joe. Are you sure it’s Helen?” Chaz asked.

“Who else looks identical to my girlfriend?” I replied a little loudly. “Of course, it’s Helen.”

“Dude, is this what she really does at nights?” Brian asked.

“You’re not helping at all, Brian,” Chaz interjected.

“Don’t do anything rash, Joe,” Chaz continued. “Rushing over and causing a scene ain’t gonna change a thing.”

“Well, at least she’ll know I’m not happy with her,” I said “And, I’ll be able to break up with her.”

“Somehow, I don’t think this is the time or place,” Chaz said.

“Quick, stand behind me and take a quick photo of her,” Chaz continued. “Then, you can confront her outside of this place. But no flash.”

I did as Chaz suggested. Being careful of cameras and security, I grabbed a couple of shots of Helen dancing. I even grabbed one of Wallace stuffing a ten spot into her bikini bottom.

“Are you absolutely sure it’s her?” Chaz asked. “Check her out really closely. Does everything seem legit?”

“Well, her hair isn’t usually dyed with red highlights,” I replied. “And her breasts appear slightly larger than I remember. But hell, she hasn’t shown me that much skin, ever.”

“Okay then, I’d suggest Brian casually moves over to watch the show,” Chaz said. “But, don’t do anything other than catch her eye. And be discrete.”

Brian casually walked across to sit by the stage. As soon as he sat down, Glen grabbed him and pointed at Helen. I could only imagine what he was saying. He kept ogling Helen and pointing to me while laughing his head off. As her routine came to a close, I saw Brian approach Helen. They spoke for around thirty seconds. Brian handed over a fifty spot and pointed to us.

“Is it Helen, bro?” I asked when Brian re-joined us. “And, what was the money for?”

“I’m not sure,” Brian replied. “I’ve hardly spent much time with Helen. But I’ve asked her to change stages for her next routine. It’ll start in around thirty minutes.”

“Thanks, bro,” I said. “At least you’ve got my back.”

The initial shock must have been wearing off, because my mind started wandering. Why the hell did Helen work as a Stripper? And why hadn’t she told me? Well, I suppose that one was obvious. But why was she so prudish with me, when she’s giving it away for tips in a Strip Club? It didn’t make sense. I needed to talk to her about it. But showing my face was the obvious first move. And this thirty-minutes seemed like hours already.

Just as ‘My Humps’ by the Black Eyed Peas started, I saw Helen walk from the curtains and head towards us. She’d changed into a new costume. This one was even more erotic than the Cheerleader outfit. She wore a black vinyl jumpsuit with matching collar and long gloves. Her G-String bikini bottom was attached to a skimpy bikini top with some type of rings. Two ties were connected to her collar in a way that made it look like a dog collar.

“Hey Dude,” Glen said taking a seat next to me. “You never told me Helen worked as a Stripper.”

“That’s not Helen,” I said. “It just looks a bit like her.”

“Hey Joe,” Wallace said. “That girlfriend of yours is mint. ‘A class’, choice quality, meat.”

I felt Chaz grab my arm before I made a move.

“Fighting will also get you kicked out,” Chaz whispered.

“Don’t let these dickheads put you off,” Chaz added. “You’ve already paid a fifty spot for this dance. Don’t waste it.”

Chaz was right. I needed to ignore everything else and focus on Helen. I moved my chair up close to the stage and right in the middle. There was no way I was gonna miss catching Helen’s eye.

Helen started her routine by addressing the pole. She wrapped one hand around it and swung about, hanging her other hand out wide. She wore sexy black 5-inch stiletto thigh high boots. In patent leather, with laces all the way up the front. I got hard at the sight of her. After a few laps of the pole, Helen dropped to her knees in front of me. With one hand on the pole and the other opening her top, she looked for encouragement.

“Move over, dude,” Glen said poking a ten spot down Helen’s top. “If you’re not gonna tip her, I will.”

Unfortunately, Glen got a little handsy, and Helen pulled back, unimpressed. A Security Guy jumped in and pushed Glen back in his seat.

“Not so close,” the Security Guy said. “Or you are out of here.”

“Sorry officer,” Glen said with a stupid grin.

Helen re-started her routine. I marvelled in her immense beauty. To think all this could, and should, be mine. As Helen dropped to perform the splits and end her routine, Wallace rushed forward and got a little too handsy. It broke a moment between Helen and me. She was mere inches away and smiling broadly while licking her lips. I couldn’t help but imagine what making love to this stunning woman would be like.

I leant forward and dropped a fifty spot into Helen’s bikini bottom.

“I’ll be back in thirty minutes, stud,” Helen said. “And I want to see you sitting right here, waiting for me.”

“Sure thing,” I said. “You couldn’t drag me away with wild horses.”

Helen leant forward and kissed me playfully, on the lips. While it was a gentle pash, it excited me more than anything I’d received during the previous four months.


CHAPTER SIX


“WHERE’S WALLACE?” I asked trying to control my heartbeat.

“He got kicked out for touching Helen,” Brian replied.

“Can we not call her Helen?” I asked. “The jury is still out.”

“Well, are you gonna tell Helen you cheated on her, then?” Chaz interjected.

Best man gone. It was now up to the Bright Sparks Electrical boys to give Glen an unforgettable night.

“Anyway, let’s focus on Glen,” I said. “We need to make sure he has an awesome night.”

“Don’t worry about that,” Chaz said. “Brian and I have got it covered. You sort out your shit with Helen.”

“You should have brought Helen around sooner,” an inebriated Glen said. “She’s the best Stripper here. Perhaps I should get a private show?”

“That’s not Helen,” I said. “She just looks a little like her.”

“Then, I want to fuck her tonight,” Glen said. “Well, her or the Asian with the massive tits over there.”

Brian took the opportunity to move Glen across to a new stage.

“Thanks, bro,” I said as he left. “I owe you one.”

I took a swig of my drink and tried to calm myself down a little. It had been a peculiar night, and it seemed it was only going to get more so.

“What’s your thoughts on the Helen front, now?” Chaz asked.

“I’m ninety-nine percent sure it’s her,” I replied. “But if it’s not. It must be her doppelgänger.”

“They say we all have one,” Chaz said. “But I have to admit, it’s unlikely.”

“What’s your next play going to be?” Chaz asked.

“I need to get her alone,” I replied. “So, a private dance is probably the next step.”

“Just remember, no matter where you are, you’re being watched,” Chaz said. “Don’t do anything that is likely to cross the line.”

“It’s funny,” I said. “She looks like Helen. A dead ringer.”

“But,” Chaz said. “It seems like you have doubts.”

“Her hair looks dyed, and permanently so,” I said. “And that kiss she gave me was sexier than anything she’s ever given me before.”

“Perhaps it’s a persona she adopts when she Strips,” Chaz said. “Fuck, she could be high as a kite the whole time.”

“You’re probably right, I suppose,” I said. “But something seems off.”

“Well, don’t do anything stupid,” Chaz said. “You’ve got the photo. You don’t need to confront her tonight.”

“Guys. I went to the toilet for five minutes and Glen has gone off for a private dance,” Brian said running across to alert us.

“Shit no. With the Asian girl?” I asked.

“That’s the one. But I’m not sure where they are,” Brian replied.

“We can’t go door to door. We gotta hope he runs out of money, before he gets too excited,” Chaz said.

After fifteen minutes, concern turned into worry.

“God no. I’ll never forgive myself if he ends up with Herpes or something worse,” Brian said.

“There’s little chance of that. The health controls are very strict at places like this,” Chaz added.

“I’m more concerned he’ll never forgive himself for cheating on Sandra,” I said.

“We can’t control him every second of the night. Whatever happens will be his decision,” Chaz said.

As ‘Just a Girl’ by No Doubt came on, Helen started slinking her way back along the stage to the pole.

“Guys, I gotta go. Helen’s back on,” I said.

“No worries, Joe. We’ve got this covered. Do what you gotta do,” Chaz said.

As I returned to my seat, I got a closer view of Helen. What she wore for this routine was insane. She had a white bra and panty set on; well white with black ruffles, lace and bows. This was matched with a black lace collar and short gloves. There was no lead this time, but instead a set of Playboy Bunny ears sat on her head. White stay up fishnet stockings and white 5-inch stiletto patent leather thigh high boots completed the outfit. Easter time had come early.

Helen’s routine was similar. But this time I watched it through, and thoroughly enjoyed the show. Her flexibility was insane. And the tone in her legs and stomach horned me up in an instant. I sat back in my chair and felt as though Helen danced for me alone. She blew me air kisses, motioned masturbating me and had me squirming in my seat constantly. Once she finished, I felt compelled to stuff a fifty spot down her panties. This got me a kiss. This time it had tongue.

“How would you like a private dance, stud?” Helen asked seductively.

“Sounds wonderful,” I replied not even asking the price.

“Come with me,” Helen said leading me up the stairs and into Room 21. “Twenty-one is my lucky number. Don’t worry, I’ve a feeling it’ll be lucky for you too.”

The seduction was a complete turn on. I couldn’t believe how calm and collected Helen was. But more importantly, I couldn’t believe how playful and sexy she was, either. And the way she moved her hips, especially up the stairs, drove my boner to a new level of horniness.

“We don’t get too many hot young studs like you in here. What are you looking for?” Helen said once we were in the room.

“I’m not quite sure. It’s my first visit,” I said feeling like a deer in headlights.

“Figures. I doubt you’d ever have to pay for sex. But if you feel like it sometime, as a treat. Here’s my card,” Helen said.

“How much do I owe you?” I asked. “I can pay by cash or card.”

“It depends on how long you want me for, stud,” Helen replied. “One hundred for each fifteen minutes. Anywhere from fifteen minutes up to two hours.”

“And what does that get me?” I asked.

“Well, that depends on you,” Helen said. “If you treat me nicely, I may throw in a handy. It depends on how much I feel appreciated.”


CHAPTER SEVEN


I COULDN’T BELIEVE that I paid my girlfriend two hundred bucks to strip for me. It made me chuckle to myself. But somehow, it felt right. If Helen was gonna act like this, I’d be more than happy to pay her, every weekend.

Helen’s private dance was nothing like the stage dance. Instead of the stripper pole being the centre of attention, my pole was. Helen’s dance was sultry, and seductive and turned me into a horny and sweaty mess in no time.

“I’m not feeling appreciated enough,” Helen whispered as she straddled my lap, buried my face in her breasts and nibbled my ears.

“Oh, there he is,” Helen said as I adjusted my cock to freely interact with her butt. “I’m feeling much more appreciated now.”

Helen’s moves teased me to within an inch of my life. First, she worked my front. Then, she worked my back. She released her breasts and parted them with the back of my head, all while running her hands down my six-pack to within half an inch of my swollen member.

“Times up, stud,” Helen said looking dejected. “That slow start of yours meant we didn’t get to the fun part.”

“How much for another thirty, but with kissing?” I asked.

“I’m not allowed to offer you that,” Helen replied.

“But you can offer me a handy?” I asked.

“Two hundred and fifty gets you as many kisses as I want to give,” Helen replied.

“Deal. But I want to be able to touch you. Not in the sensitive areas, but I want to feel your legs and stomach,” I said.

“Well, it’s nice to meet a man who knows what he wants,” Helen said.

The second session started with Helen on my lap, but with her back to me. She moved up and down, teasing my cock incessantly with her arse. Her legs were incredibly strong, able to hold her weight in almost any pose you could imagine. I placed my hands on her hips, and she placed hers on top. She moved my hands up onto her firm breasts. Helen kept guiding my hands as she ground her arse against my shaft. I felt ready to blow at any moment.

“Well done,” Helen said. “I think you’ve deserved a reward.”

Helen turned her head and kissed me lightly on the lips. But she didn’t leave it there. I felt her tongue push at my lips and force its way inside. I wasn’t gonna argue or complain. This turned the heat up, yet again.

I felt Helen explore all corners of my mouth, while my hands caressed her erect nipples. This was what I had hinted at with Helen. And here was I finally getting it, and it was everything I’d wished for.

“I suppose we should be introduced,” Helen said suddenly ceasing the kissing. “I’m Kat. Kat Love.”

“I’m Joe,” I said too horny to think straight.

Kat stood up and walked around behind me. She kissed me deeply before running her hands down my abs. But this time she didn’t stop. Her hands skilfully navigated my belt and my cock sprung out of my boxers. Kat placed a hand around my cock and stroked me to completion while kissing me deeply. Her action was firm but gentle.

“Very good, this time,” Kat said. “I hope you enjoyed your reward?”

Oh, my god, that was the sexiest thing I’ve ever experienced. Without a doubt, it was my best handy ever.

“My reward was very pleasant,” I said still out of breath. “Well worth the wait.”

I started to forget why I was here. The afterglow of an awesome orgasm, I wasn’t responsible for creating, had me on a high.

After cleaning me up, Kat peered up at me with her gorgeous coffee brown eyes. She looked like Helen, but staring deep into her soul, I still wasn’t sure.

“Do you mind if I kiss you again?” Kat asked. “Just for my enjoyment.”

“Sure, why not. Feel free Kat,” I replied.

Kat slid her body up mine. I felt her erect breasts against my torso as she moved towards me. Once at eye level, she stopped and stared at me with complete lust, then kissed me deep and hard.

“That was nice,” she said after she playfully bit my bottom lip. “I could get used to seeing your orgasm face.”

“Do you want to call it a night?” Kat asked. “Or, do you think you’ve got another one in you?”

“I’m up for it, if you are,” I replied. “But this time, I’d kill for a blowy.”

“Funny about that,” Kat said. “I was thinking the same thing.”

“You want me to give you a blowy?” I asked with a laugh.

“Only if you feel so inclined,” Kat replied without smiling.

“Deal. How much do I owe you for that?” I asked.

“Thirty minutes or fifteen minutes,” Kat replied.

“I’ll be lucky to last five minutes. So, fifteen minutes should be fine,” I said.

“That’ll be two hundred,” Kat said with a broad smile.

I couldn’t believe all my dreams with Helen were coming true. Perhaps she’d been tipped off and this was just a giant rouse? But how could that be? Surely Wallace wasn’t gonna organise that for me. I couldn’t quite understand where this was all coming from. But I was glad I’d listened to Chaz and not gotten myself thrown out of the Strip Club. I’d have missed the most sensational night of sex in my life.

The next dance was the best yet. By this stage I had touched her, kissed her, been masturbated by her and now her delicious mouth delivered the perfect finale. I didn’t blow straight away. I held out as long as I could. But I was a twenty-two year old boy with blue balls in the hands of a skilled artisan. I was lucky to last six minutes. But it was completely worth it.

“Thanks Helen, for tonight,” I said. “It’s been the best night of my life. Well worth the wait.”

“My name’s Kat, Kat Love,” Kat said. “You must have me mistaken for someone else.”

“My girlfriend would be terribly pissed off if I did,” I said. “Miss Helen Robb.”

“Oh fuck,” Kat said as she ran for the door.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


SATURDAY MORNING, I awoke around 10:00 am. I was still confused as to what had happened in the private room. Clearly, from the reaction, it was Helen. But little else about the night and the interaction made sense. Although, I felt well relieved, from the recent case of blue balls.

I had missed calls from both Brian and Chaz, so decided brunch with the boys was in order. We headed back to The Gallows where we ordered a share plate of Korean Chicken Wings.

“What a bloody weird night that was,” Brian said. “At least we got Glen home without too much damage done.”

“I can’t believe Wallace pissed off with the minibus,” I said. “That’s one very shitty Best Man.”

“Did Glen do the deed with the Asian stripper?” I asked. “I forgot to ask in all the excitement of the night.”

“He tried hard,” Chaz replied. “But thankfully, all the alcohol he consumed stopped him from performing any sort of sex act.”

“But more importantly, what happened with you and Helen?” Chaz asked. “Or wasn’t that Helen at all?”

“Here’s the thing,” I replied. “I still don’t know whether it was Helen, or not.”

“But that was the only thing you wanted out of last night,” Brian said.

“I know. But I got carried away with the private dance,” I said. “It was the best sex I’ve ever had.”

“Obviously you’re concerned the sex was too satisfying to be Helen,” Chaz offered.

“Spot on,” I said. “Fuck, that girl was the full package. If it was Helen, I’d put a ring on it today.”

“How are you gonna find out?” Brian asked.

“I’ve got the photos, thanks Chaz,” I replied. “And I’ve got a business card.”

“Kat Love, well that sounds like a pseudonym right off the bat,” Chaz said taking the card. “But is it Helen’s or does it belong to someone else?”

“My money is on it being Helen,” Brian said. “I think she was stoned.”

“What made the sex so amazing?” Chaz asked.

“It’s like she knew exactly what a guy liked,” I replied. “And she gave it to me in spades.”

“Well, as a professional sex worker,” Brian said. “You’d imagine she’d have the skills.”

“It’s not like she was a prostitute,“ I said. “She was just a Stripper.”

“Well, I’d suggest you wait until you’re with Helen,” Chaz said. “And then, call the number.”

“Yes, if it rings while you’re with her,” Brian interjected. “She’s caught red-handed.”

“But it seems she wouldn’t give me the card if it was Helen,” I said. “She’s setting herself up to get caught out.”

“Not if she was stoned. But what happens if you call and someone else answers?” Brian asked.

“I’ll claim it was a wrong number,” I replied.

“Sounds like you have a plan of attack. Are you gonna do it before the wedding rehearsal this afternoon?” Chaz asked.

“Yes, I plan to. I’d better get moving. Helen is due within the hour,” I replied.

Helen knocked on the door at 2:00 pm on the dot. She was always punctual.

“You look pretty,” I said smiling and opening the apartment door.

“You don’t look too bad, yourself,” Helen said giving me a peck on the cheek.

“Is that all you’ve got for me,” I said. “I have lips, you know.”

“I’ve just spent an hour on my makeup,” Helen said. “Don’t tell me we’re gonna go through this shit again today.”

I could tell things were about to head down the familiar path. Nothing had changed since the night before. I had to flush Helen out.

“I’ve gotta put some deodorant on in the bathroom,” I said.

I pulled out the card. There was the number. I entered the digits 8, 6, 7, 5, 3, 0, 9 and heard the phone start to ring. Walking out of the bathroom, I listened for the ring on Helen’s phone. But there was nothing.

“Who are you calling?” Helen asked.

“This is Kat Love, you know what to do,” the Message service answered.

“Oh sorry. I must have the wrong number,” I said before hanging up.

“Who the hell are you calling?” Helen asked. “Give me that card.”

“It’s a wrong number,” I replied.

“But you called them. Why are you calling Kat Love?” Helen asked. “She sounds like a prostitute.”

“That’s a bit rough. She’s a Stripper,” I replied.

“Did you freakin’ cheat on me, and with a prostitute?” Helen asked bluntly.

“Where were you last night?” I asked.

“I was working. Why?” Helen replied.

“At The Foxy Lady Strip Club?” I asked. ”Ring any bells?”

“I haven’t got a clue what you’re talking about,” Helen replied. “You’re talking in riddles.”

“Tell me this isn’t you,” I said showing Helen the photos of Kat Love.

“That’s not me. Why the hell would I be at a Strip Club?” Helen asked.

“Because you work there,” I replied.

“I think you’re still drunk from last night,” Helen said. “Or you’ve had a blow to the head and lost your mind.”

“So, you’re saying that is not you in the photos?” I asked.

“I’m not going to validate that question with a response,” Helen replied. “I’m gonna do what I should have done months ago. I’m outta here.”

“Then, tell me one thing. Why did Kat Love run away, when I mentioned Helen Robb?” I asked.

“I don’t like this line of questioning. All I know is that we are over,” Helen said.

And with that, Helen walked out the door. Perhaps, that could have gone better.


CHAPTER NINE


THE SHOWDOWN WITH Helen was a disaster. I was still completely confused and no closer to answering the key question. Was Helen a stripper who worked at The Foxy Lady Strip Club? And, if she was, why hadn’t she admitted it to me? Something was definitely fishy, but I was no closer to understanding why. And now Helen was unlikely to tell me.

I decided to call Chaz and ask for his advice. But as I went to find his number, my phone rang. The number wasn’t familiar, but I decided to answer it anyway.

“Hello, this is Joe Angel. How may I help you?” I asked.

“Hello Joe. I have a missed call from you,” the caller replied.

Could this be Kat Love? I decided to play it cool.

“Sorry, I’ve made a few calls this morning. To whom am I speaking?” I asked.

“My name is Kat,” the caller replied. “Does that name ring a bell?”

This was weird. She sounded like Helen, but I couldn’t be sure. I decided to go on a fishing trip to find out more.

“Hi Kat. Yes, I remember you,” I said. “We met last night at The Foxy Lady Strip Club.”

“Yes, that’s likely,” Kat replied. “I was working there last night. Which gentleman were you?”

“I was the guy that paid for your college tuition,” I said trying to break the moment.

“Which one, there were quite a few?” Kat asked.

“I’m the guy who asked if you knew Helen Robb,” I replied.

The phone line went silent. Finally, Kat spoke.

“You’re her boyfriend, aren’t you?” Kat asked.

“Helen and I broke up,” I replied.

“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that. And I suppose you want an explanation?” Kat asked.

“That would really help me,” I replied.

Kat generously agreed to meet me an hour later for lunch at a cafe near my apartment in Cambridge.

As I approached the cafe, I worked through the options of what could happen. I sort of started to panic. But my desire to know the truth, outweighed my reticence. Arriving first, I grabbed a quiet spot by the window. If I saw her approaching, I’d know the truth before she walked in. But lunchtime on a weekend in Boston was quite busy. Before I knew it, Kat stood beside me at the table.

“You must be Joe Angel,” Kat said.

“Thank you so much for meeting with me, Kat,” I said looking up in surprise.

“That’s okay. I only live five minutes away,” Kat said.

“Here’s the menu,” I offered. “Let me know what you’d like.”

“Just a white coffee would be wonderful,” Kat replied.

I wandered over to the counter and placed the order.

“I guess you have a few questions for me. Where would you like to start?” Kat asked.

Looking at Kat in the daylight, I could tell she wasn’t Helen. There were subtle differences. She was definitely more attractive, to be honest. And her hair was slightly longer and with blonde highlights throughout. And, her breasts were more perky.

“Perhaps, with the obvious question. How do you know Helen?” I asked.

“Well, long story short. Helen is my twin sister,” Kat replied.

“But Helen never mentioned having a twin,” I said.

“You could say I’m estranged from the family,” Kat said.

Staring at Kat, I couldn’t help but feel my pants tighten. In her street gear, Kat was an absolute stunner. Wearing tight blue jeans, a simple white t-shirt and cute blue ankle boots, she demanded attention. Even in a cafe full of attractive college students.

“So, when you mentioned Helen’s name last night, I bolted,” Kat continued.

“Why did you run?” I asked.

“I was worried my family had sent you. I was scared,” Kat replied. “But when I reflected on our time together, I realised that couldn’t be the case.”

Kat answered some more questions, but I was careful not to overstep the mark. I was also lost in her coffee brown eyes, which distracted my train of thought. That was one of the subtleties that made Kat more attractive than Helen. Her dark brooding eyes.

Kat told me she had been estranged from the family since fifteen. She’d left the family home and ended up couch surfing her way through the remainder of high school. It was tough, but through sheer will power and persistence, Kat studied Business at Sloan School of Management. The longer we chatted, the more I understood what an amazing person sat in front of me. And the friendlier the banter became.

“Feel free to ask me about my job, if you like,” Kat said. “I know you want to.”

“Sitting here with you, I can’t imagine why you’d work at The Foxy Lady Strip Club,” I said.

“Remember, I’m nineteen, unsupported by my parents and not on a scholarship,” Kat said. “I have to pay to live and to go to university.”

“But don’t you hate getting drunk jerks like me off?” I asked.

“You were a rare case,” Kat replied. “I’ve never gone that far with a client before.”

“Don’t get me wrong,” I said. “That time in the private room was incredible.”

“I could see we had a connection,” Kat said. “So, I went with it because I wanted to.”

I was amazed at the honesty of the conversation. It must be so hard to confront a client in the wide-open world. I was impressed with Kat’s strength of character.

I walked Kat back to her apartment. It was less than a mile from mine, and in the same general direction.

“I know you’ve probably got other plans,” I said once we arrived at her building. “But I’d like to see you again.”

“Are you asking me out on a date, Joe?” Kat asked with a cheeky smile.

“Well, I suppose I am,” I replied getting tongue-tied.

“Look, before we go out on a real date, there’s something I need to tell you,” Kat said.

“What is it,” I asked.

“The reason I’m estranged from my family is because I’m transgender,” Kat replied. “I’ll understand if you don’t want to take me out.”

“I had an awesome time with you,” Kat continued. “But you need to consider what I just told you. Give me a call, if you still want to date me. Sunday night is best for me.”

Wow, that was not what I expected. Kat was so matter of fact about it. She saw I was shocked, so she said good-bye, smiled and walked inside. My head spun. This had been a weird day.


CHAPTER TEN


I STARTED WALKING home, initially on autopilot. I headed in the general direction but wasn’t watching where I was going. My brain tried hard to process Kat’s news. On top of everything else I’d learned, I now approached overload.

My mind started racing. What did Kat mean by transgender? She looked so stunning and feminine. Certainly, she couldn’t still have all her boy bits intact. Could she? And how could she work as a stripper if she was a guy in a dress? It didn’t make sense.

I started to think of what we had done in the Private Room at The Foxy Lady Strip Club. We had kissed. Had I kissed a guy? Had I received a hand job from a guy? Kat’s hand did not feel in the least bit masculine. Was that even a thing? Had I received a blowy from a guy? Kat’s lips were soft and plump. How could they be the lips of a guy?

Instead of getting answers to all my questions, I’d been left with more questions than I’d started with. My phone dinged as I turned the corner to my apartment.

“Sorry to drop the bombshell on you, Joe,” Kat messaged.

“But I really like you and don’t want to mislead you,” Kat continued.

“I’m not a guy in a dress, but I wasn’t born female,” Kat continued.

“Thanks for letting me know,” I responded.

I didn’t have long to snap out of it. Chaz and Brian had arranged a night out after the wedding rehearsal to discuss Strippergate.

“What happened with Helen?” Chaz asked.

“I called Kat’s number while I was with Helen,” I replied. “It wasn’t her.”

“How did she take that?” Chaz asked.

“Let’s just say, she’s now my ex-girlfriend,” I replied.

I explained Kat was Helen’s twin, but estranged, so nobody in the family ever spoke of Kat.

“I should have known Helen wasn’t capable of engaging in sex that amazing,” I said.

After dinner, Brian suggested we kick on to a nightclub. I wasn’t in the best mood for it but decided to drag my sad-sack self along. Brian was on a mission and immediately was up dancing.

“There’s something else I learned today that I didn’t want to tell Brian,” I said to Chaz.

“What’s that?” Chaz asked.

“Well, Kat isn’t Helen’s twin sister,” I replied. “Kat’s transgender.”

“That’s an interesting one for you,” Chaz said.

“Yeah, I know. I was totally blown away,” I said.

“Well, that explains why she gave you such a skilful handy and blowy,” Chaz said calmly.

“I know, the best sex of my life and it’s not with a girl,” I said.

“How did you find that out?” Chaz asked.

“She told me when we met up,” I replied.

“Shit, she must really like you,” Chaz said.

“Why do you say that?” I asked.

“Think about it, Joe,” Chaz replied. “You could have got physical with her or ruined her life with that knowledge.”

“You’re being a bit overly dramatic, aren’t you?” I asked.

“I’m amazed she told you,” Chaz replied. “Especially, when she didn’t need to.”

“Well, I asked her out,” I said “So, she had to tell me.”

“Did she really? She could have given you any other excuse,” Chaz said.

I considered it for a moment. I’d been blindly looking at it from my side. Chaz was right. Telling me was a major thing to do.

“When are you going out with her?” Chaz asked.

“I’m not,” I replied.

“Why not?” Chaz asked.

“I told you, she’s transgender,” I replied.

“Didn’t you say she was Helen’s twin, except a dynamo in the sack?” Chaz asked.

I didn’t answer but mulled over what Chaz had said. Kat took a huge risk telling me the truth. And she insisted on doing it up front. Well almost.

“I knew she was too attractive to be female,” Chaz added.

Brian came back to join us and brought a couple of girls. They were cute enough, but they didn’t have coffee brown eyes like Kat. Nor were their bodies as tight. I started imagining what a night of love making with Kat would be like. It got me hard in an instant. Just the slightest inkling of her oral delights gave me shudders.

I walked to a quiet area of the night club and browsed through my photos. The sneaky pics of Kat excited me more than any of the girls in the nightclub. I moved to my messages.

“I’d like to take you out on a date,” I messaged.

“Are you sure about that?” Kat responded.

“Yes, but I’ve never dated a transgender girl before,” I messaged.

“Well then, you are in for the time of your life,” Kat responded.

“Can I meet you later?” I messaged.

“Text me your address, and I’ll come over around 2:00 am. After I finish work,” Kat responded.

I couldn’t believe how calm I felt about my decision. I was gonna take a step into the great unknown. But I knew Kat was someone exceptional. And I would be in the safest of hands.

“When are you kids catching up?” Chaz asked.

“Later tonight, initially,” I replied. “Then, if all goes well, we’ll go on a date tomorrow night.”

“Nice to see you came to your senses so quickly,” Chaz said.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


I HEARD A knock on my apartment door a few minutes before 2:00 am. I excitedly strode across to open it.

“Hey Kat, thanks so much for stopping by,” I said.

“Thanks for inviting me over, Joe,” Kat said walking in and kissing me softly on the lips.

Kat didn’t seem like she’d come from work. Her hair was recently blow-waved, and her floral fragrance invaded my nostrils as she came close. And she was dressed to excite. A black leather mini skirt hugged her hips while a white satin blouse partially covered a white lace bra. Black fishnet stockings flowed into stunning black 5-inch stiletto ankle boots with chrome studs.

“Nice apartment, Joe,” Kat said. “You don’t just have wonderful taste in girlfriends.”

“Can I get you a drink of something?” I asked.

“That depends why I’m here,” Kat replied. “Am I here to explain, to play or perhaps both?”

“Hopefully, both,” I said.

I turned off the television and switched on some music.

“You wouldn’t be trying to seduce me, would you, Mister Angel?” Kat asked.

“How could you think that?“ I replied with a smile.

Kat walked over to the lounge and planted herself right in the middle

“I’m looking forward to the show,” Kat said.

“What show?” I asked.

“Well, I gave you an impressive show last night, so it’s your turn tonight,” Kat replied with a wicked smile.

“I wouldn’t know where to start,” I said, handing Kat her drink.

“You can start by removing your shirt,” Kat said taking a sip.

I looked at Kat. She wasn’t joking. Okay then, game on.

I switched the music over to something more appropriate, ‘Leave Your Hat On’ by Joe Cocker.

With my back to Kat, I started swaying in time to the music.

Once I had my rhythm, I turned and slowly undid the buttons on my shirt.

“Take it off,” ordered Kat.

“Don’t be impatient,” I said with a wry smile.

With all the buttons undone, I turned away again.

“Boo, hiss,” cried Kat.

“Wait for it,” I said.

In a flash, I removed my shirt and pulled it back and forth behind me. I eventually dropped it and spun around.

“Show us your cock,” Kat said.

“Don’t be impatient,” I said.

I started to really enjoy the interaction as Kat egged me on.

I undid my belt before sliding it out and dropping it on the floor with an oopsie face.

“Show us your nut sack,” Kat yelled this time.

“All in good time,” I said seductively. “Don’t rush me. I’m an artist.”

I unfastened the top button on my pants before slowly running the zipper down.

My trunks burst through the gap highlighting my ample package.

Standing in only my trunks, I did a spin while Kat reached out and grabbed my arse, then my package.

“Don’t manhandle the talent,” I said.

“Why not?” Kat said giggling. “I love your man-handle.”

I found it hard to keep a straight face. But soldiered on.

I leant forward and kissed Kat sensually.

“More, more, I want to see more,” Kat yelled.

I leant back and opened the elastic on my trunks. Glancing down, I mimicked a wow before closing it and holding my hands about twelve inches apart.

“Prove it,” yelled Kat.

I took a step forward and Kat outlined my package over the silky trunks. My cock grew an inch the second it was touched. I glanced down and saw my cock head poking past the elastic. It glowed purple.

Kat moved her hand to tease the visible portion of my cock. In an instant, my trunks were on the floor and Kat had one hand on my cock and one hand cupping my balls.

“Get in my mouth,” Kat screamed as she plunged her mouth over my throbbing member.

I leant back against the coffee table while Kat worked my shaft and balls in unison.

I sat on the coffee table and grabbed her hair with both hands, guiding her rhythm and depth to provide maximum pleasure. What Kat did with her lips and tongue was insane. I struggled to think clearly as all the blood flooded away from my head.

“Fuck yeah, suck me,” I said breathlessly.

Kat changed the rhythm to make sure I held out as long as possible. But inevitably, pleasure got the better of me.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

A massive spurt of my warm nectar shot down Kat’s throat. But she kept working my member ’til every last drop was released.

“Does this mean we’re going steady?” Kat asked cheekily.

“I’m not convinced yet,” I replied. “But we’re well on the way.”

“Maybe, this will convince you,” Kat said turning me around. “Bend over champ.”

I did as I was instructed. I felt Kat massage my ball sack, then arse cheeks, before gently opening my butt cheeks and moving in.

Kat started with gentle kisses to my ball sack and flaccid cock. She kissed her way to my butt cheeks. First the left side, then the right side. Finally, she moved towards the glory hole kissing closer and closer until she zeroed in on my sphincter.

“Fuck, that’s amazing,” I moaned as the sensations engaged my whole body.

Her tongue action drove me wild. Never before had I felt such intense pleasure. Kat’s tongue darted in and out. And each time she touched me, I writhed in ecstasy. This was a mind-blowing experience and I didn’t want it to end. But it had to.

“Okay, sampler over,” Kat said. “Are we boyfriend and girlfriend yet?”

“Don’t stop, please,” I screamed.

“We need to chat before we go any further,” Kat said.

“Whatever the question is, the answer is yes,” I said.

“So, you want to suck my cock,” Kat said.

“Yes,” I said. “Anything, you like is okay with me.”


CHAPTER TWELVE


KAT STOOD AND looked me in the eyes.

“Drop to your knees Joe,” she said. “I need proof.”

She hiked up her leather mini-skirt and released a six-inch piece from her lace panties.

“Suck it, Joe,” Kat said. “Else, everything stops here.”

I stared deep into her coffee brown eyes. There was a touch of sadness, that I hadn’t noticed before. I knew this was a sign she needed to see.

“You’ll need to give me some tips,” I said. “It’s my first time.”

I dropped to my knees and sat eye to eye with her stunning uncut cock. Around it was clean-shaven, except for a heart.

I reached forward and grabbed Kat’s cock. It was warm and soft and immediately sprung to attention with my touch. I was fascinated by the veins which were visibly pumping.

“Suck it, Joe,” Kat said a little louder.

I mimicked Kat’s action by massaging her balls and cock at the same time.

“Suck it, Joe,” Kat said louder again.

I leant forward and placed a kiss on top of Kat’s cock. I kissed my way around the head before licking my way down the shaft.

“Suck it, Joe,” Kat whispered in ecstasy as I slid my mouth over the full six inches.

Kat grabbed handfuls of my hair and set the rhythm for my action.

“Oh, yes,” Kat moaned. “That’s it.”

I worked Kat’s cock while glancing up to see her eyes roll back in euphoria. Each stroke seemed to heighten her arousal and increase the pleasure level. Giving Kat pleasure gave me pleasure. I got hard just by sucking her cock.

“Oh, Joe, I’m gonna blow,” Kat said.

Suddenly, I felt my throat fill with a load of Kat’s warm sweet juices. She kept working my hair, so I swallowed her load and licked her cock dry.

“I think we’re officially dating,” Kat said.

“Now I want to feel you inside me,” Kat said.

That was music to my ears.

“How’s about we shift this performance to the bedroom?” I suggested. “You won’t be going anywhere soon.”

I grabbed Kat by the hand and led her to my bed. Once there, she turned me towards her, and pushed me back onto it.

“Let’s get you nice and ready for the next performance,” Kat said.

Kat reached forward and teased my cock with her fingernails. It reacted in a second, waking from its slumber.

“Time to come out to play,” Kat said.

Using the back of her hand, Kat started to rally my cock towards erection. It was semi-erect within sixty seconds. I enjoyed the tease, but Kat demanded action. A change of grip, and I was hard as a rock and ready to rumble.

“Now let’s get you nice and wet,” Kat said.

Kat’s mouth felt heavenly on my cock. Her tongue swirled about, delighting the full length as she bobbed up and down. She stopped at the end of the stroke a few times, to make sure I got wet enough. This slowed my progress to orgasm but left me hankering for what was to come.

“That’s better. Nice and wet,” Kat said.

After several sucks, I was ready for action. Kat spat on her hand a few times and rubbed it on her arse. She had me excited for the next course. My heavy breathing was a giveaway sign.

“Get ready for a pleasure feast,” Kat said.

Kat moved up onto the bed and sat on my chest. Her cute little cock was mere inches from my mouth, but I was focussed on her gorgeous face. With one hand on my cock and the other on my shoulder, Kat moved up before placing my cock tip against her sphincter. She didn’t hesitate before plunging her arse down, swallowing my cock.

“Oh yeah, that’s the spot,” Kat cried out as she bounced up and down.

Kat’s cock and balls bounced wildly in rhythm with her movements. Her eyes were almost in the top of her head and her face smiled broadly with pleasure. Kat’s arse fitted me like a glove. Each time she moved it sent a shiver of pleasure through me. Her arse muscles taking over from where her hand and mouth left off.

“Go deeper,” Kat moaned.

Kat’s pace built up rapidly, until each cycle came and went within a second. I lay back on the bed bracing for each magical downward stroke. I thrust my body forward off the bed each time to push deeper and deeper inside her.

With her perfect 36D breasts bouncing in rhythm to her cock, everything was in place for a sensual finale. Kat’s movement got ragged as pleasure consumed her. Her down strokes became more forceful, with her arse smacking heavily against my pelvis. This was a solid work out, for both of us. We sweated profusely but loved every second of it.

“I want you to come deep inside me,” Kat screamed.

That was the signal for me to stop aiming to please. Now it was me time. I placed my hands on Kat’s hips, and took control of the rhythm. I guided Kat’s arse strokes until I felt my body about to burst.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

Seconds later, I pulled Kat deep and held her there. I felt my fluids explode deep into Kat’s arse. Her smile said it all. We were both in heaven.

“Fuck that felt amazing,” Kat said.

“Not too shabby from my end either,” I said.

I wrapped my arm around Kat’s arse and held her tightly. I wanted to enjoy this magical connection for as long as possible. My erection started to shrink down, but Kat had the answer. Quick as a flash, she started working the base of my cock with her hand. While it was only prolonging the inevitable, it kept us joined as one for a little longer.

“Does this mean where boyfriend and girlfriend?” Kat asked.

“I’m not sure. Have you got anything more to show me?” I replied.

“Oh, don’t worry, I can go all night. And the next night. And the next night,” Kat said.

“Then, that’s a definite yes,” I said pulling Kat’s gorgeous face to mine.

As we sat recovering, I heard my phone ding.

“You’re an arsehole,” Helen messaged.

“And you had sex with my twin brother?” Helen continued.

“I know, and it was sensational,“ I responded before sending a selfie of the two of us kissing.

A message came back, “Contact Blocked.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


KAT CALLED IN sick that night. For two days, we didn’t leave the bedroom for anything but food. With experience well beyond her years, I learnt so much from Kat. More than I ever imagined. I never considered the benefits of dating a transgender girl. But wow, was it a life changing experience? She instinctively knew what I liked, when I liked it and was eager to get physical. Such a wonderful change up for my sex life.

The wedding was our first outing as a couple. Not that anyone knew it. Almost everybody assumed that I brought Helen. Although I did get a number of comments as to how sexy she looked on the day. Particularly perky. But who I was I to burst their bubble? Chaz was the only one who knew the truth. And he pissed himself when Wallace tried to pick up Kat while I went to get drinks.

Pissed off, Wallace did come back later in the night.

“Wow, you really do look like that stripper,” Wallace said with a smirk.

“Why, thank you for the compliment, Wallace. But it’s unnerving to know you masturbate to thoughts of me,” Kat replied.

That shut him up and embarrassed him enough to steer clear for the rest of the night.

Within the month, I’d asked Kat to move in with me. My apartment was marginally bigger and had a better outlook. It all went off without a hitch. Brian took a photo of me carrying Kat over the threshold. We did a mock-up bride pose, as Kat had caught the bouquet the month before. And yes, the photo made its way to Helen.

Kat continued to Strip. But only in private. And only for me. With me working and Kat securing an internship, her money problems weren’t as dire. So, for the first time in half a dozen years, she got the opportunity to just enjoy being a carefree teenager. But one with an internship at a top-flight law firm and without a sizeable student debt.

We bumped into Helen one day in a coffee shop. But she didn’t cause a fuss. She was too worried about people learning the family secret to be spiteful towards us. We actually spoke for a few minutes civilly. Turns out she had been sleeping with her boss while she was with me. That’s why she got the call outs. And her boss, Amanda, was married and wanted to keep things on the down low. No wonder I wasn’t getting anywhere.

Ironically, when I first saw Helen and fell hard for her, it had been Kat, anyway. Long story short, I was at a bar early in the night and approached Kat while she ordered drinks. We got chatting, and I bought her drinks, but she had to leave early. When I saw Helen later in the night at The Hub Pub, I assumed it was Kat. That’s why I’d offered her my phone. And, well the rest is history.


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.

[image: ]

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.


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?


CONTESTANT #2
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How many white lies would you tell to meet the love of your life? What lines wouldn’t you cross?

Steve Mann is a handsome and successful young Lawyer with the world at his feet. Living in the hip Marina District of San Francisco, Steve seems to have it all. Except for the one thing that continues to elude him, true love. And when his latest model girlfriend, Heather, gives him the commitment ultimatum, he suddenly becomes single again.

But when Steve turns to his twin sister, Tracey, for sympathy and advice, he ends up with plenty of advice but no sympathy. Tracey is sick of seeing Steve date bimbos. She has found true love and sets about finding the same for her little brother. So, Tracey convinces Steve to ‘broaden the net’, and appear on a television show, in search of his ‘Love Match’.

Tracey takes it on herself to spice up Steve’s application. Trouble is a few white lies here and there place Steve in an alpha-dog death match. While the winner secures a date with stunning singer-songwriter Nikki, the loser walks away with nothing. But Steve will need to alpha-up to impress Nikki and leave the competition in his wake.

If you like transgender romance stories with a touch of ’The Bachelor’ meets ‘Love Connection’, then you’ll love ‘Contestant #2’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Steve successfully defeat the alpha-dogs in a death match, or will his Love Match, Nikki, end up in the arms of someone else?


THE HOT NANNY
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How would you handle being the most hated person in the country? Would you tackle it head-on or would you run away and hide?

Chrissy McLean and Eve Bardot have been friends forever. Wherever one goes, the other is bound to follow. They are virtually joined at the hip. So, when Chrissy and Eve graduate with nursing degrees, the lifelong dream of working in London becomes a reality. Well, for Eve at least. It seems Chrissy can’t even get an interview as a Nanny, that is until Eve gives her a ‘Hot Nanny’ makeover.

While Eve secures a role as Nanny for the studious children of two professors, a made-over Chrissy gets a role as Nanny for the children of recently widowed Football Star, Richard Waldorf. Sparks fly from the moment Chrissy and Richard lay eyes on each other. As a former captain of the England Football Team, Richard is a British treasure and loved by all. A Top Ten Most Eligible bachelor, the hot and heavily tattooed Richard leads a Celebrity life. Appearances at A-List gigs are just part of his regular weekly schedule. And pretty soon, Chrissy gets to accompany him.

But when Chrissy and Eve let their hair down on a girls’ night out in London, Chrissy is suddenly thrust into the spotlight. Accused by Britain’s gutter press of cheating and breaking Richard’s heart, Chrissy is dubbed the ‘Naughty Nanny’, but not in a positive way. And Chrissy soon discovers that being the most hated person in Britain, is definitely not fun.

If you like transgender romance stories with equal measures of drama, laughter and heart, then you’ll love ’The Hot Nanny’. The latest novel from Indie Author Yumi Cox.

Will Chrissy recover from her Naughty Night Out to rekindle her budding relationship with Richard, or will the paparazzi cost her the dream job, and potential love of her life?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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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