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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“IS EVERYTHING IN place for our arrival in Biloxi?” I asked.

“Sure. The vendor is meeting us at Bayview ranch around 2:00 pm. Bo has the plane fuelled and ready for take-off. It’s all sorted,” Harry replied.

“What about the specialist crew?” I asked.

“They’ll meet us at their hotel. We’ll pick them up on the way to the ranch,” Harry replied.

This wasn’t my first rodeo, so to speak. After almost ten years making deals and redeveloping the Southern coastline, I was prepared for everything a negotiation could throw at me. My specialty was converting working land into higher value assets like condominiums. I liked nothing more than buying property and realising one hundred times the return.

“Who’s in the team this time?” I asked.

Harry opened up his laptop to check his notes.

“Mike Sparrow and Steve Allen. Mike is almost twice your age. He’ll get along nicely with the Owner, Charlie. Steve is younger, but knows horses and ranches inside out,” Harry replied.

Harry was more than my Finance guru. We were best mates too. At thirty-five, he had life figured out. With a job he loved, a beautiful wife who he adored, and three gorgeous kids, Harry was at peace with the world and himself. Sort of where I hoped to be at his age.

“We’ll need to hit the road if we want to make the 2:00 pm meeting,” Harry said.

I immediately called my driver.

“Linus, we’re on my way down now. Bring the car around, please,” I requested.

“Sure, Mr Bragg. I’ll meet you at the front door,” Linus responded.

Harry peppered me with questions during the ride to Craig Airport. Not the type to wing it during a negotiation, Harry had to be completely prepared. My approach was more casual. I had played every negotiation action over and over in my head for the past three months. But I appreciated Harry’s preparations. After all, he held the purse strings.

“Now, tell me about the financing again,” I said.

“We have a twenty-million-dollar line of credit from Standard Bank, and another ten million from Bank South if needed,” Harry said.

“But that’ll need to fund the pre-development costs as well, won’t it?” I asked.

“Yes. You’ve got cashflow to offer twenty million for Bayview ranch. But the modelling shows a breakeven at fifteen million,” Harry replied.

I put on my headphones and listened to my pre-negotiation playlist while Bo manoeuvred the Gulfstream into the sky. The private jet had become a necessity as I now travelled the entire Gulf Coast building my business. The three-hour flight enabled me to get my head across all the details before my first face-to-face with Charlie Arrow.

“This Charlie guy has a reputation as a tough negotiator,” Harry said.

“I’m sure it’s nothing we can’t handle,” I said.

“He owns half of Mobile, Alabama,” Harry said.

“Which is why he won’t be too concerned with a little ranch in Biloxi,” I said.

“I don’t think it’ll be that easy. The manager, Randy Arrow, is his son,” Harry said.

“And why would a guy who owns half of Mobile, Alabama have his son running a ranch in Biloxi, Mississippi?” I asked.

“Because it’s important to him,” Harry suggested.

“Because he doesn’t give a shit about either of them,” I responded.

Harry was a brilliant numbers guy. He interrogated figures with an eye that spotted problems and opportunities in an instant. Hence, I valued his work highly. The ying to my yang, from a business perspective. I knew deals and I knew people. I saw behind the facts and the numbers to the story that lay below. Bayview ranch wasn’t the jewel in the crown. It was the pimple on the arse of Charlie Arrow.

“Are you feeling prepared yet?” I asked.

“I’m getting there. You know I like to be prepared,” Harry replied.

“You mean over-prepared, don’t you? Look, you keep me on track financially and I’ll do the rest,” I said.

With Nine-Inch Nails screaming in my ears my body relaxed as I sharpened my mind for the deal. As we approached Biloxi, Bo flew the Gulfstream over Bayview ranch before we landed at Gulfport-Biloxi International Airport. With two miles of waterfront, Bayview ranch had the ideal location for my next development. I felt a twinge of excitement surge through me as I visualised the completed project.

“Do you think we’ll get much downtime?” Harry asked.

“Well, if you’re missing the family, the resort has an awesome kids water park,” I replied.

“I wasn’t thinking about me. More you. Perhaps we’ll have time to hit a karaoke bar,” Harry said.

“The negotiation will keep me more than busy,” I said.

While Harry came from a position of support, I wasn’t up for a lecture about how wonderful family life could be. At twenty-nine, I still had plenty of time to find someone to share my world with. And I doubted I would find anyone in Biloxi to fast-track that.

“I worry you’re missing out on so much of life,” Harry said.

“Don’t worry, Harry. I’m doing fine on the romance front,” I said.

“We both know that isn’t the case,” Harry said.

It was true, I hadn’t had a relationship of note for three years. I was simply too busy.

“Well, I’m doing as well as I want to be,” I said.

“Promise me you’ll keep an eye out for more than just the deal,” Harry said.

Once the plane landed, a waiting limo whisked us off to our rooms to freshen up. Away went the suit and tie and out came the blue jeans and checked shirt. I’d even bought a second-hand pair of cowboy boots on eBay, to show I was a genuine country boy. For me to negotiate the lowest price, Charlie and his crew had to believe I wanted to buy a ranch, not fifty acres of prime waterfront development property.

When Harry walked in, it took all my control not to laugh. He appeared like a Korean Lyle Lovett.

“How about we break up the black with a sprinkle of colour,” I said.

“My scarf has red horses on it,” Harry replied.

“I thought they were spots. Let’s tone down the cowboy a little before we go,” I said.


CHAPTER TWO


HARRY CHANGED OUT of his Halloween costume, and we headed to a little motel on the edge of town. Travelodge by Wyndham Ocean Springs was but a short drive across the Biloxi Bay Bridge, but that drive took you back thirty years. Such was the pace of urban renewal. Still, Mike and Steve gladly accepted the accommodation. The motel even had a suitable sandwich bar.

“Thanks for helping us out,” I said to Mike and Steve over lunch.

Both guys had spent their lives in the presence of horses. Mike had recently sold his family ranch and struggled with the concept of retirement. He’d never spent as much time with his wife and her friends, so gladly sought a reprieve. Steve actively managed a thousand-acre ranch outside of Baton Rouge. I wondered if he cleaned his thick calloused fingers with a wire brush.

“As I mentioned over the phone, I’m looking to diversify into livestock. And Bayview ranch seems like a solid place to start,” I said.

“It’s probably an ideal size for a newbie like yourself,” Mike said.

“That’s what appealed to me. A sort of trial property,” I said.

“It’s expensive land for horses, though,” Steve said.

“It may give me options for other income streams,” I said.

“What, like ranch experiences in that movie City Slickers?” Steve asked.

“Yeah, something like that. But well down the track,” I replied.

I’d decided it best to keep my real intentions close to my chest. Only Harry and I knew what we actually had in mind. Everything was under lock and key back at the resort. The guys seemed to buy the story, a promising indication we could convince Charlie too.

The trip to Bayview ranch was a mere fifteen minutes from our accommodation. Harry hired a Chevy Tahoe for the week. A little on the overkill side, it provided plenty of room for the team and looked the part in spades. As we pulled into the driveway of Bayview ranch, my eyes immediately headed for the bay frontage on the horizon.

“Slow down, Harry, else you’ll spook the horses,” Steve said.

“Sorry, Steve,” Harry replied, slowing the Chevy to walking pace.

“She sure is pretty,” Mike said.

“It’s just a small ranch,” I said.

“No, I mean the redhead riding bareback to our right,” Mike said.

Every head immediately turned towards the redhead and her chestnut mount.

“Watch the road please, Harry,” I said pulling the steering wheel to avoid scraping the fence.

“Sorry boss. I was a little distracted,” Harry said.

As we headed the mile or so to the buildings, the chestnut shadowed us.

“She sure knows how to ride,” Mike said.

“First rate form. Takes skill to ride that stallion bareback,” Steve said.

The comments flew by without me understanding any of it. But I happily watched this gorgeous girl, long red hair trailing in the wind, hug the chestnut with nothing but her well-toned thighs.

As we approached the building, the red head veered across the paddock and I caught sight of her incredible arse. Her jeans appeared sprayed on, slinking down her tight body before disappearing into a well-worn pair of cowboy boots. A light fawn hat kept her gorgeous mane in check while her red and blue checked shirt was tied to provide a preview of her flawless porcelain skin.

Pulling up to the main building, a converted old farmhouse, I noticed the red head had disappeared into the barn with the chestnut beauty. I needed to regather my game face and quick. As we pulled up, a team of folk walked from the main building to greet us.

“Welcome to Bayview ranch. I’m Charlie Arrow,” said the older gentleman.

“Thanks for taking time out of your busy schedule,” I said offering my hand.

“This is my son, Randolph. He’s the ranch manager,” Charlie said.

“Pleased to meet you Randolph. It’s some setup you’ve got here,” I said.

Negotiations are always fun. Especially the first few hours when everyone is on their best behaviour. At this stage, we both wanted the same thing. A successful deal for the property. It isn’t until price comes into the picture that things get a little more tense. Although, Randolph failed to hide his obvious displeasure at the sale.

“Have you managed the ranch for long?” I asked.

“He’s been here for two years,” Charlie replied.

Charlie seemed keen to lead the negotiation. Another wave of discomfort flooded across Randolph’s face.

“Well, I look forward to seeing the place. Are you happy for us to leave the car here?” I asked Charlie.

“I’d rather see it over by the barn,” Charlie replied.

Chalk one up to Charlie. I turned towards Harry who immediately responded to the request. It seemed Charlie would be an old school negotiator.

“This is Mike and Steve. And that’s Harry moving the car,” I said introducing the team.

“Jo will be joining us in a moment, but this is Travis,” Charlie said glancing towards a wiry young man covered in red dust.

While Harry returned, the gorgeous red head walked from the barn. All eyes followed her every step as she moved towards us like a model working the runway.

“This is my girlfriend, Jo,” Randolph said roughly manhandling her and placing a heavy passionate kiss on her, whether welcome or not.

“Lovely to meet you Jo. We were appreciating your mount on the way in,” I said with a smile.

“Oh, that’s Apollo. He’s the king of the stables,” Jo said.

“Well, you sure had his measure,” I said.

“He’s lovely. But like most boys, he needs a firm hand,” Jo said.


CHAPTER THREE


AFTER A TOUR of the facilities, Charlie suggested we ride the perimeter. My immediate reaction was ‘oh shit’. I hadn’t figured on needing to actually ride. Merely looking the part wouldn’t convince Charlie. The sly dog had called my bluff early.

While Jo disappeared to prepare the horses, Charlie offered us a cold Iced Tea to counter the one-hundred-degree temperatures. After a couple of cool glasses, the time had come for my impending embarrassment.

“You can ride Chester. He’s a gentle soul. Just don’t sit too far back, or he’ll buck you off,” Jo said.

As I stared into Jo’s ice-blue eyes, I felt a shiver move up my spine.

“Hey Chester. I’m a little jet-lagged. So, take it easy on me,” I said.

“Don’t worry, I fed him a decent breakfast before you came,” Jo said biting her lip softly.

With Jo riding Apollo bareback, the six of us set out to survey the fence line. Steve and Mark rode like they’d been born in the saddle, while Randolph and Travis appeared somewhat at home on horseback. Thankfully, Steve took the tour seriously and asked many questions. That kept Randolph and Travis more than occupied. Travis led the tour with Jo making up the rear. For the first time in my life dragging the chain worked in my favour.

“Where do you get your feed?” Steve asked.

“It’s locally grown. About two hours inland,” Travis replied.

“How many foals did you get last season?” Steve asked.

“Fourteen. It was an average season,” Travis replied.

With the boys deep in ranch discussion, I sat back and started up a conversation with Jo. Often, you can extract more information from the staff than you ever will from the management.

“How long have you been working at Bayview ranch?” I asked.

“Since well before it was called that,” Jo replied.

“How so?” I asked.

“It was called Black Swamp ranch when I started five years back. The name only changed a little over twelve months ago,” Jo replied.

The boys happily talked shop as we made it to the front fence line. This gave me plenty of time with Jo. And surprisingly, I started to feel comfortable in the saddle.

“What’s your role here on the ranch?” I asked.

“Caring for the horses and breaking in the younger ones,” Jo replied.

It turned out Jo was responsible for the foals until they hit three years old. Then she broke them in before they were on-sold at the Robertsdale Livestock Auction in Alabama. Her involvement was crucial to the operation of the ranch. And based on Steve’s feedback, they were damn lucky to have her.

“How long have you and Randolph been an item?” I asked.

“You get to the point quickly, don’t you?” Jo replied with a smile.

“I was simply making small talk. Forgive me, if that’s a bit personal,” I said.

“Randy and I have been together on and off for a couple of years,” Jo said.

“How will the sale of the ranch effect the two of you?” I asked.

“I don’t come with the farm. But perhaps I could be enticed to stay. If you were asking from a purely business sense,” Jo replied.

“And what if I asked from a personal perspective?” I said.

“Purely hypothetically?” Jo asked.

“Yes, that’s right,” I replied.

“Randy’s not gonna deliver me the wedding chapel and white picket fence,” Jo said.

As we rounded the front boundary and headed towards the water, the vista became stunning. The bay waters glistened blue in the sunlight and an onshore breeze cooled the sweat from my brow. For a moment, the beauty before me totally consumed me. And a huge part of that was Jo. With the sun kissing her face, I noticed a dusting of cute freckles surrounding her nose. Not too many. Just enough to draw attention.

“Randy has it all. I can’t see why he’d ever want to leave,” I said.

“He’s as happy as he’s ever been. But Charlie calls the shots. And Randy has to go along,” Jo said.

“Well, I’d be terribly pissed too, if I had to leave all this. Especially if that meant leaving a beautiful girl like you,” I said.

“That’s nice of you to say. But beware. Looks can be deceiving,” Jo said.

As I felt more comfortable, I moved up to join in conversation with the boys.

“Why does Charlie want to sell?” I asked.

“He’s not desperate to sell. But if the right offer comes along, he’d consider parting with the place,” Randy replied.

“And what will you do if he sells?” I asked.

“I’m part of the Arrow family business. We’ve got over three thousand acres of prime ranch property. I’ll move on and run one of the larger properties,” Randy replied.

I glanced across at Travis and caught a panicked expression cross his face. Someone certainly believed Randy may already be past the limit of his capability.

I tried to stay calm as we arrived at the waterfront. But it was hard. I busily visualised condominiums stretching along the two-mile water frontage. There was room for a massive boat harbour and an inlet to form a swimming beach. I saw it, tasted it, smelt it and felt it. This would be a wonderful addition to the Bragg Constructions portfolio.

“It’s fifty acres is it?” I asked.

“Yes, fifty acres of prime pastoral land,” Travis added.

“With offices, accommodation, stalls, barns and roads,” Randy said.

“Have you lost many horses to the waterfront?” I asked trying to play down the benefits of the waterfront.

“One or two get stuck in the soft sand. But no losses for a couple of years,” Travis replied.

I glanced at Steve and he nodded. I needed to find another line of negotiation to keep the price down.


CHAPTER FOUR


“LOOK, I’LL PROVE how stable the ground is,” Travis said racing off along the waterfront at full speed.

Randy, Steve and Mark followed directly behind and were soon out of sight over a rise.

“You’re not going to race ahead?” I asked.

“I’ve got to hang back behind the slowest rider,” Jo replied.

“Their loss is my gain,” I said.

As Chester lumbered over the rise, I saw the faint view of the guys racing into the distance. I was about to turn around when suddenly, Chester started bucking. I’d moved too far back, and he showed his displeasure. I managed to hold onto the reins for the first two bucks, but then found myself in mid-air crashing towards the earth.

“Stay here. I’ll try to catch Chester,” Jo said racing off up the hill.

As I rolled onto my back, I felt my head and saw blood run down my hand. That can’t be good. Looks like I’ve embarrassed myself and I’m only on day one. Jo came back five minutes later without Chester.

“You spooked him good. He’s halfway back to the stables by now,” Jo said.

Jo dismounted and came across to assess the damage.

“I guess that’s your first dishonourable dismount,” Jo said.

“You’d be correct,” I said.

“You’re lucky you landed on that soft city-folk arse of yours. Can you stand?” Jo asked.

I stood but felt sharp pain coming from my arm.

“Yes, but I think I’ve damaged my shoulder,” I replied.

“Looks like you won’t be riding for the rest of the week,” Jo said.

For the first time I saw Jo without her hat. Her flaming locks whipped my face in the breeze. But I wouldn’t have swapped this moment for anything. I felt like leaning in and kissing those luscious lips. But I knew I had to control myself. For the sake of the deal.

“We’re gonna need a story for the boys or your life will be hell,” Jo said, breaking the moment.

“What would best protect my cowboy reputation?” I asked.

“A snake. A rattler,” Jo replied.

“A rattler it is. Thanks for protecting my dignity,” I said.

I dusted myself off with my unhurt arm and wondered how I would get back to the office. Quick as a flash Jo mounted Apollo and reached down for me to follow.

“Give me your good arm,” Jo said.

I did as asked and ended up resting against Jo, bareback on the back of Apollo. The aroma of her floral infused scent invaded my nostrils.

“I’m guessing this would be your first time bareback. Hold on tight,” Jo said.

Jo worked Apollo up to a slow gallop, and we headed along the waterfront.

“I gather you still want to see the rest of the property?” Jo asked.

More than happy with my transport arrangements, I didn’t see any reason to cut the experience short.

“Sure. I always follow through,” I replied.

I’m not sure whether the slow gallop or the proximity to Jo was the instigation, but I promptly felt my cock getting hard. With each bound Apollo took, my body rubbed against Jo’s. Hanging on for dear life with my hand around her exposed midriff, her porcelain skin felt cool and soft to touch. I hoped I wasn’t grossing her out.

“You seem to enjoy riding bareback,” Jo said.

“I’m sorry, it must be the motion or the movement,” I said.

“And I suppose it’s got nothing to do with your hands around my bare waist?” Jo asked.

“Well, that too. I hope I’m not grossing you out,” I replied moving my hands down onto her lap.

Jo pointed out a number of the features along the waterfront. She even went as far as highlighting the view. As the sun started to set, the bay vista was at its peak. A glorious sunny day came to an end, while a clear starless night took its place. With a cool sea breeze soaking up the sweat, I wanted to sit like this forever, except for the buggered shoulder and blood slowly dripping from my forehead.

“Am I imagining it, or are you getting harder?” Jo asked.

“It’s a boy thing. I feel so embarrassed,” I replied.

“I didn’t think guys like you got embarrassed,” Jo said.

“No. I think falling off a horse and cracking a woody will do it,” I said.

“Don’t feel too bad. I’m enjoying it almost as much as you are. It’s been years since a cute guy has touched me like that,” Jo said.

“You’d have the cute boys lining up,” I said.

“You’d be surprised,” Jo said.

There was a story there. I revisited their relationship partly because I wanted to keep flirting, and partly to find out more about Randy.

“Why no future with Randy?” I asked.

“He’s too alpha to be marriage material. And not in a sexy way,” Jo replied.

“His loss,” I said.

“It’s mutual. I don’t want to end up with a nasty piece of works like Randy. Everyone here hates him,” Jo said.

“Well then, it’s unanimous. He hasn’t endeared himself to my boys either,” I said.

“Over there. That’s the boundary,” Jo said stopping and pointing ahead.

“Wow, that sunset is spectacular,” I said trying to look past Jo and to the sunset.

“Yes, it’s a beautiful part of the world. It would make a brilliant resort. That’s why Charlie renamed it last year,” Jo said.

Jo was smart enough to know she was giving me negotiation secrets. Perhaps she wanted to get rid of the Arrow family and start afresh. On many levels the ride had been quite beneficial.

“Hold on. I’ll take you somewhere extra special,” Jo said.

I tightened my hold as Jo steered Apollo to a nearby hill on Riverview ranch, a neighbouring property. Once there, we stopped dead and watched the last of the sunset disappear into darkness. Only the lapping of the waves broke the perfect silence.

“This is my favourite spot on the whole waterfront,” Jo said.

“It’s breathtaking. Really moving,” I said.

“That’s not the only thing that’s moving,” Jo giggled.

“I can’t help it. It’s a subconscious thing,” I said.

“Now hold on tight, and let’s head back to the office,” Jo said.

I adjusted my hands to take the pressure off my injured shoulder. As my hands settled onto Jo’s lap, I felt what seemed like a semi-hard lump beneath her panties.

“You’re not the only one who’s a little excited,” Jo responded.

I wasn’t sure what to do. We were moving quickly, and my hurt shoulder wouldn’t allow a two-handed grip.

“Feel free to move your hands up over my hips. Or not,” Jo said.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


“WHAT HAPPENED TO you two?” Harry asked as I dismounted.

“Clinton’s horse stood on a rattler and bolted. He did well to hold on, but that probably made the fall more awkward,” Jo replied.

Wow. Not only had Jo covered for my incompetence as a rider, she almost fabricated a purple heart for valour and courage.

“I’ll be fine. It’s no more than a scratch,” I said.

As Harry broke out the first aid kit, Jo led Apollo to the stables. Steve and Mike continued discussions with Travis, while Randy had isolated Charlie and spoke secretively.

“Chester made it back okay. He’s free of snake bites, so it’s all good,” Jo said walking from the stables.

“Thank goodness. I couldn’t forgive myself if he was hurt,” I said almost believing the rouse.

“How’s your head?” Jo asked.

“He’ll be fine. It’s deep but clean,” Harry replied.

“Well I hope you uncovered everything you wanted,” Jo said.

“It definitely ticked a lot of boxes. I can see why Randy enjoys it here,” I said glancing at Jo.

I felt the heat from Randy’s stare twenty feet away.

“Thanks for being such a wonderful tour guide. I have a much better feel for the opportunity now,” I said.

“Well if you need a better feel for anything particular, you know where to find me,” Jo said with a wink.

“That’s right. You live on site, don’t you?” I asked.

“Yes. There’s a couple of rooms around the back of the offices. Would you like to see them?” Jo offered.

Jo and I walked over to clear it with Charlie. He was happy for Jo to show me the live-in quarters. Randy was obviously less so. But he didn’t raise his concerns while Charlie was within ear shot.

“I’d appreciate it if you removed your boots before coming in,” Jo said.

The live-in quarters were roomy but basic. A common room with kitchen, dining and television watching zones dominated. From it, a bathroom flanked by a couple of double bedrooms could be accessed.

“My room is through that door, while Randy has that one. Feel free to have a thorough look around,” Jo said pointing like an air stewardess.

My curiosity was getting the better of me. I wanted to head straight into Jo’s bedroom and lay her on the bed. But I regained my composure and started pacing out the common room. After making a few notes, I checked out the facilities in the kitchen and bathroom.

“I’m impressed how well stocked the kitchen is,” I said.

“Cooking is one of my passions,” Jo said.

Opening the door to Randy’s room proved quite enlightening. Apart from a king-sized bed with silk sheets, his wardrobes contained quite a varied range of leather clothing and accessories. Several pairs of chaps were expected but tucked away behind a heavy jacket were a black mesh see-through t-shirt, a blonde wig, a black spandex onesie and a hot pink cowboy outfit. I replaced the jacket where I found it and pretended all was well.

“Quite a decent sized room. Is yours the same?” I asked calling back to the common room.

“I had to move to the smaller one when Randy arrived. But it’s still big enough for me,” Jo replied.

“I hope you’ve got as much wardrobe space,” I said.

“I’m basically a jeans and shirts kind a girl. Randy’s the peacock,” Jo said.

Next stop on my snooping tour, was Randy’s bedside table. While a couple of books and a glass of water were all that was in view, when I opened the drawers that’s when the fun started. The top drawer was reserved for vibrators, cock rings and condoms. And he’d bought the lifetime pack of condoms. The second drawer contained a range of silken undergarments. Everything was included from boxers through to G-strings, and in all colours of the rainbow. They appeared to be stiff and well soiled. The bottom drawer contained an extended range of whips and restraints. Apart from that, all else seemed typical.

“Can I get you a drink?” Jo asked.

“Cold water would be wonderful,” I replied.

I joined Jo at the table. I saw her interest in my observations.

“Did you see everything you wanted?” Jo asked.

“Enough to fill in a few blanks,” I replied.

Not wanting to be missing in action with Jo for too long, I entered Jo’s room. As creepy as Randy’s room was, Jo’s was perfectly normal. In addition to a queen-sized bed and side table, Jo had a lovely old mirrored dressing table covered in perfumes. A floral bedspread in pinks and reds dominated the room, while only a book stood atop her bedside table. I didn’t feel right peering inside her drawers but succumbed to curiosity just the same.

“Feel free to check out my wardrobe and drawers if you wish,” Jo said.

I felt she wanted me to check things out. So, I did. I counted five pairs of cowboy boots, four pairs of jeans and six checked shirts. The only exceptions were a beautiful full-length floral dress, a black leather mini skirt with matching waistcoat and a white see-though blouse. Her top drawer held condoms and toys, much like Randy’s. Only not quite as lavish. Apart from three rifles under her bed, the rest of the room contained the usual fill of underwear and cosmetics expected in a twenty-something’s bedroom.

“How’s the shoulder feeling?” Jo asked.

“A bit sore now the shock is wearing off,” I replied.

“I’ve got just the thing for that. Take off your shirt and come into the bathroom with me,” Jo said.

The bathroom was tight, so Jo had to close the door to access the medicine cabinet.

“This is the best stuff for riding accidents. All cowboys swear by it,” Jo said.

As the liniment smell overpowered Jo’s aroma, she worked the creme into my aching shoulder.

“It’ll feel a little hot at first, but it won’t worry an experienced horseman like you,” Jo said smiling.

Jo was right. After the first few minutes, my arm ceased aching and instead let off a warm glow.

“Wow. That stuff works fast,” I said.

“We don’t mess around out here. Not when it comes to riding injuries anyway,” Jo said.

Standing inches away from Jo in the tiny bathroom, I felt her plump full lips pulling me towards her. Seconds later, Jo lurched towards me as the door opened pushing me back onto the toilet. She landed on my lap as Randy’s face appeared at the bathroom door.

“What the hell is happening in here?” Randy screamed.


CHAPTER SIX


WHILE CHARLIE HEADED back to Alabama for a few days, he suggested Harry and I dine with Randy and Travis at Charlie’s favourite restaurant. That would provide a forum for us to thrash out any outstanding questions in a more civilised and social setting. Charlie was old school and believed deals should be conducted over a hearty meal. But without him, I wondered how much progress could be achieved.

“The guys were quite impressed with the ranch tour today. Thanks for organising that,” I said.

“They know their stuff. Lots of good questions and hopefully satisfactory answers,” Travis replied glancing towards Randy.

“I have a few questions about the maintenance schedules, given the proximity of the ranch to the saltwater. Else, they were pretty happy,” I said.

Morton’s Steak House was a Biloxi institution. Located a short walk from the resort, it offered waterfront dining and the finest steaks in the south. With decor as heavy as a ninety-ounce T-bone, only the white tablecloths provided respite from the black leather and cobalt blue colour scheme. Pictures of mythical long horns emblazoned all walls as the dimly lit cave-like atmosphere provided a focus on conversation and a hearty meal.

“Randy, you must thank Jo for helping me out with my shoulder. I can’t believe how much difference the creme has made,” I said.

“I’m surprised you haven’t got some in your first aid kit,” Randy said.

“Harry was in charge of the first aid kit. And he’s more of a city boy,” I said.

The only time anyone got more than a yes or no answer from Randy was when the waitress came by to order dinner. A 48 oz Porterhouse was listed as a share meal. But that didn’t stop Randy ordering one each for Travis and him, complete with every side on the menu. Top shelf scotch was the lubricant of choice to accompany such a grand meal.

“What are your plans once the ranch is sold, Randy?” I asked.

“No plans yet. It’s still early days,” Randy replied.

“How about you Travis? Are you open to staying on?” I asked.

“He works for the Arrow family company. He’s not part of the sale,” Randy replied.

It was clear I wasn’t going to get far with Randy and Travis was on a short chain. I settled in and enjoyed an excellent meal. The quiet was deafening, as Randy held my stare for way too long. For a moment I thought he fancied me, but it was scary intense rather than flirty intense. If he’d had laser vision, I would have been burnt to a crisp before the entree. I knew we were getting nowhere, so decided to turn up the heat.

“You’re a lucky man. Jo is quite the catch,” I said.

I saw Randy’s temples bulging as he finished his current mouthful.

“Jo and I have an arrangement. It suits both our purposes currently,” Randy said.

“Well, if I were in your shoes, I’d keep her close too,” I said.

“I think she appreciates how lucky she is. Guys like me don’t come to Biloxi every day,” Randy responded.

“Still. She’d get snapped up in an instant if she was single,” I said.

As Randy finished his last bite, he stood up and walked out. There were no pleasantries. No explanation. He had finished and headed off.

“I gather Randy has left us. Are you alright to get home, Travis?” I asked.

“I must apologise for Randy’s behaviour. He is a dick. Everyone thinks so. Even Charlie,” Travis replied.

Finally, we had an opportunity to get the lowdown on the ranch.

It turned out Travis was free to chat for an hour. With no rush to finish our meals, it was a most enlightening discussion. Charlie had a fragmented relationship with Randy. Ever since Randy had been outed by an ex-lover, he had basically been estranged from the family. Hence, he lived in another state, albeit close by and still under the protection of the family business. Travis hated Randy with a passion. And he firmly believed Jo could, and should, do better.

“Hey, I’m playing at the Lost Key Bar tonight with my band. I’d be happy to continue the conversation between sets. You never know, you may develop a new love of blues music,” Travis said.

“I’m definitely up for hearing you play. How about it, Harry?” I asked.

“I need to run some numbers based on what we saw today. But I’ll come for a drink first,” Harry replied.

After paying the bill and walking the five minutes to the resort, we planted ourselves at a table near the stage. Travis disappeared behind the curtain while Harry and I caught up on the day’s proceedings.

“Any red flags, based on what you saw?” I asked.

“Quite the contrary. I think the property is a goldmine,” Harry replied.

“Then give me a revised breakeven point first up in the morning,” I said.

“Okay. But I was glad to see you enjoy some social interaction for once,” Harry said.

“You mean spending time with Jo, ‘The Breaker’, today,” I said.

“Yeah. You really messed with Randy’s head,” Harry said.

“And I found out quite a lot about the property, the family and the deal,” I said.

“You seemed to enjoy your time with Jo way more than that,” Harry said.

“Don’t worry. I know the impact the deal will have. I’ll be sure not to lead her on,” I said.

“She’s not the one I’m worried about. ‘The Heartbreaker’ may be a better description of Jo,” Harry said.

I smiled but Harry didn’t return it. He was dead serious.

“Don’t stay out too late and undo the good work,” Harry said after finishing his drink.

As I scanned the bar, I was impressed with the size of the crowd. Travis’ band must have some chops if they can pull this size crowd on a weeknight. As the lights dimmed and curtains opened, there stood Travis smiling brightly, wielding a Fender Stratocaster. To his left stood his bass player, a guy in his fifties with a long grey ZZ-Top beard. Behind him sat a young bloke, a few years away from drinking in bars pounding the drums. And to his right stood Jo with nothing but a microphone between her and the crowd.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“WELCOME TO THE ‘Lost Key Bar’. We’re ‘Glass Half Empty’ and here’s a few tunes we hope you like the sound of. Oh, and be sure to keep those gasses topped up,” Travis said.

Unsure what to expect, I was pleasantly surprised by what came next. The band were tight. The young bloke on the skins really pushed the beat along. And Travis was a gifted guitarist, landing a perfect ten on his first half dozen solos. But the biggest surprise was Jo.

Jo demanded focus wearing a maroon long sleeve floral dress that lapped across her sun-tanned legs as she swayed like waves on the beach. I sat there mesmerised by the beautiful sights and sounds for the first few songs. She seemed to channel Stevie Nicks, virtually floating head and shoulders above the band. But she only wore brown two-inch heel cowboy boots. A subtle turquoise necklace slid back and forth between her breasts as she let wail.

‘Glass Half Empty’ received enthusiastic support from the crowd at the end of each song. But the best reaction came from a bluesy cover of Mike and the Moonpies ‘Beaches of Biloxi’. Jo sang with such passion and Travis’ delivered a minute-long solo that included all the tricks. After a dozen songs, ‘Glass Half Empty’ took a break. Travis brought Jo over with a couple of drinks.

“I promised we could chat between sets. I hope you don’t mind Jo joining us,” Travis said.

“You guys were awesome. Thanks for inviting me along,” I said.

“Well, dinner was a bit of a farce. And I didn’t want you to think we were all arseholes,” Travis said.

Jo looked prettier up-close, if that was possible. Her makeup was subtle, highlighting her cute freckles. And her dress rode up above the knees showcasing her toned and muscular legs.

“You like what you see? It’s the dress from the wardrobe,” Jo whispered leaning in and placing her hand on my thigh for support.

“Yes. It’s hard not to notice you,” I said.

“We play requests. Anything you want to hear?” Travis asked.

I’d considered several songs that fitted with the set and would be well-received. Johnny Cash immediately came to mind.

“How about Jackson by the ‘Man In Black’?” I replied.

“Nice choice. We’ll play it next up,” Travis said glancing across at Jo for approval.

Ten minutes later Travis and Jo headed back on stage and were joined by the remaining band members.

“We’ve got a special treat for you’ll now. An out-of-town guest is gonna join us for a song by the late great Johnny Cash. Please welcome Clinton Bragg to the stage,” Travis said.

When asked to pick a song, I hadn’t expected to be performing it. But hell, if it meant I got to share a mike with Jo and sing a love song. How could I refuse.

The applause was strong. I hoped I’d remember the words. It had been a while since I’d been at the karaoke club with Harry. Luckily, Jo had an iPad with the lyrics ready to go. As I peered out to the crowd, I counted at least one-hundred heads, before promptly re-focusing on the iPad as Travis counted us in.

“We got married in a fever, hotter than a pepper sprout,” we sang.

Jo stared deep into my soul as her lips sat mere inches from mine. I felt my excitement grow.

“We’ve been talkin’ ‘bout Jackson,” we sang.

Jo stepped back from the mike, but not far enough to stop her dress brushing my legs with each sway.

“Ever since the fire went out. I’m going’ to Jackson. I’m gonna mess around,” I sang.

I felt my pants stiffen as the blood rushed from my head.

“Yeah, I’m goin’ to Jackson. Look out Jackson town,” I sang stepping back from the mike.

Jo sashayed across in front of me. The stage wasn’t large, so I felt her backside slide across my groin.

Somehow, I made it through the rest of the song without doing myself a mischief. The crowd erupted into applause once the song ended. Jo turned to me and planted a deep passionate kiss on me.

“You did well for city folk,” Jo said before kissing me again.

“I can’t take all the credit,” I said.

After several slaps and back pats, I made it back to my seat. A waitress placed a jug of beer in front of me.

“Courtesy of the management,” the waitress said.

As the excitement died down, I slipped back into anonymity within the crowd. A couple of glasses of beer and I refocussed on the visual and sonic delights ‘Glass Half Empty’ served up. It was loud, it was fun, and it was well appreciated.

After three encores, ‘Glass Half Empty’ finally called it a night. I walked up to thank Travis for a wonderful time.

“Wow. That was brilliant,” I said.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it. And nice pipes too. We may have to get you up again before you head off,” Travis said.

“Well, what’s your poison of choice?” I asked.

“Hey, I need to get the gear packed and back home,” Travis replied.

“Anything I can do to help out?” I asked.

“It’d be great if you could drop Jo back at the ranch,” Travis replied.

“I’ll need to head up to my room to get the keys,” I said.

“Thanks for that. You’ve saved me an hour I didn’t have,” Travis said.

Once goodnights were said and I’d finished my drink, Jo followed me to my room.

“I’m amazed how tight you guys were. Totally professional,” I said.

As we walked along only the clip-clop of Jo’s boots broke the silence. With every step I felt the brush of Jo’s dress against my leg. Her floral scent consumed the hotel lift and lingered as we walked to my room. Her curvaceous calves tensed and released sending bolts of excitement through me as I watched her walk a mere step in front of me. And her flaming auburn locks rocked wistfully from side to side as she strode up the hallway.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


“WOW. I’VE ONLY ever heard about the corner suites. But I’ve never actually seen one,” Jo said as I touched the electronic key to open the door.

“It’s quite spacious. But it’s my work base when I’m in town,” I said.

“That view is incredible,” Jo said hurrying over to the wall to ceiling windows.

“I don’t suppose I’ve really looked too hard,” I said.

Jo had her hands firmly pressed against the glass.

“I can see way past the point and over to Deer Island,” Jo exclaimed.

She rushed from the front windows to the side like an excited child admiring the Macy’s Christmas windows.

“And this way I can see across the Biloxi Bay Bridge,” Jo chirped excitedly.

“I’ve got a full bar. Can I get you a drink?” I asked.

“If you’re paying, I’ll have a whisky on the rocks,” Jo replied.

“A girl after my own heart,” I said.

“Your heart isn’t the only thing I’ve got my eye on,” Jo said with a cheeky grin.

“How about we head out onto the balcony to embrace the full beauty,” I said walking over to Jo.

The balcony wasn’t as spacious as the room, but two chairs were all we needed to take advantage of the still clear night.

“How long have you been playing with ‘Glass Half Empty’?” I asked.

“Around two years. Travis wasn’t happy with the previous singer and offered me a try out after a karaoke session one night,” Jo replied.

“Well I was blown away by how professional you were,” I said.

Jo didn’t respond. Rather, she played coy for the first time since I’d met her.

“I gather you’ve been singing longer than two years,” I said.

“I grew up in a musical household. There was always music playing or being played,” Jo said.

I poured another couple of whiskies but noticed Jo started to rub her arms.

“As beautiful as it is out here, how about we head inside,” I suggested.

“I get a bit hot and sweaty under the lights. So, that’s probably not a bad suggestion. But let me have one more look at this view,” Jo replied.

“Perhaps you can see the resort site,” I said.

Trying to mask the comment, I opened the door and led Jo towards the lounge.

We chatted for as long as another whisky took to consume. The conversation flowed as Jo opened up about her childhood in the city. She always loved horses but was a city girl born and bred. She’d moved to the country at eighteen to escape a bad situation and start afresh. I didn’t pry too much.

“I noticed Randy wasn’t in the crowd tonight. He doesn’t support your music?” I asked.

“If Randy had his way, I’d be locked in my room dressed for his pleasure,” Jo replied.

“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that. And no brass ring to see in the near future?” I asked.

“Randy is convenient. Nothing more. He simply needs to accept that,” Jo replied.

Things went quiet. I thought better of continuing with this line of conversation.

“A beautiful and talented girl like you has options. You have every right to be choosy,” I said.

“You are kind. But I understand we’ve only just met, and you don’t know me very well,” Jo said smiling.

“I meet people for a living. I’m a pretty good judge of character,” I said.

I knew we had a connection but wasn’t quite sure where I stood. My lustful fantasies were getting the better of me. Here was an incredible girl sipping whisky in my hotel room. But she deserved more than a quick night of fun with an out of towner. She deserved to be treated with the respect Randy had never shown her. If I took advantage under false pretences, I would be as bad as him.

“Would you mind if I use your bathroom?” Jo asked.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I should have asked you sooner. It’s through that door,” I replied.

As Jo moved towards the bathroom, I couldn’t take my eyes off her gorgeous backside. With each step and sway her curvaceous hips beckoned me.

While Jo was in the bathroom, her phone dinged. Glancing briefly at the screen I noted a booty call message from Randy. Seconds later another arrived. This one was a little more explicit. Finally, a dick pick arrived. My immediate reaction was if I had a dick that small, I wouldn’t be sending pics of it.

“Your phone is going off,” I said loudly.

“That’s fine, it won’t be important. Probably just a booty call from Randy,” Jo said as she opened the bathroom door.

As I looked up from the table, my body tensed. Jo stood in the doorway dressed in nothing but her cowboy boots. Her fiery locks had been brushed out and lay delicately across her ample breasts.

“My clothes were a little damp. I hope you don’t mind me airing them out,” Jo said.

For one of the first times in my life, I was speechless. My mouth was suddenly as dry as the heart of a haystack. I tried to swallow, but failed miserably, coughing instead. Instinctively, I adjusted my raging boner to provide a semblance of relief.

“Looks like you’re more than a little excited by what you see,” Jo said.

Jo walked towards me quietly singing a Kings of Leon tune.

“Oh, oh. My sex is on fire,” Jo sang.

While the lights were low, I clearly saw Jo’s porcelain skin glow in the moonlight. My eyes moved from her eyes to her mouth to her breasts to her hips. But it was what sat between the hips that intrigued me most. With each move of her hips, a cute alabaster coloured cock swayed back and forth.

I was frozen to the spot when Jo reached me. Dropping to her knees, she rubbed her hands up my trousers until she reached the belt. In an instant, my belt was on the floor and my rock-hard cock had escaped from my Calvin Klein’s. Jo playfully kissed the tip before sliding my underwear down to reveal my full six inches in all its glory.

“Relax and enjoy the ride,” Jo said.

Jo’s tongue circled my glowing purple cock head before her lips worked the V-spot. After a few teases, both hands worked the shaft while she pleasured the head. Sliding her hands to my balls, Jo’s mouth consumed all six inches and held. Her freckles glowed in the moonlight as she met my eyes. After a series of deep thrusts, I could hold out no longer. I unloaded a flood of nectar deep into Jo’s throat before laying back in a puddle of musty sweat.


CHAPTER NINE


THE FOLLOWING MORNING, Charlie made an expected return. He and Randy greeted Harry and I at Bayview ranch offices.

“Any questions come up overnight? Or should we get down to price?” Charlie said.

Something was wrong. Charlie’s return and urgency to deal left me perplexed. I needed to tread carefully, as the negotiation felt stilted.

“Why did you change the name last year?” I asked.

“I felt a simpler name was necessary as part of a portfolio review,” Charlie replied.

Charlie was impressive. Not a second of hesitation. He was a pro.

“The advertised asking price is ten million plus chattels. How much did you have in mind for the all up price?” Harry asked.

“North of twenty million,” Charlie replied.

“So, you are suggesting the business is worth ten million,” I interjected.

“No, we’ve revalued the property from ten million to fifteen million,” Randy said.

“Sorry, are you saying you’ve increased the property price fifty percent overnight?” I asked.

“You’ll have to excuse my son. He’s obviously confused. The all-in price is twenty million plus,” Charlie replied.

Something was wrong here. And it was impossible to read Charlie. He was too damn experienced.

“And what was the basis for the recent revaluation?” I asked.

“Riding the lot yesterday showed how much development potential exists,” Charlie replied.

“But we’re looking to buy the ranch as an ongoing business,” I said.

“I researched you. You’re a developer. Not a ranch owner. Twenty million it is,” Charlie said.

Throughout the discussion, Randy appeared overly smug. I couldn’t believe we’d wasted weeks in the office and a day in the field only to be worked over by a bunch of smart-arse hicks. There was only one response to this turn of events.

“Great to meet you Charlie. I hope one day our paths will cross in a more positive manner. But thanks for the hospitality,” I said.

With that, I shook Charlie’s hand and led Harry to the car. Walking away was our only feasible option. If they wanted a deal, they needed to chase us. Else it was all over.

The drive back to the resort was sombre and Harry pelted me with questions. What just happened? Are we really walking away? Don’t you want me to do the sums?

“That did not go as I expected,” Harry said.

“Don’t worry. It’s still early days,” I replied.

“I can’t believe how well you kept your cool,” Harry said.

“Emotion has no part in negotiation. It’s a sign of inexperience and weakness,” I said.

“Do you want Bo to get the Gulfstream ready?” Harry asked.

“Let him know we may have a change of plans. But no commitment yet,” I replied.

I worked the situation through in my mind. There was no way Charlie was back in town by accident. Either Charlie had discovered our real intention for the property, or he had problems and attempted to speed things along. I hoped Charlie had shown a weakness upon which I would pounce. But only time would tell whether I was right or not. Still, I went back over everything to make sure I hadn’t given it away.

On the way back into town I received a text from Travis.

“Randy’s running around bragging that he punished you in the negotiation,” Travis messaged.

“I don’t think he uttered a word,” I responded.

“You guys disappeared quickly. Are you my new boss?” Travis messaged.

“I’m afraid Randy will continue to be your boss in the foreseeable future,” I responded.

“Jo won’t be happy. She was looking forward to a new playmate,” Travis messaged.

Travis’ message was a timely insight into the negotiation. I now knew the intent of Charlie’s comments. The positive news was he was primed to sell. The negative news was he wasn’t going to make it easy. I was sick and tired of Randy’s presence. He had learned nothing from his old man. Moving forward I didn’t want to deal with him any further. But right now, I needed more information.

“Hey Jo, I hope you didn’t get into too much trouble with your boss this morning,” I messaged.

“Nothing I couldn’t handle. I got a lecture about how lucky I was to live on the ranch with Randy,” Jo responded.

“Okay, let me know if you want me to whip his arse for you,” I messaged.

“I’m always up for a threesome. No need to bring your own whip,” Jo responded with a winky face.

I used the remaining down time to retrace my steps. Steve and Mark had played their parts perfectly. And they didn’t know of my true intentions for the ranch. That left just Harry and me. Harry had little access except for the time when we rode the boundary.

“What did you get up to while I was riding the boundary yesterday?” I asked.

“I ran through the financial model in the car,” Harry replied.

“Did you chat with Charlie while I was gone?” I asked.

“I didn’t even leave the car to have a piss,” Harry replied.

“I’m trying to understand where the change of heart came from,” I said.

Harry and I had worked together for several years and I’d never heard him slip. There was no way he let the cat out of the bag. How did Charlie cotton onto the fact I was gonna redevelop the site? Surely, he wasn’t that astute? Perhaps I’d underestimated him? Suddenly, I remembered last night with Jo. For a second I had let my guard down and called the ranch a development site. Surely, Jo couldn’t have been a plant.


CHAPTER TEN


THE DAY PASSED without any further contact from Charlie. I didn’t expect him to cave soon but kept an eye out for his messages anyway. Harry re-ran the numbers and reaffirmed his position.

“Fifteen million is still the break-even point,” Harry said.

“I’m expecting to get it well under that,” I said.

My mind drifted off to my night with Jo. What impact would the deal have on her? And what about Travis? These were good people whose lives were gonna be shaken up. But if I didn’t do it, someone else would. It’s just a pity I couldn’t develop the site and leave the business intact. But that’s not how business works. Sometimes it can be pretty shitty being boss.

Now negotiations are all about supply and demand. The more demand or the lower the supply, the higher the price. A few minutes before 4:00 pm the equation switched in my favour.

“Harry, the neighbouring property has come on the market,” I said.

Charlie’s actions now made perfect sense. He was in town to close the deal before supply increased.

“We may be neighbours soon,” I messaged Charlie with a link to the real estate listing.

It took less than fifteen minutes for a response.

“Didn’t you say twenty million was too much?” Charlie responded.

“For Bayview ranch yes. But Riverview ranch is another thing altogether,” I messaged.

I asked Harry to run some new numbers. He modelled the Riverview purchase as well as a combined Riverview and Bayview purchase. The numbers couldn’t lie. A combined development offered four times the returns.

“Looks like twenty million isn’t too much after all,” Harry said.

“Yeah, but closer to ten million sounds better to me,” I replied.

Riverview ranch was owned by a deceased estate. In no time we had an offer negotiated well below breakeven. Harry and I waved to Travis as we headed into Riverview ranch for the inspection. With no stock, the property was seventy acres of prime land with a four-mile water frontage, plus a small house. That made it easier to handle.

“Drop by for a cup of tea on your way out,” Charlie messaged.

“I’m buying one of these two properties today,” I said as I shook Charlie’s hand.

“Then let’s make sure it’s the right one,” Charlie said.

“We both know which ranch is better,” Randy interjected.

“Are you gonna tell him? Or am I?” I asked.

“Randy, I think you need to leave now,” Charlie said.

“But he’s got his adviser,” Randy whined.

Randy departed like a scolded dog with his tail between his legs.

“Okay, let’s talk turkey,” Charlie said.

The negotiation went smoothly from then on with Charlie willing to concede on price to get the sale. I’d convinced him it was an either-or proposition. After a quick glance at the asking price for Riverview, he was more than willing to lower his price. A deal was agreed.

“I’ve got to get back to Alabama but will have Randy bring the papers around later tonight,” Charlie said.

“I won’t deal with that son of yours. I don’t trust him,” I said.

“Understandable. I’ll send someone else around,” Charlie said as we shook on the deal.

Back at the resort Harry and I laid out plans for the combined development. While the bay side land was gold, the roadside land was of little or no value. I wasn’t sure who Charlie was gonna send with the contract but assumed one of his many lawyers would knock on the door. The last person I expected to see standing at the door was Jo.

“Randy told me to bring this paperwork over for you to sign,” Jo said.

Jo stood there in her best dress. Her subtle makeup highlighted her ice-blue eyes and luscious lips.

“Yes, that’s great. Thanks, Jo,” I said.

“Randy said you had news for me. Something about the future of the ranch,” Jo said.

“There’s no firm plans at this stage. It’s all conceptual,” I said.

“Oh, are they the concepts?” Jo asked barging into the room and over to the table.

“They’re early ideas.” I replied.

“I hoped you’d buy both properties. It makes much more sense,” Jo said.

Amazingly, Jo was interested rather than concerned.

“I’ve thought about this long and hard for the past five years. Talk me through the concept,” Jo said.

I ran through the plans at a high level. But Jo wanted to dig deeper.

“What are you gonna do with the roadside land?” Jo asked.

“I’m not sure yet. I’m focussed on the waterfront,” I replied.

“Well, I reckon if you flipped Bayview ranch and ran it along the road, you’d still be able to build the resort and keep the working ranch. Think of it as an expansion opportunity,” Jo said.

I reviewed the plan and what she said made perfect sense. We could develop the resort while retaining the ranch almost intact.

“And I wouldn’t run the resort that way. The inlet should be the centre piece. I’d flip that around and face it to the North,” Jo said.

Everything Jo said made perfect sense. Why hadn’t I considered that myself? I briefly made some notes.

“Can I get you a drink?” I asked.

“Scotch on the rocks would be perfect,” Jo replied.

Jo grabbed me by the hand and took me to the balcony.

“See that resort next door. They did what you are proposing. If you spoke to the owner, they’d change it in a heartbeat,” Jo said.

“What will you do when the ranch gets redeveloped?” I asked.

“Why. Aren’t you gonna me make an offer I can’t refuse?” Jo replied.

“Well, I thought it may be cheaper to have someone with local knowledge on site during the redevelopment,” I said.

“I suppose I could be persuaded to stay on. To keep you on track,” Jo said.

I turned Jo to face me and stepped forward. Her floral scent drifted over me as the sun lit up her fiery mane.

“Sounds perfect,” I said.

“But I want a pay rise. And improved benefits,” Jo said reaching down and cradling my cock.

“How’s about we get dinner to talk through those benefits?” I asked.

“Okay. But first I want to check out the sunset. It must be spectacular from this high up,” Jo replied.

But I doubted anything could compare to the view I had.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


IT WAS A sunset for the ages. As the sun dropped behind the amusement park down along the waterfront, Jo and I emptied a couple of whisky glasses each. The thrill of the deal was over and replaced by the thrill of spending time with this incredible girl. She was smart, she was beautiful, and she had talents I’d merely started to uncover.

“I hear the restaurant in the hotel is as good as any in town,” Jo said.

“Looks like we’ll be eating in tonight, again,” I said with a smile.

“How about you order, while I go and get dressed for dinner? Order me the ribs,” Jo said.

How could I refuse. Though, I did wonder how Jo could improve on the previous night’s outfit.

I didn’t need to wait long. Within five minutes Jo walked back onto the balcony dressed in a white see-through silk blouse and a tiny black leather skirt with a zipper emblazoned up the front. She’d obviously forgotten to bring a change of underwear as her nipples stood out like beacons and her cock sat half an inch below her hemline. Black cowboy boots with a two-inch heel completed the outfit perfectly.

“I take it you approve of the outfit,” Jo said waiting for affirmation.

“I’ll need to check a little closer. Spin around for me,” I said pulling Jo towards me.

As she spun, Jo’s leather skirt fanned out providing a heavenly view of two of her best assets.

“I’m not sure which side I prefer,” I said.

“You’ll have plenty of time to decide after dinner,” Jo said.

I pulled Jo towards me giving her little option but to straddle me. Once in place, I moved her gorgeous face towards mine kissing her deeply. Our tongues playfully moved between each other’s mouths. But as the passion increased, so did the ferocity of the embrace.

“You truly are a once in a lifetime find,” I said.

“You’re not too shabby yourself,” Jo said.

I stroked Jo’s face then undid her blouse buttons. Her ripe, full breasts responded to my attention instantly and directly. I kissed my way down Jo’s neck and chest before running my tongue across her blossoming nipples.

Jo’s breathing quickened as she pulled me towards her with force. Her hand worked through my tight black curls, moving between tugging and grasping in quick succession.

“That’s the way,” Jo moaned.

While snuggling into her breasts from above, I slid my hands up her thighs towards the first of my prizes. By now her leather mini skirt tented heavily as her four-inch pole stood to attention. Jo’s excitement could not be contained. I slowly moved my hand from the base of her shaft, until my fingers reached the tip. The quivering signified the heightened level of her arousal. I moved my focus to her soft hairless scrotum.

“Hell yeah, jack me off,” Jo said.

With one hand squeezing her balls I massaged my way up the shaft with the other. Jo’s breathing was ragged, so I lifted my head and kissed her deeply. Her breathlessness only accentuated the passion of our embrace.

“Is little JoJo enjoying the attention,” I said.

But it was too late. I’d taken her past the point of no return.

“I’m gonna come,” Jo screamed.

And true to her word, I felt a warmth hit my hand as her cock twinged in ecstasy. I raised a handful of Jo’s nectar between our mouths, and we gleefully shared the fruits of our bounty. Licking every last remnant of the sweet treat.

As we cleaned the last of my fingers, the doorbell rang.

“I think you’d better get the door. I might need a moment to regain my composure,” Jo said.

“Okay. But we’re not stopping there. You promised much more than that,” I said.

“Don’t worry. Like you, I always over deliver on my promises,” Jo said.

I gently lifted Jo from my lap and headed inside. The sweet smell of Jack Daniel’s hit me well before I reached the door. As I opened the door, a young boy, all of fifteen years old, pushed the trolley into the room.

“Where would you like me to set it up?” the room service boy asked.

With Jo close to naked on the balcony, I signed the docket and handed him a hundred dollars.

“I think I’ll take it from here, thanks,” I replied.

His smile broadened further as he turned and left.

“Looks like champagne is on the menu,” I said.

“Well, I do have expensive taste,” Jo said.

I knew that by the way she’d been ogling me since I arrived.

“You wouldn’t be trying to get me tipsy, would you?” Jo said.

“Been there, done that. No, I need your full attention tonight,” I said.

Rolling the room service trolley out onto the balcony, I unveiled the feast. Enough wings, ribs and chips to feed a small army.

“You don’t do anything by halves do you?” Jo said.

“Not when I’m out to impress,” I said.

Basking in the post-coital glow, we worked our way through the wings at pace.

“Great sex always gives me a wicked appetite,” Jo said.

“Not something you got from Randy,” I said.

“Oh no, he was a wonderful lover. I’d mark you about even at this stage,” Jo said with a smile.

“Challenge accepted,” I said.

Honey Sesame glaze covered our hands making them insanely sticky to touch.

“Let me clean that off for you,” Jo offered running her tongue up the back of my hand.

Once at the tip of my fingers, Jo sucked clean each of the digits in turn.

“You’re quite thorough,” I said before returning the favour.


CHAPTER TWELVE


TENDER PORK RIBS slathered in a Jack Daniel’s glaze was next on the menu. I cut a serious section and held it out in front of Jo. Starting tentatively, Jo tasted the glaze, before demonstrating her yummy face. Starting at my fingers, Jo licked the length of the ribs kissing me to share the richness of her bounty. Finally, she ripped a swathe of meat from the ribs before sharing it faithfully with me.

“Wow. Those are tasty ribs,” I said unable to hide my smile.

Over the next ten minutes we devoured more than half a dozen ribs. But there was no end in sight when we called it quits. The challenge was too massive for the two of us, though we gave it a hell of a shake.

“Want a top-up on your whisky to wash that down?” I asked.

“You’ll have to add mind reader to your Facebook profile,” Jo replied.

Having consumed our body weight in tender succulent pork, we cuddled up on a lounge to watch the last of the sun for the day. I couldn’t recall ever feeling happier than at that moment. The afterglow of a successful negotiation. The satisfaction of a seriously scrumptious meal. And the excitement of knowing the next chapter was ours to write.

“Where do you want to be in five years?” I asked.

“White picket fence, a couple of Grammys and a successful horse stud,” Jo replied.

“Is that all? Haven’t you forgotten something?” I asked.

“Oh, yes. And access to little Clinty twenty-four seven,” Jo replied wrapping her hand around my rock-hard cock.

“I think we’re being watched,” I said nodding in the direction of my nearest neighbour.

“How about we give them a show to remember,” Jo said with a cheeky grin.

“I’m game for anything. What did you have in mind?” I asked.

“Follow my lead,” Jo replied.

Jo stood up and dragged me out of the chair. She pulled me forcefully towards her, embracing and kissing me passionately. I felt Jo’s cock harden with every wrestle of our tongues. Suddenly, she pushed me back against the window. It was game on.

“Settle down tiger, we’re on show here,” I said.

But Jo had different ideas. She pinned me to the window, leaning in to stop me from moving. I didn’t mind. Her hardness against mine sent me into sensory overload. I felt Jo’s hand loosen my pants, before they dropped to the floor. Down went my underwear exposing my manhood to the cool evening breeze.

“Get ready for the first act,” Jo said before stepping back and grabbing both our cocks in one hand.

While lightly biting and nibbling my lips, Jo rubbed her cock against mine. The cock on cock sensation was sublime. I felt my knees weaken, then shake as Jo turned up the pace and vigour of our union. A change of hands reset the orgasm timeline, but only for a few seconds. Quickly again I hurtled towards the inevitable outcome.

“I’m gonna come,” I moaned before unloading my nectar up my chest and collapsing back against the window. But Jo still had a way to go, so I was instantly back on my game and relieved her.

“That’s nice. Just like that,” Jo purred.

Seconds later her load blew up onto her chest. She looked incredibly beautiful in the moonlight with her come oozing down between her pale white breasts.

“Not much staying power, hey? We’ll have to work on that,” Jo said.

I felt exposed and checked for prying eyes. But it seemed we’d scared the neighbour off. For a while at least.

“Are you ready to go again?” Jo asked.

“Sure, why not. Anything Randy can do, I can do twice as good,” I replied.

“I’m looking forward to seeing proof of that,” Jo said with a cheeky smile.

Jo reached down and massaged my cock back to full hardness.

“Your cock is going up my arse. Right now,” Jo said.

Moving me to the side, Jo pushed me back onto the lounge. She straddled me and lowered herself into a squat position. Jo kissed me passionately before spitting on her hand to lubricate her arse.

“Get ready to have your mind blown,” Jo said.

Before I knew it, Jo had positioned my cock dead centre of her flower and started the heavenly decent. Inch by inch she guided her body down over my member until I felt my pelvis mesh against her buttocks.

Once in position, Jo engaged her strong thighs and started to bounce up and down on my rock-hard member. My impending orgasm was kept at bay by adjusting the angle of access. Jo’s movement was manic, as pure joy overwhelmed both of us.

“Yes, right up in there,” Jo screamed.

Suddenly Jo dropped deep. Much deeper than she had yet to reach. I saw her eyes disappear up into her head as my cock engaged her G-spot. The pleasure was intense, but I wanted to soak in the beauty of the moment. Jo’s fiery red hair shone in the moonlight. Sweat poured from her beautiful face, down her chin, and onto her chest between her perfect breasts. Her cute semi-flaccid cock wiggled as each downward thrust changed into a withdrawal.

I saw the neighbour’s light go on, but soon lost interest in anything but my impending orgasm.

“Oh my god, that’s amazing,” I moaned.

Minutes seemed like seconds as the rush of orgasm started to wash over me. My back ached, my legs shook, and in seconds I felt a river of warm fluid enter Jo’s rear canal. She stopped bouncing and held me tight, our bodies merged as sweat mixed with come held us tightly together.

“I need to taste you,” I said.

“Well aren’t you the surprise packet? I thought I’d have to wait a few dates for that,” Jo said.

I led Jo inside and towards the bedroom.

“Fuck, what a massive bed. This is going to be a night to remember,” Jo said.

“Lay back and enjoy the ride,” I said before dropping to my knees.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


JO DIDN’T HAVE to wait until date two for me to taste her. I was much too impatient. And neither of us were disappointed with the experience. After several attempts that night, I still couldn’t decide whether it’s better to give than to receive.

That night I learned more about love making than I ever dreamed possible. Jo was a gifted and skilled lover. She introduced to me to a level of intimacy I’d never felt before. And always with that cute freckle-faced smile. Celebrations continued until daybreak. Then, after a brief breakfast, throughout the following day.

Randy didn’t hang around once the deal was signed. In fact, he left the following day, retreating back home to Alabama. I felt sorry for him. If I’d loved and lost a woman as incredible as Jo, I’d be inconsolable too. But he was an arsehole, so deserved all he got. Last I heard he ended up running a small parking lot for the family in Mobile.

Jo’s astute suggestion to re-orientate the working ranch turned out to be a stroke of genius. It allowed us to keep both property purchases as income producers from day one. That helped with the cash flow and kept borrowing costs to a minimum. Jo’s advice was so well-received she joined Harry and I on brainstorming future deals. She brought a grass-roots practicality to our team.

The condos took two years to complete. We developed them in a couple of stages. All the condominiums were sold off the plan, which helped pay down the loans in record time. Selling at the top of the market ensured we made a profit at the upper end of Harry’s forecasts. We couldn’t believe our luck. It was the best deal ever, for many reasons, both business and personal.

We even ended up adding a new line of business. Given the proximity of the ranch to the condominiums the opportunity for synergistic businesses arose. Horse riding lessons and trail rides for the kids of the wealthy owners became a must-do experience and a huge selling point. Nothing put a smile on a teenage girl’s face like riding Chester.

But I didn’t develop the resort and move on. I kept a couple of penthouse apartments, one in each tower. I named them Jo and Little JoJo after my two favourite things in the world. And once Jo built up the ranch and joined me in Jacksonville, we took regular dirty weekends watching the glorious Gulf Coast sunset.

Jo never did win a Grammy. But she was more than happy her other dreams came true. She setup and managed a world-class horse stud with a white picket fence on the re-orientated ranch. But most importantly, she had twenty-four seven access to me.


MY OTHER BOOKS!




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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

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

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


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


APARTMENT 314
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Do you believe in love at first sight or does true love of a soul mate take time to blossom?

Alexander Andersen is young, good looking and a successful sports journalist. He seems to have the world at his feet. But Alexander’s housemate and best friend, Ludwig, seems to one-up Alexander on every front. From jobs to income to girls, Ludwig always seems one step up the ladder from Alexander.

When the apartment down the hall, apartment 314, gets rented, the boys have high expectations. But flight attendant Britt and her social media maven sister, Emma, exceed all expectations. The boys think all their Christmases have come at once. Both girls are new in town, model level attractive, and amazingly, single. The perfect combination.

But alpha Ludwig soon turns the arrival into yet another competition. A two-part bet that will see the winner get his laundry done, and have their rent paid, for a month. The race is on to date one of the sisters. That is until a mystery girl walks from apartment 314 and steals Alexander’s heart. Tall, brunette and with brown eyes, this girl intrigues, and really stands out against the blonde-haired, blue-eyed population of Oslo.

If you like transgender romance stories with an air of mystery and plenty of fun, then you’ll love ‘APARTMENT 314’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Ludwig successfully alpha Alexander away from the gorgeous girls of apartment 314, or will Alexander win the bet, and love of his life, by taking a massive chance on love?


RUSSIAN BRIDE
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Have you ever placed your search for true love in the hands of another, only to find they may have ulterior motives?

Richard Dobson is a thirty-six-year-old straight-laced accountant living in Cincinnati, Ohio. Without ever having a girlfriend, the only female contact he has is with his mother and Amish niece, Britney. His only sexual experience was with a woman at an accounting conference five years ago. But he was too drunk to remember any of it. Still, his mother asks him when he will get married every Friday night at the family dinner.

Frustrated by the continual questions, and concerned that he’s past his prime, Richard enlists the help of eighteen-year-old Britney to put himself out there. She introduces him to Internet dating and sets up a global profile for him. Trouble is, Britney has eyes for Richard, and would rather the Internet dating experiment come up empty, allowing her to fill the role of backup wife.

But Richard unexpectedly finds his perfect match in Dasha, a Russian tractor factory worker from Volgograd. Dasha is everything Richard could ask for in a future bride, and so much more. After a month of Skype calls, Richard invites Dasha to visit him in the USA setting in train a journey of deep discovery for the love-struck Richard and all who come in contact with the delightful Dasha.

If you like transgender romance stories that transcend international borders like “Four Weddings and a Funeral”, then you’ll love ‘RUSSIAN BRIDE’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Richard accept Dasha’s eye-opening differences and embrace her unique package, or will Britney sabotage Richard’s one true chance at love?


HALLOWEEN SURPRISE
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How far would you go to win over the love of your life? How far would be too far?

It’s Halloween Eve, and the Arizona State University Sun Devils play the University of Arizona Wildcats for the State Championships. The Sun Devils win, thanks to the epic heroics of star football player Axel Heinrich. As the reporters ask Axel about the game and his winning impact, his girlfriend, Head Cheerleader Gretchen Werner rushes over to kiss him. About to graduate and go pro, could Axel’s life get any better?

Post-game, Axel heads back to his dorm where his roommate Dallas Stone lies sleeping. Dallas is not sporty. In fact, with his slight build and luscious har, he regularly gets mistaken for a girl. But he has been paired with Axel to ensure he keeps the football star’s GPA high enough to keep playing football. To outsiders, they appear like an odd couple with nothing in common, but there’s much more to their relationship than meets the eye.

As Halloween arrives, Axel is excited about the biggest event on the college calendar. Meanwhile, Dallas, who normally shuns such public events decides to seize the opportunity, to let his hair down, and make a play for the love of his life. But while Halloween is the night for transformations, this Halloween night may change much more than just Dallas’ relationship status.

If you like transgender romance stories where opposites come together like ‘Edward Scissorhands’, then you’ll like ‘HALLOWEEN SURPRISE’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Dallas’ Halloween transformation attract the right sort of attention, or will he lose the love of his life forever?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


THE APPRENTICE

[image: ]

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

[image: ]

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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