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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“WELL, WE’VE SURVIVED first year, guys,” I said. “And we’re still here. Which is a bonus.”

“Yeah, that whole ‘Up or Out’ approach, is terribly stressful,” Ronny said. “Not that we got close to being outed. Not this year anyway.”

“It’s okay for you guys,” Drew said. “Number one and two in the Graduate Program. I’m the one who should be stressed.”

We approached the end of our first year with Price & House Accounting, a Big Five firm with a Graduate recruitment program envied across the industry. All employees at the firm got evaluated annually and ranked. The bottom twenty percent made way for a new crop the following year. Termed ‘Up or Out’, thankfully, we all sat on the Up List.

“How’s it feel to be ranked number one?” Ronny asked me. “I had it stitched up, until you pulled that Hail Mary on the Sunshine Project.”

“Don’t worry, it’s only a number, Dude,” I replied. “It’s meaningless unless you are in the bottom twenty percent.”

“Well, next year is my year,” Drew interjected. “I’m going all out to pull you two down a rung or two.”

It worried me that Drew wanted to pull us down rather than rise himself. But I left my concern unsaid.

“Do you think that’ll impress Anna?” Ronny asked Drew. “Because she wouldn’t give you the time of day, no matter what your rating is.”

“Well, if I can get on top of her in the rankings,” Drew replied. “Perhaps I can get on top of her in real life too.”

“Perhaps if you treated her as a person, she’d give you the time of day,” I suggested.

I felt extremely positive on the career front. Since moving to Sydney from way out west to attend university, my ambition was to work for a Big Five Accounting firm. One of the international ones. And Price & House was my first pick. After four years of toil, I’d graduated with a first-class honours Finance Degree, and secured a role in the top graduate program in the country.

“How did the folks take the number two news?” Drew asked Ronny. “They must be devastated.”

“You won’t get me worked up,” Ronny replied. “But they’re happy I’m doing well. They haven’t forgiven me for not coming home. But they’ll get over it one day, I hope.”

Ronny Lim was an international student when I first met him. Being boarders, we both shared an off-campus apartment. He was a brilliant roommate, a wonderful cook, neatness freak and a technology whizz. Ronny could sort anything. We spent four years living together and now lived across the hall in an apartment building in Surry Hills. It was close to the city and the wonderful Sydney nightlife.

“Speaking of disappointment. How did your folks handle your mid-range ranking news?“ I asked Drew.

“I didn’t tell them. I didn’t want to fire up my Dad again,” Drew replied.

“Has he not forgiven you for getting second class honours?” I asked. “He’s a hard task master.”

“We’re finally back on speaking terms. It only took eight months,” Drew replied.

Drew had grown up with a silver spoon in his mouth. From the well-to-do Eastern Suburbs of Sydney, Drew represented the next generation of the Caulfield dynasty. Last I looked it up, his family were the twelfth richest in Australia. His Dad, a Senator, spent more than half the year working in the nation’s capital. And he accepted nothing less than perfection from his children. Unfortunately for Drew, his twin sister was an absolute gun. She’d graduated with first class honours in Law. And done it a year earlier than Drew.

“Now we have a year under our belts,” Drew said. “It’s time to let our hair down a little.”

“What do you have in mind?” I asked with concern. “This isn’t another one of your brilliant trouble making plans, is it?”

“Nothing like that. They’ve just announced the Office Christmas Party.” Drew replied.

“I’ve heard those things are legendary,” Ronny interjected. “They get bigger and better each year.”

“Well, I happen to know someone, who knows someone,” Drew said. “And word is, it’s gonna be a Harbour cruise.”

“Sounds like getting drunk isn’t an option,” I said.

“Those little boats are quite unstable,” Ronny added.

“No need to worry, chaps,” Drew said. “I’ve got the lowdown. It’s on a Cruise Ship. The Princess Dawn. It’ll be like going on a Cruise, only you’ll know all the hotties already.”

“Are they putting us up overnight?” I asked.

“Yep, that’s the word on the street,” Drew replied. “We each get a cabin for the night.”

“So, we can drink as much as we like?” Ronny asked.

“Exactly,” Drew replied.

“A cabin on a cruise ship, and an open bar, won’t suddenly make Anna find you attractive,” I said.

“I’m gonna pull out my secret weapon,” Drew said.

“Last time you mentioned the weapon, HR got involved,” Ronny added.

“The boat has a massive entertainment package,” Drew said. “That’ll give me the opportunity to impress Anna with my special talents.”

What Drew lacked in talent, he made up for with sheer confidence. Ronny and I had seen him in action a few times over the past year. He loved to perform. Trouble is, others didn’t like it quite as much. But he was besotted with Anna, and willing to do whatever it took to impress her.


CHAPTER TWO


A WEEK LATER, an email came through advising of the Office Christmas Party. While not compulsory, it did not go down well if you skipped it. Someone close to the Out List, could get pushed below the line. And with Spill Day a few weeks’ away, no-one wanted to take that risk.

“I told you the party was on a cruise,” Drew said big noting. “My sources are reliable.”

“The entertainment sounds awesome,” Ronny said. “Have you seen the line up? There’s a DJ, a freakin’ magician, showgirls and a karaoke competition.”

“With an open bar and that line up,” Drew said. “The rankings are sure to move before Spill Day.”

“Well, let’s agree to look out for each other,” I said. “I’d hate to break up the Three Amigos.”

“One in, all in,” Ronny toasted.

I disappeared to get a drink and came back to hear Drew and Ronny being a little too excited.

“What have you guys been up to?” I asked. “Something smells fishy.”

“Nothing too bad. We’ve helped you raise your profile with upper management,” Ronny replied.

“Okay, spill your guts. What have you done?” I asked.

“Don’t worry about thanking us. Save that for when you get the big promotion,” Drew replied.

An email hit my phone. Something was suspicious.

“Thank you, Christian, for registering to be part of the karaoke competition,” the email read. “Please submit your three preferred songs using the link below. You will be notified of your performance song, twenty-four hours prior to the Christmas Party.”

“Nice one guys,” I said.

“Don’t worry,” Ronny said. “We’ve all entered. It’ll be a sing off.”

A second email hit my phone.

“Thank you, Christian, for volunteering to be part of the magic show,” the email read. “The Great Mephisto will contact you in the coming days, to brief you on your involvement. No need to prepare for anything. But be sure to bring your sense of humour.”

“So, we’re all in the magic show, too?” I asked.

“Just you, Bud. It’s reserved for the top rankers,” Drew replied.

“What the hell have you signed me up for?” I asked.

“Don’t worry. But remember to bring your sense of humour,” Drew replied.

“I’m not feeling positive about this one. If it’s such a good opportunity, why didn’t you volunteer, Drew?” I asked.

“There was only one slot,” Drew replied. “We had to put our top ranked person forward.”

I immediately Googled The Great Mephisto. He was a magician who specialised in hypnosis. I switched to YouTube and saw his act in action. It looked completely tame. People acting like chickens. Guys acting like girls. The usual stuff. I’d be humiliated in some fashion. But it was all in the name of entertainment. So, I promptly forgot about it and moved on.

“Let’s submit the karaoke songs. I need to know what to practice,” Ronny said.

We all pulled out our phones and started flicking through the options.

“Given we’ve stitched you up with the magician,” Ronny said. “You can select our karaoke songs.”

“I didn’t agree to that,” Drew said.

“Sounds like a fair exchange,” I said grabbing Ronny’s phone. “Now let me see. Ronny, you’ve got ‘Dancing Queen’ by Abba, ‘Man! I Feel Like A Woman’ by Shania Twain and ‘My Heart Will Go On’ by Celine Dion.”

“Gee, you really are pissed off.” Ronny said.

Before I could change them, Drew hit the submit button on Ronny’s phone.

“Locked in,” Drew said.

“You bastard,” Ronny said panicking. “I was bloody kidding.”

I found it hard not to laugh.

“Okay, Ronny. You get to pick the songs for Drew, then,” I said. “Handover your phone.”

“No way,” Drew said.

As Drew was only small, I snatched the phone from him and passed it to Ronny. I held Drew back, while Ronny picked the songs. Drew squirmed like a landed fish.

“I think you’re a power ballad sort of guy,” Ronny said smiling. “Drew, you’ve got ‘Bohemian Rhapsody’ by Queen, ’Total Eclipse of the Heart’ by Bonnie Tyler and ’Summer Nights’ from Grease.”

“But that’s a freakin’ duet,” Drew said.

“Then you’d better practise both parts,” Ronny said. “And, submitted.”

I struggled to keep a straight face. Hearing either Ronny or Drew singing any of those songs would be hilarious.

“Now you, Christian. What are you gonna sing?” Ronny asked.

“I won’t wuss out,” I replied. “I’ve picked ‘Livin’ On A Prayer’ by Bon Jovi, ‘Take on Me’ by Ah-ha and ’Never Tear Us Apart’ by INXS.”

“Sounds like you got the best options,” Drew said.

“Do you want to swap? Magic show and my karaoke songs for your karaoke songs?” I asked.

“No, I’m okay. You need your time to shine,” Drew replied.

We were all set for the Office Christmas Party. Each of us would be moving outside of our comfort zone. We hoped the result wasn’t a massive drop in our ranking. Moving into the spill zone would not be a brilliant outcome. Not for a bit of friendly work fun, that’s for sure.

“I got a message from The Great Mephisto,” I said over lunch the following day. “To my surprise, my involvement had already been arranged. I just need to turn up with an open mind and enjoy the ride.”

“I decided to help you out,” Drew said. “You seemed concerned and I knew someone who knew The Great Mephisto.”

“Doesn’t sound like someone who’d move in your circles,” I said. “Just don’t screw me over.”

I heard all the phones ding.

“I got my karaoke song. ‘My Heart Will Go On’ by Celine Dion. Thanks, Drew,” Ronny said.

“Well, that’s better than mine. I got ‘Bohemian Rhapsody’ by Queen. Thanks, Ronny,” Drew said.

“What did you get, Christian?” Ronny asked.

“I got ‘Never Tear Us Apart’ by INXS,” I replied. “Thank god.”


CHAPTER THREE


I FELT EXCITED as I arrived at the Passenger Cruise Terminal for the Office Christmas Party. I’d almost forgotten about the Magic Show. But I looked forward to hanging out on a cruise ship, as it traversed Sydney Harbour, while the sun set.

From a distance, the ship seemed quite small. But as I approached, the white painted seven story structure dwarfed me and my friends.

“She’s bigger than I thought. And much newer,” I said.

“Yeah, quite impressive for a party boat. And she’s gonna party on tonight,” Drew said.

Once on board, the sound of muzak took over from the sounds of the city. After dropping a bag off in my cabin, I headed to the main deck to check out the entertainment. It was 5:00 pm and the sun still had a few more hours of daylight to give. But the view of the Sydney Harbour Bridge and Sydney Opera House made for a wonderful daytime vista.

“Where should we sit?” I asked the guys.

“By the dance floor. But on the bar side,” Drew replied.

“That wouldn’t be because Anna is over there, would it?” I asked.

“I hadn’t noticed,” Drew replied with a wink.

With a drink in my hand, I scanned the boat to get my bearings. The main deck was astern. Around two hundred feet by fifty feet, it had been setup with a gigantic T-shaped stage with massive speakers either side. Colourful spotlights sat above the stage, promising what would be a huge night of entertainment and dancing. A DJ booth sat to the left of stage, and a gorgeous young DJ spun the tracks, while flashing her stunning smile.

“I call dibs on the DJ,” I said to the guys.

“Fine, as long as you leave Anna to me. How about you, Ronny, anyone take your fancy?” Drew asked.

“Chloe from HR looks pretty nice,” Ronny replied.

“Stay away from the HR girls. That’s instant dismissal,” Drew said.

Around 5:30 pm, a Wave of vibration hit, and the ship started to move. The ship started slowly before winding up to full speed. Backing out of its spot and into the main channel, it turned one-eighty degrees on a dime. With the bow facing the Harbour Bridge, the primary engines kicked in. As the speed picked up, the breeze increased, and spits of sea water occasionally flicked my face. We were off.

“Hi Christian. I can’t wait to see you in action tonight,” Anna said walking up to our table.

“Yes, I’m looking forward to the entertainment, too.” I said, caught off guard.

“I see you are in the karaoke competition,” Anna said. “I’m singing Britney. Be sure to watch out for me.”

“May the best singer win,” I said trying to hose down the discussion.

“Excuse me for a minute, Anna, I need to chat to the DJ,” I said, looking for a getaway.

I’d agreed to give Drew a fair shot with Anna. And I was a man of my word.

“Don’t worry, Anna,” Drew said loudly as I walked off. “He’s got the hots for the DJ.”

“I love the music you’re playing,” I said to the DJ. “I’m Christian, I work for Price & House.”

“I’m Violet. Thanks for the feedback. Anything you want to hear?” the DJ said.

“I think you’re pretty much nailing it. Can I get you a drink?” I asked.

Violet was gorgeous. Her wavy chestnut brown hair fell evenly about her shoulders and ample breasts. And her dark smoky eyes and bright red pouty lips screamed kiss me.

“I’ve got a big night. So, a mineral water would be lovely,” Violet replied.

After grabbing Violet a drink, we chatted about her heavy workload. In addition to DJ, she was MC, hosting the karaoke competition and performing with the Showgirls later in the night. Quite a full schedule, indeed.

“It’s been lovely chatting to you Christian,” Violet said. “But I need to kick-off the entertainment.”

As Violet stood up and stepped away from the DJ deck, I found myself unable to avert my gaze. Violet wore a body-hugging black jumpsuit with flames spread across it. Cut down to her navel at the front, her natural curves were accentuated by her bright red 5-inch stiletto studded ankle boots.

“Take a picture,” Ronny said walking over to me. “It’ll last longer.”

“Our first act for the night is The Great Mephisto,” Violet announced. “And he’ll be joined by a few victims, sorry helpers. Please come up on stage, Christian Porter. And Beth and Ruby, our gorgeous Showgirls.”

The Great Mephisto arrived in a flash of smoke. He was the quintessential magician with a top hat, cape and curly moustache. The Showgirls came from backstage. They looked like they’d stepped off the stage at Moulin Rouge. All feathers and sequins. I certainly seemed like the odd one out.

“Now, Beth, Ruby and Christian, I want you to close your eyes and focus on my voice,” The Great Mephisto said. “I’m going to count backwards from ten slowly, after which you will be asleep.”

I remembered hearing three, but that was it. When I awoke, the crowd giggled, and I stood on stage looking at the Showgirls. Suddenly, I felt the urge to walk over to them.

As I walked towards Beth and Ruby, they moved away. I followed Ruby. Then I tried to catch Beth. I felt a strong desire to kiss them. I wanted nothing more than a kiss. They were so beautiful, I couldn’t resist.

“Beth and Ruby, I want you to focus on my voice,” The Great Mephisto said. “When I click my fingers, you’ll be back to normal.”

Instantly, when The Great Mephisto clicked his fingers, the girls stopped running from me. I caught Beth before hugging and kissing her.

“Christian, I want you to focus on my voice,” The Great Mephisto said. “When I stamp my foot, you’ll be back to normal.”

As The Great Mephisto stamped his foot, the cruise ship whistle sounded. It was so loud I barely heard the foot stamp.

I suddenly wondered why I was hugging Beth.

“Sorry, Beth,” I said. “I don’t know what’s got into me.”

“Hey, I don’t mind, sugar,” Beth said in a husky voice. “Feel free to grab me, anytime.”

The crowd laughed outrageously. I’d apparently been part of something funny. I looked over to Violet who also smiled. For a few seconds I got lost in her smile, before being led off-stage by The Great Mephisto.

“That was awesome. You were hilarious,” Ronny said.

“Well, I’m glad I amused you. Anything I should be worried about?” I asked.

“Nothing to worry about. Just good clean fun,” Ronny replied.


CHAPTER FOUR


MY BOSS WALKED up after the performance and handed me a scotch and coke.

“Hey, I’m sure you could use this. Thanks for being such a good sport,” my boss said.

“No problems. Someone had to volunteer,” I said.

“Yeah, but not many people would have the balls to do so. Well done,” my boss said.

After a short break, the karaoke machine appeared, and Violet took the mike.

“Welcome to the Price & House karaoke championship,” Violet announced to rapturous applause. “We’ve got ten contestants tonight. So, let’s get started. Put your hands together for our first contestant, Ronny Lim, singing ‘My Heart Will Go On’ by Celine Dion.”

Like a shot, Ronny hit the stage. With microphone in hand, it was time to channel Celine.

I was totally impressed with how Ronny tackled his challenge. He actually had a wonderful voice. I put it down to the karaoke culture in Northern Asia. But Ronny did a sterling job and ended up with a rousing round of applause.

“Nice work, Brother. You deserve a podium finish,” I said when he returned.

“Thanks, Dude. I gave it my all,” Ronny said.

“Next up we have Anna Le Fleur singing ‘Hit Me Baby One More Time’ by Britney Spears,” Violet announced.

While Anna’s singing chops weren’t up to Ronny’s standard, her performance was turned up to eleven. And it was aimed directly at me. She’d even changed into a schoolgirl dress. Throughout the song, she didn’t take her eyes off me for a second. Knowing the words meant she didn’t need to watch the screen. I tried to be supportive but ended up glancing over at Violet. This seemed to piss off Anna, no end.

The contestants came and went until only two remained. Drew kicked off the second last performance with his rendition of ‘Bohemian Rhapsody’. To say it was a disaster, was praising it a little too much. He stunk. It was a total train-wreck.

“Dude, I feel for him,” Ronny said.

“And our last contestant for the night is Christian Porter,” Violet announced. “And boy does this guy get around. He’s gonna sing ‘Never Tear Us Apart’ by INXS. Let’s hear it for Christian.”

I walked up onto the stage to rousing applause. My previous involvement had made me a crowd favourite. Now, I just needed to hold a tune, before I could relax.

The closer I got to Violet, the more I had the urge to hug her. As she handed me the microphone, I couldn’t resist the urge. I reached out and hugged her tightly. The smell of her apple shampoo invaded my nostrils as I felt her heartbeat quicken against me. After a few seconds, I let go before planting a kiss on her lips.

“This one’s for you, Violet,” I said.

This wasn’t my first karaoke experience. And I knew the song inside out. I’d sung it in a band at university a few years earlier. The crowd lapped up the performance, but I wasn’t singing it for them. I faced Violet throughout the song and held her hand for most of the second chorus. I was smitten and sang a heart song with true feeling.

“Thanks for that, Christian, I think,” Violet said when I finished.

I hugged her tightly again, before kissing her on the lips and leaving the stage.

“Well the votes are in,” Violet said. “And the winner of the Price & House karaoke championship for 2020 is Eric Wilder.”

Eric was the only manager to enter. It was fitting that we all clapped him for his stirring rendition of ‘Rock Lobster’ by The B52s. Karaoke done and dusted, I sat back and relaxed.

“And now we have the final act for the night,” Violet said. “You met Beth and Ruby earlier in the night. Now, I’ll be joining them on stage for the performance of Showgirls.”

As I watched the Showgirls, it occurred to me where I had seen the costumes before. ‘Priscilla, Queen of the Desert’. And the music was from the movie as well.

This was the first Drag Show I’d seen. Though I lived in Surry Hills, home of the Mardi Gras, I’d never been into the local gay pubs and clubs. Expecting little, I was fascinated by the show and the beauty, elegance and grace of the Showgirls. Especially Violet. I wondered how Violet had gotten involved with Beth and Ruby, who were clearly Drag Queens. But the music pumped, the costumes were outrageous, and Violet both looked stunning, and moved like a panther. A sexy panther.

My excitement for the show was more than a little obvious.

“For this last number, I’d like to ask our biggest fan, Christian Porter, to come up on stage and join me for a dance,” Violet announced. “That is, if he’s man enough to dance with a bunch of Queens.”

Instantly, I jumped back on stage, standing face to face with Violet.

“Do you know any dance steps?” Violet asked me.

“How about we do an Argentine Tango,” I replied.

“Are you joking?” Violet asked.

“Just follow my lead,” I replied.

And with that, Violet and I put on a show best described as ‘Dirty Dancing’ meets ‘Sea of Love’.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


THE NEXT MORNING at work, I was something of a local legend. Everyone knew my name. And new nicknames flowed. There was Tango Boy, Karaoke Crooner and my favourite, Magic Man. I was literally the buzz of the water cooler talk.

“Looks like your number one ranking is safe. Even the executives know who you are now,” Ronny said as we got the morning coffee.

“I didn’t think I was that talented,” I said.

“It’s not how you performed. But you gave everything a crack,” Ronny said.

A couple of guys from the Analytics team walked past and high-fived me.

“I can remember everything except for the Magician. It’s all blank after he counted down from ten,” I said.

“Well, first he hypnotised the two Showgirls. Do you remember Beth and Ruby, the gorgeous Drag Queens?” Ronny said with a twinkle in his eye.

“I must have missed that bit. So, they were dudes?” I asked.

“Bud, they were a good six inches taller than you. They were stunning, but they were dudes,” Ronny replied.

“The Great Mephisto told them you had a contagious disease. So, they had to avoid you, to not catch it,” Ronny said.

“I remember them running away from me,” I said.

“Then, he hypnotised you. He told you your soul mate was a boy who looked like a girl. And you needed to catch her before she got away, forever,” Ronny said.

“Nice, that would have been funny,” I said.

“It was freakin’ hilarious, Dude. At your expense, obviously,” Ronny said.

“Anything else?” I asked.

“Yes. It went on for a good twenty minutes,” Ronny replied.

Ronny provided a blow-by-blow account of my time on stage with The Great Mephisto.

“No wonder everyone knows me,” I said.

“I think your fame actually came from your involvement in the Showgirls performance. That’s where you amazed everyone,” Ronny said.

“That bit is a little blurry too. Did they hypnotise me again?” I asked.

“No way, Dude. It was all you,” Ronny replied.

“Oh god. What did I do?” I asked.

“Well, you were hot for the DJ, Violet, from the moment you saw her. And that only increased during the Showgirls performance,” Ronny replied.

“What did I do?” I asked.

“If I say Argentine Tango. Does that ring a bell?” Ronny replied.

“I thought I dreamed that. Did I dance with Violet on stage?” I asked.

“Yeah, you sure did. And it was as sexy as fuck. I hear Anna is even hotter for you now, after that effort,” Ronny replied.

“I hope I didn’t do anything inappropriate?” I asked.

“Inappropriate, no. Impressive, yes. And Drew is pissed his plan backfired,” Ronny replied.

“Drew was behind all this. That makes sense,” I said.

“Yeah, he humiliated himself singing Bohemian Rhapsody. While you built your brand with every performance,” Ronny said.

So, the mystery of the missing timeline was solved. And, thankfully, I hadn’t completely blown my chances for promotion at the firm.

“Did I embarrass Violet or the Showgirls?” I asked.

“No, I think you’ve got a new fan there. Don’t you remember? She invited you to see her show tonight,” Ronny replied.

“Oh, that’s right. She gave me a brochure,” I said searching my pockets.

I pulled out a folded piece of paper.

“There she is, as gorgeous as I remember,” I said as I read through the brochure.

“The Stonewall Hotel is proud to present Summer Knights Out, each week-night during December. Join Miss Violet for the beats and her stunning Showgirls for the glamour,” I read.

Eric Wilder walked past with his coffee.

“Dude, you were robbed in the karaoke competition. I had you a good ten points higher than Eric,” I said to Ronny.

“That’s okay. I’m getting plenty of positive feedback from it. Sometimes it’s better not to win,” Ronny said.

“You guys gave me a tough run for the karaoke crown. It was certainly biased my way. But well done on the sportsmanship,” Eric said on his way out.

Drew dragged himself into the lunchroom and joined us after grabbing a coffee.

“My life is ruined. I’m the office joke,” Drew said.

“Don’t worry, Brother. It’ll pass quickly,” I said.

“It’s a well-known fact that Office Christmas Parties are the year’s most memorable events. It’ll hang around until next Christmas, at least,” Drew said.

“Well, you didn’t get hypnotised and chase Drag Queens around the stage. One karaoke song is pretty minor,” I said.

“Yeah, but you made it work. It was entertaining. My performance was just sad,” Drew said.

Anna walked into the lunchroom and headed straight over to our table.

“Great singing, boys. We’ll have to adjourn to a karaoke bar after work tonight,” Anna said lightly touching my shoulder.

“Perhaps you can give me some tips, Anna,” Drew said.

“I’m not a miracle worker. My advice to you would be, don’t sing,” Anna replied instantly.

“We’ll have to take a rain-check. We’re off to watch the DJ again tonight,” I said trying to move past Drew’s agony moment.

“I’ll hold you to that. I’d love to duet with you. Or maybe, tango,” Anna said with a big smile.

Drew gave me the dirtiest of looks.

“The show starts at 8:00 pm. It’s walkable from our apartment building,” I said.

“You realise The Stonewall Hotel is a gay pub, don’t you,” Ronny said.

“I’m not going to no fag pub. You can stick that idea right up your arse,” Drew interjected.

“Well, don’t say you weren’t invited. Ronny, it looks like you’re my wingman tonight,” I said.

A massive smile swept across Ronny’s face. Since meeting Drew at Price & House, Ronny had become the third wheel. Drew was an alpha. Ronny was way too shy to compete with him head-on.

“Be ready to go by 7:30 pm, Ronny,” I said.

“Aye aye, Captain. Wingman out,” Ronny replied.


CHAPTER SIX


I KNOCKED ON Ronny’s door at 7:30 pm on the dot. Although it had been less than twenty-four hours, I couldn’t wait to see Violet again.

“Wow, you are dressed to kill. Don’t be drawing the attention away from me. That’s not how a wingman operates,” I said.

“I can change if you want,” Ronny replied.

“No need, I’ve just never seen you this dressed up before,” I said.

Apart from graduation, I’d never seen Ronny get dressed up. Sure, we’d been to parties and events, but never out on the town together. He wore a black silk button-up shirt, black jeans and black suede boots. He must have been wearing lifts, because he looked much taller than his usual 5ft 9in.

“Do you want to come in for a beer before we go?” Ronny asked. “I’ve got some coldies in the fridge.”

“No, let’s get moving. I’m happy to pay pub prices tonight,” I replied.

Ronny was canny with his money. He rarely went out for dinner and I’d never seen him pay for a drink, let alone a round of drinks.

Daylight dwindled during the short walk to the hotel. The nightlife of the city started to emerge from its slumber. Punters lined up at pubs, couples ate desserts at restaurants, and every second car was either an Uber or Taxi. Car horns tooted as patrons were dropped off illegally. While I was super excited to see Violet again, Ronny seemed just as excited to be tagging along.

As we turned the corner into Oxford Street, The Stonewall Hotel was impossible to miss. As the event was part of Christmas Pride Week, the bar was dressed to celebrate. A massive rainbow coloured arch stood at the entrance to the bar. Covered in balloons and fairy lights, it stood out like an LGBT beacon. A queue of people snaked around the block and into Anzac Parade.

After joining the queue, I looked around to soak in the crowd. It was different to anything I’d experienced before. Ronny and I actually blended in. There were plenty of male couples, female couples and groups of transgender girls. It seemed everyone had arrived with someone else.

“Hey Christian. I didn’t think we’d see you here tonight,” one of the transgender girls said.

I looked around and struggled to recognise who spoke to me.

“Sorry, hon. I’m Ruby from last night,” the girl said. “I’m not performing until late in the night, so I don’t have the war paint on yet.”

“Oh, hi Ruby. You remember Ronny from last night too. He sang Celine Dion in the karaoke competition,” I said.

“Yes, I remember you. Such a pretty voice. You were robbed,” Ruby said.

“Thanks Ruby. But that doesn’t get the chocolates,” Ronny said with a flirtatious smile.

“Well, I’m sure I can organise a sweet treat for you. Come and see me after the show.” Ruby said flirting outrageously.

The line moved swiftly. We chatted to Ruby and her friend, Brian, along the way. Within ten minutes, we were at the door.

“I gather you are here to see Violet?” Ruby asked. “That dance you guys did was the sexiest thing I’ve seen all year.”

“Yes, I’m hoping to catch up with Violet. But I expect she’ll be pretty busy,” I replied.

“I doubt she’ll be too busy for you. You’ve certainly left an impression on her,” Ruby said.

Once inside, the four of us grabbed a table near the stage.

“What would you like to drink?” Ruby asked. “I get a discount.”

Ronny accompanied Ruby to the bar. Even without the six-inch heels, Ruby towered over Ronny. But if I wasn’t mistaken, I could swear Ronny was quite smitten with Ruby.

“Are you two an item?” Brian asked while Ronny and Ruby got the drinks.

“No, Ronny and I are just work friends,” I replied.

“That’s good news,” Brian said smiling and touching my thigh.

“My girlfriend is the DJ here, DJ Violet,” I said.

“Well, if you guys break up. Feel free to give me a call,” Brian said taking my phone and adding his number. “

I looked across to where Violet worked the DJ decks. She instantly, waved and blew me a few air kisses. She looked amazing. Quite different to the previous night. Her chestnut brown hair was teased and flowed well down her back. Her makeup was subtle, except for smoky eyes and luscious, ruby red lips. But her outfit was breath taking.

A one-piece black shiny bathing suit beautifully cupped her ample bosom. A zipper sat inches below her curvaceous breasts and ran to an inch above her crutch. I felt myself get hard from a simple glance. A gold necklace and matching bracelet added a little colour and some elegance. While black leather 5-inch stiletto thigh high boots completed the outfit. All she needed was a whip, and she could have hit any local BDSM dungeon.

Once the drinks arrived, Ronny, Ruby and Bruce chatted away. My eyes were, however, transfixed on Violet.

“You realise a photo would last longer,” Ruby quipped.

I looked back across and noticed Ronny’s hand was on Ruby’s lap. That was unexpected. But it explained a lot.

“I’m sorry, I’m a little distracted by Violet’s outfit,” I said.

“Well, you’ll have plenty of time to unpack those thoughts, once she’s finished for the night,” Ruby said.

“Would you like to dance, hon?” Ronny asked Ruby.

“Is the pope Catholic?” Ruby replied.

Brian looked across at me. I shook my head.

Within five minutes Brian was up grinding with a guy from the next table.

As I sat and watched Violet work, I became more mesmerised by her beauty. While she wasn’t the typical girl I date, she certainly ticked the attractive, sexy and fun boxes. I started to daydream of spending time with Violet away from the club.

“I’m going to take a short break,” Violet announced before walking over to sit with me.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“HEY CHRISTIAN. IT’S so nice to see you here. How are you enjoying yourself?” Violet asked kissing me on the cheek.

“It’s pretty cool. We bumped into Ruby on the way in and I’ve lost my wingman, Ronny, to her devilish charms,” I replied.

“He’ll need to watch that one. He could get into a lot of trouble with her,” Violet said.

“It was so great to meet you last night. Do you do corporate gigs often?” I asked.

“Not often. Only when the cruise ship gets booked. I used to DJ on cruises for a year. So, they like to get me involved,” Violet replied.

“Wow, how exciting. Getting paid to party all night and romance all day,” I said.

“You’d be surprised how little romance the crew get involved in,” Violet said with a cute frown. “It’s pretty intense. You’re either working or keeping yourself organised.”

“I hope you don’t mind me turning up. I don’t want to appear like a stalker,” I said. “But you did give me that brochure.”

“Feel free to stalk me anytime you want. I welcome handsome, well-adjusted stalkers,” Violet said with a smile.

I looked across to the dance floor and spotted Ruby kissing Ronny. He seemed to be awfully happy about it.

“Looks like Ronny and Ruby are fast friends. I didn’t pick that,” I said.

“You mean you didn’t know he was gay. You need to fix your gaydar,” Violet said.

It seemed like a strange comment, but I decided not to dig in.

“Well, thanks to your antics last night, I’ve picked up three new gigs,” Violet said grazing my forearm. “Did you see your performance on YouTube?”

“Wow, that was quick. I hope I didn’t embarrass you,” I said.

“It takes a lot to embarrass me. Something they couldn’t do at theatre school, university or in dance clubs for the past few years,” Violet said.

“But I do owe you a reward, for helping me get publicity,” Violet continued.

“Sounds good to me. What did you have in mind?” I asked.

“I was thinking of doing a dance for you. Would you like that?” Violet replied stroking my cheek.

I looked into Violet’s beautiful brown eyes. Simply the thought of dancing with this girl made me weak at the knees.

“Sure, I’d love to dance with you,” I said.

“No silly, I want to do a special dance for you. We have a room next door. It used to be a strip club. Follow me,” Violet said.

Violet stood and led me through the crowd towards a door with ‘Authorised Personnel Only’ emblazoned on it. Once inside, the dull rumble of the crowd dissipated, and the smoky haze cleared.

“I’ve been dreaming of this all day,” Violet purred once the door was shut.

She pushed me back against the door and kissed me deeply. The smell of her floral perfume entered my nostrils and worked its way into my being.

“But first, Mr Porter. I owe you a dance,” Violet said.

The room was dark and a little damp. There were a series of small stages with chairs surrounding them. In the middle of each stage was a floor to ceiling pole.

“Come over here and sit down. Tonight, I’m gonna dance for you, alone,” Violet said leading me to the closest stage.

This was evidently a skill familiar to Violet. She started with a sexy walk about the pole, shaking her voluptuous rear end as she passed by me. I reached out, unable to help myself. My hand was slapped in an instant.

“That sort of behaviour is frowned upon by management. You’ll get yourself thrown out,” Violet said with a semi-serious smile.

Walking back around the pole to face me, Violet dropped to her knees. With both hands on the pole behind her, she leant down towards me, flashing her delightful 36Ds in my face. I held strong, not wanting to get slapped again.

“Do you like what you see?” Violet asked.

“Hell yes, I do Miss Violet,” I replied.

Violet reached out her hand and pulled my head towards her until my chin fitted snuggly between her breasts.

“You may kiss them if you wish,” Violet said running her hands through my hair.

I didn’t need to be offered twice. I turned my head deliberately to the left, kissing one breast before turning to the right, kissing the other breast. For good measure, I kissed in-between, too.

Violet stood, before dropping into the splits. Her hair fell forward covering her gorgeous face before she shook her mane and stared up into my eyes.

“Now here’s what makes this dance special. Do you have any requests?” Violet said reaching down and softly stroking my hard as a rock cock.

“Be gentle. I think,” I said.

I felt Violet’s hand skilfully undo my jeans, before her hand surrounded my cock. Her hand was warm and soft and rapidly slid up and down my member. Meanwhile, her tongue playfully explored my mouth.

“Aren’t you the big boy? I’ve got big plans for you later tonight. But consider this a taster,” Violet whispered seductively.

It took less than seconds before I was ready to blow my load. Violet did her best to keep me calm and pleasure me longer. But it wasn’t an option.

“I’m gonna come,” I grunted.

As quick as a flash Violet dropped her mouth over my cock before a massive load of my nectar spurted deep down her throat. I lay back and revelled in the pure excitement. I was in ecstasy.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


“YOU WEREN’T MUCH of a wingman,” I said to Ronny as we walked the three miles to the office the next morning.

“That was an awesome night. I had a ball of fun,” Ronny said.

“As long as the balls weren’t a surprise,” I said.

“As you’ve probably guessed by now, I’m gay. That’s why I didn’t want to return to China after graduation,” Ronny said.

“Hey, that makes sense, Bud. You gotta do what you gotta do,” I said.

“But I’m surprised you are gay, too. I would never have picked you,” Ronny said.

“What makes you think I’m gay?” I asked.

“Well, Anna has been throwing herself at you for the past year, and you ignore her advances. Instead, you pash a couple of Drag Queens on the cruise before hooking up with a transgender girl,” Ronny replied.

“Sorry, what did you say?” I asked suddenly alarmed.

“Well, you pashed the Showgirls during their performance on the boat. And you’re obviously lusting after Violet,” Ronny replied.

“What makes you think Violet is not a girl?” I asked.

“Firstly, she works as part of a Drag Show. Secondly, she is DJ at the number one gay bar in Sydney,” Ronny replied.

“Don’t tell me you didn’t know?” Ronny continued looking dumbfounded.

Thankfully, we arrived at work.

“Can we continue this discussion after work?” I asked.

“Shit, you didn’t know. Sorry, Bud,” Ronny replied.

I needed to sort this out urgently. I had arranged to meet Violet again that night and didn’t want to mislead her.

Throughout the morning, I mulled over what Ronny had said. How could Violet be a guy? She was gorgeous. She was sexy. She was someone with whom I had an amazing connection. But what Ronny had said made sense. It was one thing to MC a corporate event. But being the resident DJ at the hottest gay club in town. And I’d kissed her. And we’d shared an intimate moment together.

By lunchtime, I questioned why I wasn’t grossed out by Ronny’s revelation. Instead, I was excited about seeing Violet again.

“How did you fags go last night? Did you find the guys of your dreams?” Drew asked.

“It was a fun night. But nothing like that happened. You should have come along,” I replied.

“That’s a hard pass from me. But karaoke tonight with Anna sounds better,” Drew said.

“Weren’t you asked not to go?” Ronny asked. “I thought Anna made that quite clear.”

“Ronny’s right. Do you want me to go and ask her?” I added.

“She doesn’t want to sing with a bunch of fairies. She needs a real man,” Drew replied.

“We’ll have to take a rain-check. Because Ronny and I are going back to The Stonewall Hotel again tonight,” I said

“Don’t tell me that Magician has magically turned you into a fag. I almost feel partly responsible,” Drew said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, I wanted to lessen the competition for Anna. So, I got him to make you hot for the Drag Queens,” Drew replied.

Wow, that’s a lot to process. Was Drew purely pulling my leg, as he often did. Or was there something to it?

“I’ll call The Great Mephisto and see whether he can fix you, urgently,” Drew suggested. “I’ll update you by close of play today.”

Drew headed off on a mission. My head was spinning. Was there anything of substance in what Drew had said?

“Don’t worry about Drew. He’s full of shit ninety percent of the time. It’s hard to see where reality stops and fantasy starts,” Ronny said.

“I want to see Violet again. But I don’t want to lead her on if I’m not serious,” I said.

“I understand. But you don’t want to stuff her around, just because Drew is homophobic,” Ronny said.

Later in the afternoon, I got a message from Drew.

“The Great Mephisto is happy to chat on the phone and sort this thing out,” Drew messaged.

“Call him on (0666) 666-666,” Drew continued.

“Will do, thanks Bud,” I responded.

I grabbed Ronny and hit a meeting room. As I wasn’t present through the whole performance, I needed Ronny to fill in some gaps.

“Yes, this is The Great Mephisto,” the voice answered.

“Hey, it’s Christian Porter from the Price & House Christmas Party on Wednesday night,” I said.

“Yes, I remember. How may I be of service?” The Great Mephisto asked.

“It seems you hypnotised me. To make me fall in love with Drag Queens,” I replied.

“Yes, I remember,” The Great Mephisto said.

“Is there a chance the reversal didn’t work properly?” I asked.

“It’s never happened before,” The Great Mephisto replied.

“As I remember it, the ship’s horn blew as you removed the spell,” Ronny added.

“I can do it again if you are worried,” The Great Mephisto offered.

“What, over the phone?” I asked.

“Yes, that should do the job. Unless you want to come out to see me at Penrith Panthers tonight,” The Great Mephisto replied.

“Let’s see how the phone works. I have my buddy Ronny here. He can tell you if it works properly,” I said.

“It’s all voice based. So, it should work. But we can Skype if you’d rather?” The Great Mephisto said.

“Okay, let’s get it done,” I said.

“Now, Christian, I want you to close your eyes and focus on my voice,” The Great Mephisto said. “I’m going to count back from ten slowly after which you will be asleep.”

I remembered hearing five, but that was it. When I awoke, Ronny signalled thumbs up and I heard The Great Mephisto speak.

“How are you feeling, Christian?” The Great Mephisto asked.

“All good, thanks. But I feel no different,” I replied.

“Then, it probably worked fine the first time,” The Great Mephisto said.

“Does it take time to wear off?” Ronny asked.

“No, it will be instantaneous,” The Great Mephisto replied.

“Dude, you’re all cured. You’re no longer gay,” Ronny said with a smile.


CHAPTER NINE


“HOW DID THE de-gaying session go?” Drew asked over close of business drinks. “Has he fully cured you?”

I knew I was gonna cop it from Drew for a while.

“All good,” I replied trying to think of a way to change the subject.

“Are you getting your karaoke on with Anna tonight? I hope you’ve been rehearsing,” I continued.

“Last week was a blip. Poor song choice, thanks to Ronny,” Drew said.

“Don’t blame me for that one. I took one for the team too,” Ronny said.

“Yeah, but you’ve got an unfair advantage,” Drew said.

“And what would that be?” Ronny asked tentatively.

“You’re Asian. You blokes invented karaoke,” Drew replied.

Drew’s comment was wrong on so many levels, neither of us wanted to consider a reply.

“Well, girls. Are we all in for karaoke tonight?” Drew asked.

The idea of spending the night in a love triangle with Drew and Anna held no appeal.

“Ronny and I have already made plans. We’re going to The Stonewall Hotel,” I replied.

“Don’t tell me you guys are gonna fag it up again? Didn’t the gay conversion work?” Drew asked.

“We promised we’d show up. You’re welcome to join us if you like,” I replied.

“Why would I want to set a foot in that place?” Drew asked.

“There’ll be lesbians there,” Ronny replied trying to entice Drew.

“I can see lesbians on the big screen anytime. Well, you girls enjoy your hot date,” Drew said.

As I got dressed for the night out, my excitement level rose. I was looking forward to spending more time with Violet. While I was keen to see what impact the second hypnosis session had, I didn’t feel any noticeable difference. Wanting to impress Violet, I pulled out my hottest outfit. I’m not sure how or why, but I took a solid ninety-minutes getting ready.

Once in the club, Ronny and I headed for the dance floor in search of somewhere to sit. As it was Friday night, the place was absolutely packed with punters. We found a wall to lean against with a small ledge upon which to sit our drinks.

“Violet sure looks pretty,” Ronny said with a smile.

“Yes, and I don’t think we’re the only ones who think so,” I said.

Violet had dressed to thrill in a blood-red satin dress that hugged all her curves. Her cleavage screamed ‘here I am, look at me’. And it was effective. A group of half a dozen topless young guys surrounded her, and she enjoyed the attention. Violet’s makeup was more dramatic than I’d seen previously, highlighting her strong cheekbones, dark mocha eyes and bee-stung lips. A bright red pair of 5-inch stiletto ankle boots with studs and buckles gave her a touch of danger.

“Hi Ruby. You look gorgeous tonight,” Ronny said.

“Thanks, babe,” Ruby replied kissing Ronny with purpose.

“Get a room, you two,” I said.

“I’m so glad to see you came, tonight. I’ve got a special dance prepared, just for you.” Ruby said to Ronny.

“After seeing your show last night, how could I stay away?” Ronny said holding Ruby around the waist.

Well, there was no denying where Ronny’s interests lay.

“Does Violet know you’re here?” Ruby asked.

“She’s a little busy, right now,” I replied a little too sarcastically.

“I’ll let her know where you are, on the way to the dance floor. Come on lover boy,” Ruby said grabbing Ronny by the hand.

As Ruby chatted in Violet’s ear, she turned to me and gave me a flash of her stunning smile. I felt whole again. And my pants started to tighten. As she turned, her chestnut hair flounced about like she was in a hair shampoo ad. I smiled and waved. Violet signalled five minutes to me.

I wandered over to the bar to grab a drink. This wasn’t the bar I stood at the previous night. It had a bright neon sign above it. ‘Boy Bar’, it read. Named after the buffed guys in G-strings and cowboy boots dancing along it. It was like the guy version of Coyote Ugly. After ordering six shots, I headed back to my leaning post.

“Hey handsome. It’s so exciting to see you for a third night in a row,” Violet said as she arrived on her break.

I leant in and kissed her lightly on the lips.

“What am I, your Nanna? No need to be shy with me, big boy.” Violet said upping the intensity of the kiss and grabbing two hands full of my arse.

After a few minutes, Ruby and Ronny joined us. Violet suggested we all head out the back where we could chat.

“You’re awfully quiet tonight. Is there something wrong?” Violet asked.

“He’s a bit confused about his feelings. He’s been hypnotised again this afternoon,” Ronny replied.

“What’s the story with that?” Violet asked.

“Well, as you know, I got hypnotised at the Office Christmas Party,” I replied. “Before then, I’d never looked at Drag Queens, sexually. But he convinced me I found them attractive.”

“Why did you go back today,” Violet asked?

“Well, our friend at work, Drew, reckons The Great Mephisto’s spell didn’t get removed,” I said. “And that’s why I fancy you.”

“And you undoubtedly believed him, didn’t you?” Violet asked.

“I don’t know. I couldn’t explain my strong feelings for you. I’d never had feelings so intense,” I replied.

Violet looked up at me.

“It’s not me turning up to your place of work, every day. I think you need to go,” Violet said trying to hold back her tears.

I felt a strong hand on my shoulder.

“You heard her. Let’s get you out of here,” Ruby said.


CHAPTER TEN


SATURDAY MORNING, I woke up with a feeling of dread in my heart. What had I done the night before? Why had I been so mean to Violet? I knew I still had strong feelings for her but didn’t know how to process them. Drew had gotten into my head and fucked me over big time. I knew what I needed to do.

“Hey Ronny. I gotta fix this thing with Violet,” I said barging into his apartment.

“Christian, this is not a good time for me,” Ronny said.

“Can you keep your voice down? Some of us have had little sleep.” Ruby said walking out of the bedroom, stark naked, to grab a cup of coffee.

“I’ve fucked up, Ronny. How do I fix it?” I asked.

“Well, I’ve never seen Violet look so devastated. You knocked the shit out of her,” Ruby replied sitting down on Ronny’s lap.

“Fucking Drew got inside my head. This whole ‘coming out’ thing has knocked me around,” I said.

“You were a pig to Violet, last night. I don’t know if she’ll ever forgive you,” Ronny said crossing his arms across Ruby’s lap to steady her.

“Just because Violet wasn’t born female, doesn’t mean she hasn’t got feelings,” Ruby said.

“I know, I fucked up big time. But surely there’s something I can do to fix it,” I said.

“Look you need to sort out your shit before you think about contacting her again. You can’t run hot and cold with a girl like Violet. It’s not fair,” Ruby said.

“What are you feeling. Why are you here? If it’s because you feel bad, leave well enough alone,” Ronny said.

I mulled over Ronny’s words. Why was I here? Why wasn’t I worried about sitting across from Ronny and a naked Ruby in the living room.

“Violet isn’t some sort of experiment to let you explore your sexuality,” Ruby said. “If that’s all you want, there’s plenty of people I know who could help you, for a price.”

“I know, that isn’t what I want,” I said.

“Then, what’s holding you back, Dude?” Ronny asked.

“It’s that whole The Great Mephisto thing. I’m hoping my feelings don’t change when his spell runs out,” I replied.

“That would be pretty shitty,” Ronny said.

“But I love Violet. And I desperately want to be with her,” I said.

“Well, if you sort that out, I’m happy to help. But until then, stay away from Violet, or else,” Ruby said.

“Now, can you get out of here? So, we can get back to fucking,” Ronny said squeezing Ruby’s cock firmly.

“Sorry, guys. But thanks for the help,” I said.

I knew exactly what I needed to do. As soon as I returned to my apartment, I called The Great Mephisto.

“It’s Christian Porter here. You may remember me from the Christmas Party on Wednesday night,” I said.

“Oh, I remember you. From yesterday afternoon, as well,” The Great Mephisto said.

“I know it’s early and I’m sorry for calling you, again. But I hoped you could clarify something for me,” I said.

“Sure. What do you need to know?” The Great Mephisto said.

“When you hypnotised me. Did you convince me I was gay?” I asked.

“That’s not how hypnosis works,” The Great Mephisto replied.

“All I did was lower your inhibitions for a while. If you found the Drag Queens attractive, it’s because that’s how you actually feel about them,” The Great Mephisto said.

“Well, it’s not the Drag Queens I’m still finding attractive,” I said. “It’s the transgender MC, Violet.”

“That’s all you. I’d almost bet you found her attractive before my act started,” The Great Mephisto said.

I thought about it for a minute. He was right. I was hot for Violet from the second I saw her. My feelings were real. But Drew had forced me back into my shell again. It all suddenly made sense.

“Thanks for your help,” I said.

“Well don’t wait too long,” The Great Mephisto said.

I tried to call Violet, immediately. There was no response. I tried to message her. My number had been blocked.

“Hi Ronny. Sorry to bother you again. Where’s Ruby?” I asked walking into his apartment.

“She’s in the bedroom,” Ronny replied.

I headed into the bedroom to find Ruby naked on the bed, with two nipple clamps attached and a cock ring supporting an impressive eight-inch boner.

“I’m sorry to barge in like this. I need to contact Violet urgently. But she’s blocking my calls,” I said.

“I told you to sort out your shit before I give you access,” Ruby said.

“I’ve done it,” I said. “I spoke to The Great Mephisto, and he explained it all. My feelings are real, and I want to apologise to Violet and plead for a second chance.”

“Can I trust him, babe?” Ruby asked Ronny.

Ronny looked me up and down for a moment.

“Are you one hundred percent this is what you want?” Ronny asked.

“Yes. Without a doubt,” I replied. “The Great Mephisto reminded me I was hot for Violet before I met him. You remember, I called dibs on her when I first saw her. It’s real. I know it is.”

“Help him, babe. I’ve known this guy for six years, and he’s talking the truth,” Ronny said to Ruby.

“How do you want to contact her? I’m only the conduit,” Ruby said.

“Can you please message her?” I asked. “And tell her to meet you at Bill’s in Surry Hills, for lunch.”

“It’ll sound a bit suss,” Ruby replied.

“Tell her you’ve got wonderful news. About Ronny and you,” I said.

“Well, she’s such a gossip queen. That’ll be sure to get her there,” Ruby said.

“If you can help me get her to the table. I’ll take it from there,” I said.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


I ARRIVED AT Bill’s around 11:30 am with Ruby and Ronny. Violet was due half an hour later. That gave me time to secure the ideal seat and prepare for the apology. I had a massive bunch of red roses, which Ruby assured me were Violet’s favourites. The plan was a simple bait and switch. Ruby would get Violet to the table, before excusing herself to go to the toilet, leaving room for me to switch in. Speech prepared. I was ready.

Ronny and I hid in a corner of the restaurant and waited for my cue. Violet arrived right on noon. She dressed casually in black skinny jeans and a tight red t-shirt with cut-outs to highlight her ample bosoms. While wearing minimal makeup, her dark mocha eyes and ruby red lips demanded attention. A pair of red 5-inch stiletto boots completed her outfit.

I watched as Violet embraced Ruby. While I couldn’t hear the conversation, Violet wore a massive smile and seemed happy. In a snap, Ruby stood and headed towards the rest rooms. That was my signal to get moving. I grabbed the roses, a bottle of wine and two glasses and walked towards Violet. She was faced away from me, so didn’t see me coming.

“Excuse me young lady. I believe these are for you,” I said holding the flowers in front of my face.

“Are you sure you have the right person?” Violet said.

“Would you be Miss Violet Adams?” I asked.

“Sure, that’s me,” she replied with a massive smile.

“They are from Christian Porter,” I said. “He says he’s sorry for being a complete arsehole, and hopes you’ll find it in your heart to give him a second chance.”

“Well, tell Mr Christian Porter he would need to do more than give me flowers,” Violet said.

“He was expecting that. He’s also told me to give you this rare bottle of Merlot and two glasses,” I said.

“He wants you to know he panicked. And should never have doubted his feelings,” I said.

“Go on,” Violet said.

“He says meeting you was the best thing that’s ever happened to him,” I said. “And he’ll understand if you never want to see him again. But he is truly sorry for hurting you.”

“Well, flowers, red wine and a nice lunch are a good start,” Violet said. “But how do I know he’s serious?”

“I have it on good authority he has booked a hotel room, the penthouse suite overlooking Sydney Harbour, for the weekend as a token of good faith,” I said.

“And why can’t he tell me this?” Violet said.

“Because you’ve blocked him from contacting you,” I said. “And he doesn’t want to break your trust again. But he is ready to have lunch with you. Should you allow.”

“Well, I think we have a lot to discuss. Okay I agree to eat lunch with him,” Violet offered.

I placed the flowers in the middle of the table. Then lowered the glasses, before opening the bottle of red and pouring the wine.

“To second chances,” I said.

“But not third chances,” Violet added.

As I sat down and looked into Violet’s eyes, I saw the first layer of ice had thawed. I reached out and held Violet’s hand.

“Forgive me for being such a dick. I should never have lashed out at you. I should have shared how I felt,” I said.

“Gee, that may have changed things, considerably,” Violet said.

“There’s no excuse for the way I acted. I won’t try to justify it,” I said.

Violet heard me out and hadn’t moved my hand from hers.

“I didn’t handle things well. And most importantly, I am sorry it hurt you,” I said.

“Well that’s a good start. I’m used to guys treating me badly, but this is a first for a decent apology,” Violet said.

“So, do you want to have lunch with me?” I asked.

“Let me check my diary. Looks doable,” Violet replied.

“And, do you want to join me in the hotel?” I asked.

“Sounds too cool to miss,” Violet replied.

We called Ruby and Ronny over to join us, before ordering a huge luncheon.

“What’s the big news you wanted to tell me?” Violet asked Ruby.

“We’re moving in together,” Ronny interjected.

“That’s news to me. But welcome news,” Ruby said with a broad smile.

Ruby leant over and kissed Ronny with gusto.

The lunch was magnificent. We shared a huge seafood banquet, before finishing off with a series of tasty cakes. I never let go of Violet’s hand throughout. There was no way I was gonna lose her again. Violet got quite playful during lunch, using her boots to tease my legs and even my cock. As a dancer, she was extremely flexible.

I went all out and had a limo standing by to take us to the penthouse at ‘The Darling’. I’d arranged a few extra surprises to be delivered before our arrival.

“Oh my god, what a gorgeous view,” Violet said as we walked into the suite. “You can see the Harbour Bridge and the Opera House. It must be magical at night.”

“Well, that’s what I ordered. A room to make you weak at the knees,” I said.

“So, you’re trying to get me down on my knees, are you?” Violet said with a grin.

The views seemed to get better as we explored the room. The bedroom offered a perfect city aspect. But the bathroom had the most amazing view of the harbour.

“How’s about we start with a spa?” I suggested.

“Are you looking for an excuse to see me naked, Mister Porter?” Violet asked.

“I didn’t think I was that transparent?” I replied.


CHAPTER TWELVE


I LED VIOLET to the master bedroom.

“Wait. Let’s do this properly,” I said at the doorway.

I turned and kissed Violet before lifting her in my arms.

“We need to make this official,” I added as I carried her across the threshold.

I led Violet to the bed and lay her down on a bed of rose petals.

“You’ve thought of everything, haven’t you,” Violet said.

“You inspire me. And, there’s plenty more,” I said.

I carefully removed Violet’s boots, before moving to her jeans and t-shirt. She wore only a matching red lace bra and panty set. After stripping to my boxers, I reached into the side table and pulled out a bottle.

“What are you gonna do with that?” Violet asked.

“I want to savour the beauty of my first time with you,” I replied. “And I felt this would be better than photos.”

I reached down and calmly lifted Violet’s torso off the bed while unclasping her bra. Her 36C breasts were more perfect than I dreamed. Her nipples were already hard and her oriole large and brown.

Taking the bottle in both hands, I released the sticky substance from the bottle. In no time, it hardened making a perfect chocolate cast of Violet’s breasts.

“That’s for a late-night treat. When I can’t have the real thing,” I said.

“The real thing will always be available for you,” Violet said.

I looked down at the last item standing between Violet and me. I made out a bulge beneath the panties. And I yearned to see more.

Placing my hands on Violet’s hips, I slowly slid her panties down over her feet. What I uncovered was truly breath taking. Violet’s now semi-hard cock sat in anticipation of what was to come.

“Now for the main course,” I said with a broad smile.

Leaning down, I kissed my way up Violet’s legs. First the left leg, then the right leg. As I approached her balls, I saw her cock stiffen.

Spreading her legs, I eagerly slid my way towards her pleasure zone. Her cock was a delightful five inches and uncut. While semi hard, the head bent a little to the left. The foreskin had retracted, and it stood in all its glory.

“I don’t think I need chocolate sauce on this one,” I said.

Reaching forward, I started to massage Violet’s cock. It grew another inch with my touch and soon proudly stood to attention. The heart shape of Violet’s shaved pubic hair became fully visible. I couldn’t hold out much longer.

“Suck me, Christian,” Violet asked.

I couldn’t resist. I needed to taste her.

I kissed the tip of her cock, before working my way around, under the top of the head. Her cock was so soft, yet pulsated with warm blood. I kissed my way down her shaft until I reached the ball sack. It was close shaved and smelt of roses. I caressed each ball in turn before kissing and sucking each of them.

“Deep throat me,” Violet whispered.

After kissing my way back up her throbbing member, I was ready to take the plunge. Eye to eye with Violet’s fully erect six-inch cock, I opened my mouth wide and plunged my mouth over the hard, warm member. I heard Violet softly moan in excitement as I worked my mouth up and down her shaft. At the top of each stroke, I playfully tongued under the head, to shuddering reaction.

Looking up to Violet’s eyes, I saw they were pushed up into her head. Her smile said it all. And her moaning urged me to keep going.

“Take me all Christian,” Violet moaned.

I upped the speed and depth of my strokes.

I built up a strong rhythm, amazed at the pleasure I received from getting Violet off. To have the power to remove all thoughts from her mind, and enjoy extreme excitement, was like an aphrodisiac to me. It spurned me on.

“I’m gonna come,” Violet screamed while pulling my hair and plunging her perfectly manicured nails into the back of my head.

As her breathing peaked, she fell back onto the bed and I felt a full load of Violet’s warm sweet nectar shoot onto the back of my throat. The sensation immediately satisfied. I had excited Violet into sharing her juices with me. Violet lay on the bed panting furiously.

“Fuck, that was amazing. Easily, a top ten for me,” Violet said.

“What do you mean a top ten,” I said.

“Well there was Danny, and Randolph,” Violet said with a wry smile. “But seriously, for a newbie, that was quite noteworthy.“

I wasn’t sure whether to be offended or happy to make the top ten at my first try.

I kissed my way up Violet’s body, until I was face to face with this gorgeous creature. I leant forward. Our kiss oozed passion, as I broke my tongue through her lips and shared remnants of her sweet nectar.

As I stared into Violet’s dark mocha eyes, I found it hard to believe I’d almost ruined this magical connection. I never felt closer to any other person then at that moment. Closer than my family. Definitely, closer than my friends. I thanked my lucky stars I’d met this wonderful girl and had been given a second chance.

“You did pretty well for a novice cock-sucker,” Violet said. “But don’t worry, I’ve got so much to teach you. Pretty soon, you’ll be number one.”

“Well, I’m aiming to get lots of experience, but only with your cock,” I said.

I got lost in the magical view that was Violet’s beauty. It was better than any outlook from the penthouse suite.

We moved to the bathroom and jumped into the spa.

“Ready for Round Two,” I asked.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


VIOLET AND I remained in the room for two days straight, only surfacing for room service meals. The penthouse outlook was amazing, but not as stunning as Violet. I learnt more about myself and sensual love making than I ever thought possible. I felt like I’d attended love making university. And Violet said I got straight As.

We invited Ruby and Ronny for brunch on the Sunday afternoon. Their blossoming love was based on a connection almost as strong as ours. They arrived, checked out the view, blessed our union and headed off shortly thereafter for another epic love making session of their own. We double dated regularly and brunched every weekend, of course.

Violet moved in with me a few months after the penthouse weekend. I was nervous at first, as we lived such different lives. But we cohabited well, and sensational sex was on the menu every night. Ronny and I became regulars at The Stonewall Hotel. The bouncer called us the WAGS and would open up part of the VIP section every time we came. But neither of us looked to mingle. We were both more than happy with our significant others.

Drew never did make it The Stonewall Hotel. After inviting him weekly for a few months, we drifted apart. He started calling us gay boys and faggots. Drew was a little too vocal with the comments one day and got sacked on the spot. But he protested a little too much. I wouldn’t be surprised if he’d came out years later, in a massive change of life experience.

A year later I was best man at Ronny and Ruby’s wedding. Violet was head bridesmaid. His parents did make the trip from China, but it was an emotional roller coaster leading up to the happy event. It seemed like they would be missing, right up until a few days before the wedding. Violet was also DJ at the wedding reception, and it went off. Ruby and Ronny always referred to it as the Party of the Century.

I did bump into The Great Mephisto one more time. At a Conference. I exchanged pleasantries with him but declined to be involved in his show. I’d found my one true love, so wanted the opportunity to go to someone else.
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CONTESTANT #2
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How many white lies would you tell to meet the love of your life? What lines wouldn’t you cross?

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


BEST ON BOARD
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How far would you go to land the job of your dreams? What lines wouldn’t you cross?

Stuart Lee is smart, articulate, and driven to succeed. Without an expensive education, he is heading towards his dream job based on sheer hard work and clever positioning. And that means nothing, not even his girlfriend of five years, will get in his way.

After his technical skills impress Dawson Jones, head of the London Office, Stuart leaves Australia for England on a six-month loan. He will apply his unique and valuable financial skills on cutting-edge client problems. But Stuart wants the move to be permanent. And he lets Dawson know he is willing to do ‘whatever it takes’ to make that happen.

So, Dawson sets Stuart a series of challenges for the plane trip to London. If Stuart can complete the challenges in time, he proves his value and gets the job. But the challenges focus on wooing stunning dancer Anna Wells, who Dawson nicknames BoB, or ‘Best on Board’. Anna is relocating to Paris to join the world’s leading Burlesque show and Dawson clearly believes she is out of Stuart’s league.

If you like your transgender romance stories where the nerd tries to get the girl, then you’ll love ‘Best On Board’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Stuart successfully complete the challenges and win the job, or will Dawson’s bet stop Stuart from impressing the girl of his dreams?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

Did you know that being an Author is very much a SMALL BUSINESS.

REVIEWS are the easiest way to say THANK YOU to an Author. A review is a FREE gift that has great value and encourages the Author to produce more books.

Reviews can be short such as simply “I liked it.” It’s the number of reviews that helps the most.

Amazon have simple privacy settings for reviews. It’s easy to hide a review from your profile while still providing important feedback.

If you enjoyed this book it would be appreciated if you let others know about it. There are lots of ways you can do so. Choose the best one for you.

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

#3 - Tell your peeps about it on your Blog, Podcast or YouTube Channel

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

Reviews on Amazon are incredibly helpful - both for other readers deciding to read this book and for indie authors like myself to get the word out.

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


ABOUT YUMI
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Yumi Cox is a young writer on the rise from the beautiful city of Newcastle, Australia via Kyoto, Japan.

Growing up amongst the rich culture of Japan, Yumi was able to explore her imagination through comic books, short stories and classic novels.

Moving to Australia at age thirteen, she experienced passion, love and sex for the first time, which she channels into her writing.

Yumi spends her time equally between the traditional and reserved Japan and the youthful and vibrant Australia.

Yumi chose to become a writer of erotic romance in order to embrace the duality of her life.

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

If you’ve got an idea for a novel, or there’s a kink you particularly like, drop Yumi an email – she’d love to include your feedback in her next novel!

Want to get in touch with her? That’s also easy! Email: yumi@yumicox.com
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