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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“I THINK YOU’LL find this the ideal apartment,” said the Realtor. “It’s grand and spacious, you’ve got city glimpses, and you’re in the hottest neighbourhood for someone your age.”

Well they were all prominent on my wish list. But the price topped my budget.

“Is there any room for negotiation on price?” I replied. “Would they give a thirty-dollar discount for a twelve-month term?”

“I’ll have to speak with them,” said the Realtor. “I’ll give them a call now.”

While she was away, I turned to Kimberley.

“So, what do you think of this place?” I asked. “Should I get it?”

“Well I agree with the Realtor,” she replied. “It seems to have everything you wanted. I’d grab it while you can.”

Having spent seven years in the air force, this was my first dip into the property pool. At twenty-five it was late, I know. But my new co-pilot job with a private jet operator, meant Seattle was my home base. And all of a sudden, I earned double. So, money wasn’t an issue.

“That’s a deal,” the Realtor said. “As long as you put it in writing now.”

With that, the apartment in Belltown was mine. Now, I just needed to move the following day.

I thanked Kimberley with a coffee at a trendy spot on the corner. She had been wonderful.

“I appreciate all the help you’ve given me,” I said as she took her latte. “I’d have been lost without your help.”

Kimberley was Cabin Crew on the Private Jet I flew. She had worked with our pilot Bo for the past ten years. Together they had transported Silicon Valley entrepreneur Able Samson around the globe a few hundred times.

“You’re most welcome Ken,” she replied. “I see helping you settle in as an important part of getting the new team established.”

Standing 5ft 7in, Kimberley was the ideal person to have in the cabin. Speaking three languages, the gorgeous brunette was unflappable. She took anything in her stride and always had a beautiful warm smile while doing it. Now in her mid-thirties, Kimberley would have been a fox in her day. But to me, she was a wonderful surrogate mother, keeping me out of harm’s way.

I couldn’t wait to start my civilian career. Growing up in a poor neighbourhood in Atlanta, I had escaped to boarding school on a scholarship at ten years. Part of a government program to help African American kids achieve their dream, I made every post a winner from then on. After finishing school, I was accepted into the air force as a cadet pilot. I spent seven years flying the most exciting aircraft in existence, even doing some time with the space program. But knowing I needed to look after my family, I left the military to spread my commercial wings.

“So, don’t forget we’re catching up for dinner on Friday night,” Kimberley said. “Bo has organised a restaurant. It’s just around the corner.”

“All good,” I replied. “It’s in my diary here. So, I’ll get plenty of warning.”

A well planned and organised person, the mix of being a pilot with a military background, meant I lived by the clock.

“How far away do you live?” I asked. “Which direction is Arbour Heights?”

“It worries me that the co-pilot asks the cabin crew for directions.” She replied with a cheeky smile. “I live about ten minutes from here. It’s towards the airport.”

“And Bo lives ten minutes in the other direction, does he?” I asked. “He’s offered to pick me up on his way to the airport on Saturday morning.”

“Yes, that’s right,” she replied. “Wow, you’re game getting in the Porsche with Bo.”

I drove a Mustang convertible. It’s sort of a pilot thing. We love fast cars and the wind blowing in our hair. I’d bought the Mustang as a present to myself upon leaving the air force. It purred along the highway and looked stunning around the hip streets of Belltown. Well at least that’s what I hoped. As a 6ft 3in African American driving a Ferrari red Mustang with the top down, I wasn’t what you would call shy.

“All I’ve got to organise now is my gym membership,” I said. “Do you know of any well-regarded gyms around here?”

“You’ve got some excellent options,” Kimberley replied. “But Action Club has a fully outfitted boxing setup if that’s something you go for.”

I saw Kimberley looking straight at my chest as she responded. I felt like saying, ‘my eyes are up here’.

“I do like to brawl from time to time,” I replied. “And not just on the streets on a Saturday night.”

“Well they offer Muay Thai boxing,” she said. “That may come in handy next week when we’re in Bangkok.”

The move-in went smoothly. Within a couple of hours, the apartment felt like mine. Coming from shared accommodation, I looked forward to having my own private space. The apartment had two bedrooms, but I wanted to see how I went for a month before committing to sharing. I knew no-one in Seattle. I’d moved right across the country from my family and my colleagues. But I made friends easily, so wasn’t worried about starting from scratch.

“How can I ever repay you for the help?” I said to Kimberley. “You’ve been a godsend.”

I kind of hoped she’d ask me to stay over, but alas, that wasn’t the case.

“Everybody needs a mother from time to time,” she said. “You can repay me by looking out for your work family. Consider this a pay it forward.”

That took the wind out of my sails. Still, it was only day one. My southern charm would wear her down eventually.


CHAPTER TWO


FRIDAY NIGHT THE team got together for dinner. Kimberley and I had left it to Bo to choose the restaurant and make the booking.

“Thanks for booking us a table Bo,” Kimberley said. “I never knew we had an Argentinian Steakhouse in Seattle.”

“Well we’re not gonna get any real food for the next week,” Bo replied. “So, I felt a need to do a meat cleanse.”

Bo was a character. Like most pilots, in fact. He stood 6ft 4in and looked like a Viking, only with shorter hair. Blonde, and with piercing blue eyes, he even made me look a little weedy. I knew Kimberley found him attractive, but he was a thirty-five-year-old alpha male at the top of his game. So, he was not looking for a nice girl, or even a relationship, at this stage.

“So, given we’re a new team,” he said. “It’s important we all understand the rules clearly. After working for Able for ten years, we have rules for the ground, flight deck, cabin and accommodation. How about you start Kimberley?”

“Commercial flying is not like military flying,” Kimberley said. “Rule number one is the customer is king.”

Kimberley proceeded to explain how everything revolved around Able’s safety and comfort. Kimberley was responsible for every little detail of the flight service. This included ordering the food, selecting the wine, and even cleaning the plane. She was amazing. I gained a newfound respect for her when I learned she had four cabin zones to manage. Even a lounge, with a TV and fridge, was onboard.

“The first rule of the cabin,” Bo said. “There’s only one pilot and what he says goes. The role of the co-pilot is to assist the pilot in any and every way. Do you understand Ken?”

I felt like I was back in boarding school.

“Understood, captain Bo,” I replied.

“Captain will suffice,” he replied.

Finally, we got to the rules of accommodation.

“Each of us is critical to the successful operation of the flight, so we stick together,” he said. “It’s okay to do your own thing a little, but we all need to know, where we all are, at all times. We are being paid to be available. That means being accountable.”

“Sure,” I replied. ”I’m used to being managed from my time in the military.”

“Now onto our first trip as a team,” said Bo. “We are off to BKK tomorrow morning at 10:45 am sharp. I’ll pick you up at 7:45 am, Ken. Be ready.”

“Sure,” I said.

“It’s not like the air force where you just turn up and fly,” he continued. “We are responsible for all the preparations, the flight plan, the runway access, the lot.”

“Sure,” I said.

“The trip will take around fifteen hours,” Bo said. “We’ll arrive at BKK around 5:00 pm on the Sunday. By the time we hit the hotel, in Pattaya, it’ll be 10:00 pm.”

“Wow, that dateline makes a difference,” I said. “Why are we staying in Pattaya?”

“Able’s hosting a seven-day technology conference in Bangkok,” he replied. “So, we can’t go too far afield. But Pattaya is a nicer spot to stay for a returning visitor.”

“Everything clear?” Bo asked.

“Sure is, boss,” Kimberley said with a grin.

“That’s the same from me,” I said trying to hold back my excitement.

“Then let’s get the hell out of here,” Bo said. “And get some sleep.”

Right on 7:30 am I got a text.

“I’ll be out front in fifteen minutes and you’d better be too,” Bo messaged.

“See you then,” I replied.

“Have you got the coffees?” he messaged.

“Sure have,” I replied.

Precisely at 7:45 am I saw a black Porsche 911 convertible round the corner and come to a halt.

“Chuck your bags in the back,” he said.

Bo was dressed to fly, but everything about him screamed ‘I have money’.

From brand name shoes, to sheer socks, to perfect grooming, this guy was together. And the Porsche was the perfect extension of him.

We wove through the little traffic with ease, as the wind filled our nostrils with the chilly sea air. The twenty-minute trip I clocked at fourteen minutes exactly. Bo seemed to know how fast to go in order to minimise time spent at the traffic lights. It was a lesson in absolute precision, and not the last I would get from Bo. Like me, Bo had come from the air force into commercial flying. Looking at his lifestyle, I imagined myself in a similar situation ten years down the track. Only, I would have a red Porsche.

“So, are you looking forward to Thailand?” Bo asked. “I gather you haven’t been before?”

“No this will be my first time outside the US,” I said. “I’m not well travelled yet. But I do hope to fix that quickly.”

“Tell me what you know about Thailand?” Bo asked. “Anything you particularly want to experience?”

“I’d like to see some Muay Thai boxing,” I said. “Else, I’m in your hands and looking to be educated.”

I saw a smile cross Bo’s face.

“Well you’re in the best hands possible,” he said. “I’ve been going there monthly for ten years.”

“You know the hot spots?” I asked.

“Hot spots, cold spots, high spots, low spots,” he replied. “I know them all.”

“I’d like to get a real feel for the place,” I said.

“Oh, I can arrange that,” he replied. “Consider it done.”

We arrived at the airport a few minutes early. Bo jumped straight onto his phone and seemed busy organising something.

“Look this way,” he said taking my photo.

“What’s the photo for?” I asked.

“Just organising a tour guide for us,” he said.

And in an instant, Bo re-focussed on the plane and the trip ahead.

The flight went like clockwork. We arrived five minutes early and Able thanked us for the smooth flight. He had managed to get a few hours’ sleep, which pleased him no end. Welcome to Bangkok, Thailand.


CHAPTER THREE


MONDAY MORNING, THE telephone woke me. Kimberley let me know to meet the team downstairs for breakfast at 8:00 am. I had thirty minutes to shave, shower and shit. I jumped out of bed and made it downstairs in record time.

As I walked in the breakfast room, a range of unknown smells hit my senses. I scanned the eatery and identified but a handful of foods. It sure wasn’t familiar territory. I locked my eyes on Bo and wandered across to take a seat. To my surprise, Bo sat with a stunning young Thai girl. He motioned me to sit.

“Ken, this is Patsaporn Sarit,” he said. “But you may call her Miss Patsy. She’ll be our guide for the week.”

“Hello Mr Ken,” Miss Patsy said with a smile that would melt an iceberg. “I hope you slept well last night?”

“Please call me Ken,” I replied. “Yes, it was a very comfortable sleep. I feel well rested.”

“That is good to hear,” she said. “It will be a long day. I wouldn’t want you falling asleep on me. I couldn’t carry you if you did.”

I grabbed some breakfast but found it difficult not to stare at Miss Patsy. Tall, around 5ft 10in, she was slim but with an ample bust, and had long black hair almost to her waist. Her Mocha coffee eyes were a standout and she had gorgeous red painted pouty lips. I felt myself becoming breathless just taking in her beauty. Miss Patsy dressed simply but looked stunning. A black t-shirt and white jeans were accompanied by a leather denim jacket. She wore black suede boots with a small 2-inch heel.

“Today we have a full day of activities,” Bo said once Kimberley arrived. “We’ll go to the Pattaya Floating Markets, we’ll visit the Sanctuary of Truth Temple, we’ll see some Muay Thai boxing before taking in a dinner show at the Alcastar Cabaret.”

“This should give you a sample range of activities Thailand is known for,” Miss Patsy said. “We have seven days, so if there’s anything you want to see, just let me know.”

“Miss Patsy will arrange for tickets, deal with language issues and get us access to some of the more exclusive sites,” Bo said. ”Any questions?”

Kimberley had already visited Thailand many times, but understood the visits were about welcoming a new member to the team. So, she was happy to come along. Especially as she didn’t have to plan the whole thing.

First stop was the Pattaya Floating Markets. I’d never seen anything like it before. The farmers would come down the river in small boats full of colourful produce. The restaurants or shop owners would travel by boat from stall to stall and buy farm fresh foods. I was surprised by how broad the range of produce was. As I was a first-time visitor, Miss Patsy sat in the boat with me. I enjoyed her commentary but drifted into lust over her luscious lips more than once.

Next stop was the Sanctuary of Truth. This massive wooden structure was located on the waterfront. It was the quintessential temple you see in the books. Deathly quiet, except for the chanting of monks, standing inside the temple. I was amazed at how it had been constructed. Miss Patsy whispered into my ear as we walked through the temple. She had the cutest accent and a subtle but sexy lisp.

After lunch we took in the Muay Thai boxing. I’d never seen anything like it. The surprising thing for me was that many of the fighters were American, Australian or Irish. I sat next to Miss Patsy and noticed it was a bit violent for her. Being chivalrous, I grabbed her hand and held it throughout the fights. At one stage she turned to me and hid her beautiful face in my shoulder.

“Don’t worry,” I whispered. “I’ll tell you when it’s over.”

Our final stop for the day was Alcastar Cabaret Show. I wasn’t quite sure what to expect. Bo had said nothing, Miss Patsy had said nothing and Kimberley likewise. As we arrived, I saw crowds milling out front of the venue. Miss Patsy grabbed me by the hand and took me over to the crowd.

“The most beautiful women in Thailand are the ladyboys,” she said. “Come and see for yourself.”

“Mr Ken, please let me introduce you to Nom,” Miss Patsy said. “She has been with the show for three years and is twenty years old.”

Nom was a stunner. Around six foot in her heels and wearing angel wings. She had the most beautiful face, with gorgeous round eyes, a button nose and voluptuous lips.

“Nice to meet you Nom,” I said reaching out and kissing her hand. “You are very beautiful.”

“Would you like a photo?” Nom asked. “For you, it will be free.”

“Thank you,” I replied looking at Miss Patsy. “But I’m happy to pay.”

“Okay Mr Ken,” Nom said.

Nom grabbed my arm and held it around her, placing the palm of my hand under her top and on her breast.

“Smile,” said Miss Patsy.


CHAPTER FOUR


COMING TO THAILAND, the height of the local girls disappointed me. They were attractive, but at well over six-foot, I liked my girls to come closer to my height. That’s why I dated models. So, when I met Miss Patsy, I got excited. Very excited. She was beautiful, and tall. Nom was also tall, as were many of the other Cabaret performers. I’d love to get invited to one of their parties.

The Alcastar Cabaret was an assault on the senses. There was loud music, and a massive light show with lasers and mirror balls. Then there were the visual treats. Each and every girl on stage was a stunner. They all had long hair, slim muscly builds and gorgeous faces. I didn’t know which way to look. The girls wore the most incredible costumes that, combined with the lights, gave the impression they were naked.

“Are you enjoying the show?” Miss Patsy asked during the intermission.

“It’s incredible,” I replied. “I can’t believe there are so many beautiful girls in one spot.”

“If you think these girls are beautiful,” she replied. “I will introduce you to some of the pageant girls later on. They’re the prettiest of the pretty.”

“You are as attractive as any of the girls on stage,” I said to Miss Patsy. “You should perform on stage.”

“Thank you, Mr Ken,” she replied. “But I’m having this week off.”

I wasn’t quite sure what she meant but thought it may have been a joke that was lost in translation.

Miss Patsy placed her hand on mine and I locked fingers with her for the rest of the show.

When the show was over, Miss Patsy suggested taking the team to meet some of the girls.

“Normally, I’d love too,” Kimberley said. “But I’ve got a bit of jet lag, so will get an early night.”

As she got up and moved to the door, she whispered in my ear.

“Be careful my young friend,” she said. “Else you might get a little something more than you bargained for.”

Bo decided to head back with Kimberley. I thought it may have been a rouse. Did they have eyes for each other and was I the third wheel? But it seemed innocent enough, and they both thanked Miss Patsy for the day. Bo spoke quietly to Miss Patsy, before handing her some money. And then he was gone.

Miss Patsy led me by the hand backstage. She held me tightly and walked close to me.

The energy backstage was frenetic. Helpers removed costumes and makeup artists touched up faces for the after-dinner show. I didn’t think we’d get noticed, but the moment we walked in all eyes turned to us and smiles lit up like Christmas tree lights.

“That’s not the welcome I expected,” I said quietly to Miss Patsy.

“That’s just the beginning,” she whispered back.

Miss Patsy walked me over to a stunning girl in a silver sequenced gown and a princess tiara.

“Mr Ken, I’d like to introduce you to Patcharee,” she said. “She is the most beautiful girl in the show and very lovely. We are wonderful friends.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said reaching out to shake hands. “I loved the show.”

“Thank you so much Mr Ken,” she said. “Would you like a photo?”

With that, Miss Patsy lined up the shot while Patcharee grabbed my hand, wrapped it around her waist and placed it on her ample bosom under her shirt. For the second time tonight, I had touched a bosom. Unsure why this was happening, I didn’t complain.

After meeting another three friends of Miss Patsy, I went to see the last show of the evening. Miss Patsy led me by the hand into a private box. With no-one else around, she snuggled into me while the show commenced. Halfway through the show, she placed her hand on my thigh and used her nails to tease. I started to get a little uncomfortable in the trouser area as my cock went semi-hard.

The show flew by. In no time we were backstage again and Miss Patsy was deep in discussions with a few of her friends.

“The girls are celebrating Nom’s birthday,” she said. “They are going to a nearby private club and have invited us along. Would you like to go?”

It took me less than a second to respond.

“Sure, I would love to join you,” I replied. “Just as long as you get me home at a reasonable hour.”

The club was about a five-minute tuk-tuk ride from Alcastar. I couldn’t tell in which direction but was confident Miss Patsy knew how to get back to my hotel. Miss Patsy cuddled in tight during the trip over and I felt her hand on my thigh and lightly graze my cock. I felt embarrassed and quickly readjusted my manhood to keep it civil.

The girls had booked a private room. The drinks flowed, mainly shots as the girls hadn’t been drinking all night like I had. There were ten of us including Miss Patsy and me. I was the only guy. Talk about rooster in the henhouse. But as a result, I was in demand for dancing. I got passed from girl to girl as more and more shots were sculled.

“Are you and Miss Patsy an item?” Nom asked me. “As the birthday girl, I’m allowed to ask. Anyway, you’ve already handled my boob, so we are great friends.”

I hesitated, not quite sure how to answer the question. I didn’t know the answer yet. But was hopeful.

“We are very good friends,” I replied honestly. “But I hope we might become more.”

Nom giggled and said something in Thai to another girl.

“Well I’m the birthday girl,” she said. “Are you gonna ask me to dance or what?”

I didn’t have to think for long.

“Would you like to dance birthday girl?” I said.

“Let’s make it a special dance to celebrate,” she replied.

Nom walked me across to a table at the side of the venue. A pole sat atop a table in the corner. She sat me down and started to dance for me. Fuck me, it was so hot. I’d never seen anything so sexy in my life. What Nom could do with her body was insane. If this was an audition for my bed, I couldn’t wait for the performance.

At the end of the dance she dropped onto my lap and kissed me hard and deep. I couldn’t do anything to resist.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


I WOKE TO the sound of the telephone.

“Good morning sunshine,” Kimberley said with pep. “Meet you in the breakfast area in thirty minutes.”

“Sure,” I said still trying to open my eyes. “But I may be a couple of minutes late.”

I rolled back over with the aim of getting more sleep. That’s when I saw I was not alone. A tall Thai girl with long black hair slept next to me. I didn’t recognise her from the back, but she appeared to be naked. How did I get home? And who is in my bed? I racked my brain, but the last thing I remembered was Nom’s lap dance. Is this Nom? What had I gotten up to with her last night?

I quietly headed for the bathroom to gather my thoughts. I decided to get ready for the day. Perhaps I’d imagined the body in my bed. Perhaps it would be gone when I returned. After my shave, shower and shit I cautiously walked back into the bedroom. Miss Patsy was sitting on a chair watching the news. She had a silk dressing gown on, but it appeared, nothing more.

“So how are you feeling today?” I asked tentatively. “Did you sleep well?”

“Yes, thank you Mr Ken,” she replied. “The bed was very comfortable.”

“That’s great,” I said still fishing for clues about last night. “Thanks for inviting me to meet your friends.”

“You are welcome,” she replied. “When I posted pictures on Instagram, they all wanted to meet you.”

“Have you got everything you need?” I asked. “Do you have fresh clothes and toiletries?”

“Yes, thank you,” she replied. “I have a small bag with me.”

“I’m looking forward to spending more time with you today,” I said. “I can’t believe we only met twenty-four hours ago.”

“Yes, Mr Ken,” she replied. “We’ve become fast friends, that’s for sure.”

I still had no idea why this stunning Thai girl was in my room, let alone in my bed when I awoke. Lots of talking but not much information. The language barrier meant the subtleties and nuances of language were lost. I wanted to just come out and ask. Did we fuck? Was I satisfying? Will we do it again? But I couldn’t bring myself to do so.

“Can I use the bathroom now?” she asked. “I’ll meet you downstairs when I’m dressed.”

“Sure,” I said. “I’ll let the others know you’ll be a few minutes late.”

As I walked to the door, Miss Patsy stood and kissed me on the cheek.

“We’ve got a huge day planned,” she said. “You’ll need to keep your strength up.”

I watched Miss Patsy walk into the bathroom. The bright red silk robe was pulled in to highlight her incredible body. And her long black hair swung in time with her arse as she walked across the room. Why can’t I remember? I must have performed alright or she wouldn’t still be here. And she wouldn’t have kissed me.

Bo and Kimberley had almost finished breakfast when I arrived.

“So, what did you get up to after we left?” Bo asked. “Any action worthy of bragging about?”

“I stayed for the evening show,” I replied. “A dozen of us went to a club to celebrate Nom’s birthday afterwards.”

“And, then?” Bo asked. “Surely, that can’t be everything.”

“We drank shots and danced into the wee hours,” I said. “And then everyone went home.”

“Everyone?” Bo asked. “Even Miss Patsy?”

Just as the question was asked, Miss Patsy arrived.

“Ken told us about last night,” Kimberley said to Miss Patsy. “Sounds like we missed a fun night.”

I dreaded finding out what happened at the same time as Bo and Kimberley.

“Yes, we had a wonderful night,” Miss Patsy replied. “Nom had a wonderful birthday. I think Mr Ken had a ball.”

“I’d warned you about the balls,” Kimberley whispered to me. “I hope you weren’t surprised.”

“I have many photos from the night on Instagram,” Miss Patsy said. “If you follow me you can see them all.”

Like a shot, all three of us hit Instagram. I had to know what happened, so worked quickly through the shots.

“Was there anybody you didn’t dance sexy with Ken?” Bo asked as he laughed. “And were you trying to guess breast size? Half of the shots, you appear to be quite hands-on.”

“Mr Ken was a gentleman,” Miss Patsy said. “All of the girls loved him and wanted photos for their Instagram accounts. Follow the links.”

Miss Patsy had tagged all her friends into the photos as they had her. I madly started running through everyone’s Instagram. Plenty of selfies with the girls, but nothing incriminating. Thank goodness my reputation was intact.

“So, what time did you get home, Ken?” Bo asked. “You seem a little dusty today, so I’m assuming it was late?”

“We got Mr Ken home by about 1:00 am,” Miss Patsy replied looking at me with a sexy grin. “And he went straight to bed.”

I couldn’t believe it. I was no closer to understanding what had happened. But, on a positive note, there was nothing too obvious for Bo to pick up on.

“Miss Patsy, what’s the plan for today?” Bo asked.

“Yes, Mr Bo,” she replied. “Today we will be taking a boat trip to Pattaya Coral Islands. We will spend some time snorkelling and sunbathing. We’ll end the day by having dinner by the water, before going for drinks along Walking Street. Quite the cultural day.”

“Sounds wonderful Miss Patsy,” Kimberley said. “I hope no one gets seasick. Else it could get a bit messy.”

“No, the sea is dead calm today,” Miss Patsy replied. “It’s the perfect day to be on the water.”

“I’ll meet you all downstairs in ten minutes,” said Bo.


CHAPTER SIX


BACK UPSTAIRS MISS Patsy had made herself at home. The bathroom bench was eighty percent full of cosmetics. I was used to sharing a barracks, but not with a hot girl. So, I kept my distance and ensured I didn’t stare when she dressed or got ready.

“You’ll need your bathers and a towel today,” Miss Patsy reminded me from the bathroom. “Casual clothes over the top will be fine. We’ll be back to change for dinner.”

As I pulled my speedos up, Miss Patsy walked in from the bathroom in a gorgeous black bikini. It had small white spots and a ruffled top that drew attention to her ample cleavage. The bottom was one step away from a G-string, a skimpy cut she called it. For the first time I saw her belly button ring. It worked perfectly drawing my eye. I felt a quiver in my speedos.

A forty-minute jet boat ride took us out to the islands. I sat next to Miss Patsy, while Bo and Kimberley sat together on the other side of the boat.

“Would you mind rubbing some suntan lotion onto me?” Miss Patsy asked handing over a small bottle. “I don’t want to burn.”

“Sure,” I said starting to liberally apply the cream to her safe areas.

I started with her shoulders, back, arms, then her legs. Her skin was a lovely chocolate colour, with a consistent tan all-over.

“How’s that for coverage?” I asked.

“Fantastic,” she said. “Would you mind going a little closer if I pull back the bikini?”

My hands started to shake as Miss Patsy pulled her bikini bottom in closer. Then she grabbed a towel and pulled her top down to the verge of her nipples. I did as I was asked.

“Thanks hon,” she said giving me a kiss on the cheek.

“Let’s post a selfie for the Alcastar girls,” Miss Patsy suggested.

She stood up and sat right on top of my boner and placed her arm over my shoulder.

“And another one,” she said. “And one more. Look happy.”

She sat back down and immediately shared the photos to Instagram. For the next ten minutes her phone constantly dinged. Somehow during the manoeuvre, Miss Patsy’s hand had ended up high on my thigh.

As the boat docked Miss Patsy laid out the plan for the day.

“This morning, we’ve got scuba gear ready to go, else you can sunbake on the beach,” she said. “A seafood buffet lunch is booked for 1:00 pm. Meet back here and I’ll take us there. We have a visit to the Aquarium this afternoon, followed by a game of volleyball on the beach if we have time.”

“Sounds like a full schedule,” Bo said. “We’ll be ready for dinner after all the activity.”

We buddied up for snorkelling. Miss Patsy and I went off to explore a wreck, famous for turtles. I’d never snorkelled before, so took a little time to adjust to the breathing. But once I did, I followed a giant sea turtle for about half an hour. It was so quiet under the water and the coral and fish life virtually luminescent. I kept Miss Patsy in my line of sight. Her bikini bottom was a highlight in itself and nothing shone brighter than her belly button ring.

Once we reached the wreck, Miss Patsy and I enjoyed our privacy. As playful as a dolphin, she skirted between my legs and under my arms. I found it increasingly difficult to hide my boner. It must have been obvious to her as she swam by each time. The sexual tension mounted by the minute. Finally, I wrapped my arms around her from behind and kissed her neck. She turned to me and we held a long deep kiss while the waves lapped upon us.

The seafood buffet lunch was awesome. Every type of fish and shellfish was there in massive volumes.

“I can’t believe how plentiful the sea-life is here,” I said at lunch. “We saw thousands of different types of creatures.”

“Yes, it’s an amazing place you’ve brought us too, Miss Patsy,” Bo replied. “I’ve been coming here for years and have never seen it like this.”

Pattaya Underwater World was incredible. Hands down, the most romantic place I’d ever seen. Built under the water, the visitors walked through a series of chambers running out into the seabed. You viewed the fishes perfectly. The colours were incredible. There was a fish in every colour of the rainbow. Miss Patsy and I drifted to a corner and cuddled up. With wet hair and her nipples poking through, she looked angelic.

Before leaving the Island, we spent the last hour playing in the shallows and sun baking on the beach. Rarely were our hands not connected. Unless Miss Patsy took selfies and posted them to Instagram. Her photos received plenty of love from friends near and far.

“Nom says she’s never gonna dance for you again,” Miss Patsy said with a smile. ”She says you two are finished.”

“Let her know I felt deserted,” I replied.

After a truly relaxing and magical day on the island, our time was up. Our boat was ready to take us back to reality. But the memories would last forever.

“Bo, would you mind taking a few shots of Miss Patsy and me?” I said handing him my phone. “It’d be nice to get some full body shots.”

“So, you want to show off your six pack for the Alcastar girls, do you?” Bo replied. “Sure, I can help you with that.”

Miss Patsy also handed her phone to Bo. I hoped to have control over the photos at least once, but alas, it was not to be.

The Instagram dings came thick and fast on the way back. The full body shots had conveyed some message the girls found interesting. As I scanned through the photos on Instagram, I saw the reason. One of the shots posted clearly outlined my hard cock millimetres from Miss Patsy’s hand. It looked like she had been stroking me to get me hard. Oh shit, thank god I don’t have to face the Alcastar crew any time soon.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“HOW ABOUT THE boys start with a cleansing ale?” Bo said as we walked into the hotel. “We don’t need as much time as you girls do.”

“You’ll have plenty of time for that tonight,” Miss Patsy replied. “Let’s get ready.”

We dispersed to our rooms to get dressed for the night ahead. We had an hour to prepare, so there was no rush for the boys. The girls were a little more anxious.

Miss Patsy was a permanent fixture on my arm by this point. As we left the elevator and walked to my room, she suggested a plan of attack.

“You have the first shower, while I get my clothes ready,” she suggested. “I’ll iron your clothes when I do mine.”

I jumped in the shower and busily washed my hair before I heard the shower door open. In walked Miss Patsy, still in her bikini.

“I wanted to make sure you get super clean,” she said walking up behind me.

Her arms wrapped around me and she grabbed my cock. I couldn’t see due to the shampoo in my eyes, so went with it.

“I’ve been looking forward to this since I saw you in those speedos this morning,” she whispered in my ear.

She grabbed my cock with two hands and started to work my shaft from top to bottom.

“See it’s getting much cleaner now,” she purred.

“I think it’s still got some way to go,” I replied breathlessly.

I looked down at Miss Patsy’s delicate hands trying to tame my ten-inch monster. She did a sterling job setting up a rhythm and maintaining it.

My breathing grew harder as Miss Patsy kissed my neck. I felt her erect nipples in my back. I struggled to stand upright, so leaned against the wall.

“I’m coming,” I screamed as my man load took flight and splashed against the tiles.

“That’s the plan,” she whispered.

“Now you get dressed while I take a shower,” she said.

I felt relieved after the orgasm. The last two days had caused a build-up. I had trouble hiding it. Now I focussed on the night out. Well played Miss Patsy.

When Miss Patsy emerged from the bathroom, I had to do a double take. She wore a skin-tight black knitted top tucked into a leather mini skirt with a full-length zipper emblazoned on the front. A pair of 4-inch stiletto black leather ankle boots and matching purse completed the outfit. With her hair blow dried and straightened, her smile lit up the room.

“Wow, you look stunning,” I said.

Miss Patsy walked over and kissed me. Her tongue broke through and explored the top of my mouth. Her eyes glowed in the light of the sunset as she slid her hand down and gently adjusted my cock.

“Now make sure you keep him under control,” she said. “I don’t want to see a repeat of last night.”

Our dinner was booked at Horizon Rooftop Restaurant & Bar, on top of The Hilton. You could see right along the coast and the activity of Walking Street. But it was still a relatively quiet spot to sit and have a nice dinner.

“They’ll be plenty of time for that,” Miss Patsy said seeing me looking down to the activity of Walking Street. “So, sit back, have some drinks and enjoy a wonderful meal. Oh, and be sure to enjoy the water view.”

As I sat in the booth seat with my arm around Miss Patsy, I wondered how life could get better.

“You two have become quite friendly,” Kimberley said over dinner. “Aren’t you the sly one Ken? I never saw that coming.”

I wasn’t quite sure where the comment came from but played along.

“Well, you don’t meet too many people like Miss Patsy in the States,” I said. “She’s a special girl, that’s for sure.”

Dinner was wonderful. Very romantic. Miss Patsy got cold at one stage, so I gave her my jacket to wear. It was huge on her, but she managed to look hot anyway.

“So, by popular demand,” Miss Patsy said. “We’ll be heading down Walking Street. This will be an attack on the senses, so enjoy the last of the quiet while you can.”

“Where are we headed?” Bo asked. “There’s something for everyone down there. Even you Kimberley.”

“I thought we’d stick to the mainstream bars on the waterfront,” Miss Patsy replied. “They’re more expensive, but you guys have been here before and Ken has already found someone.”

“But isn’t a ladyboy bar something Ken should see?” Bo asked. “It should be part of any young man’s initiation.”

“I’d be happy to go to a ladyboy bar too,” said Kimberley.

“Sure,” Miss Patsy said. “We’ll visit Stringfellows.”

“I’d hate to seem stupid,” I asked. “But what’s a ladyboy bar?”

“They have bars that specialise in all types of staff here in Pattaya,” Bo replied. “And one of them is girls that weren’t born female. Don’t worry, they’re a lot of fun. You’ll have more fun in a ladyboy bar than anywhere else in Pattaya.”

“I’m in your hands,” I said. “As long as Miss Patsy is here to keep me on the straight and narrow, I’m happy to go anywhere.”

“It’s sorted,” Bo said. “Let’s hit Stringfellows while it’s quiet.”

I could see there was something going on here that I missed. But I put it down to me being the newbie.

After dinner we casually made our way along Walking Street. At only 8:00 pm, the place was pumping. The music was deafening, the energy manic and every three steps I’d get approached by a gorgeous Thai girl. Miss Patsy held me close to protect me. The girls were quite short, even with stripper shoes. But I found it difficult to take my eye off Miss Patsy.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


AS WE APPROACHED Stringfellows, I noticed a group of taller girls mulling about the entrance. Truly stunning, these girls took my focus off Miss Patsy for a brief moment. As we got a few yards from the bar, Miss Patsy moved her hand down and into my front pocket. She took control of the co-pilot’s joystick.

“Hello Handsome,” one of the girls said to Bo. “You come into my bar?”

“Sure, we’d love to,” Bo replied. “I’m Bo, what is your name?”

“I am Mae-pia, but you can call me May,” she replied.

May was tall, around 6ft in her heels, with long legs and an impressive bust. A bright red spandex dress barely covered her equipment. A headband held back her long black hair. Overtly flirtatious, she took an immediate shine to Bo.

“Welcome to ladyboy heaven,” Bo said as we approached. “See what I mean about the most beautiful girls?”

Caught between a rock and a hard place, I let my eyes feast but kept my talk under control.

“I hadn’t noticed,” I said. “Miss Patsy has all of my attention. But now you point it out, yes, I see what you mean.”

We wandered inside and took a seat at a small table.

“Beers all round?” Bo suggested.

Everyone agreed.

“You buy me lady drink Mr Bo?” May asked.

“Sure, why not,” he said.

“The lady drink is a high-priced beer the ladyboy gets a commission for,” Bo explained. “Remember, there is always a price to pay on Walking Street.”

When May returned, I couldn’t believe this stunning ladyboy had been born male.

“A picture would last longer,” Bo said to me as I held my stare a little too long.

“You want picture with me?” May asked. “Five dollar for picture.”

I politely declined but was impressed at how commercially astute the bargirls were.

As I sat there, I felt Miss Patsy gently massaging my cock. I looked over to see May doing the same to Bo.

“So, we’ve done the whole ladyboy thing,” Kimberley said. “Where to next? You can bring May along if you like Bo.”

Upon hearing Kimberley, May went into negotiation mode. I saw her whisper into Bo’s ear. He shook his head and whispered into May’s ear. She shook her head. Finally, a deal was struck, and May left with us.

Kimberley was pissed off at Bo. But Bo had called Kimberley’s bluff. You could tell there was an attraction there. And plenty of history too. But I doubted I would ever see it come to anything.

Miss Patsy started texting furiously. In a few moments she had a plan.

“I’ve booked us in at Dicey Reilly’s,” she said. “They’ve got a table out front reserved for us. It’s only a short walk.”

Travelling down Walking Street we must had looked quite noticeable. Bo, a 6ft 4in Viking with May, his 6ft Thai ladyboy girlfriend led the way. Then me, a 6ft 3in African American with Miss Patsy, my 5ft 10in Thai girlfriend. Kimberley made up the rear. The crowds parted as we walked by. There was plenty of chatter from the bar girls to May. But she held onto Bo for dear life. He wasn’t getting away.

Dicey Reilly’s was a breath of fresh air after the go-go bars. It was grand, tastefully decorated and the clientele were mixed.

“Beers all round?” Bo asked.

Everyone nodded in agreement. Bo headed off to the bar.

In Bo’s absence, May turned her attention to me.

“Can I get a selfie with you Mr Ken?” she asked.

“Sure, why not,” I said.

“Can you take please?” May asked Miss Patsy.

May handed my phone to Miss Patsy. She looked really pissed.

“How about I take a photo of the three of you?” Kimberley interjected in a ploy to save the day.

I sat on a stool with my left arm around Miss Patsy and my right arm around May. I felt May move my hand onto her cock as the photo was taken.

“Thank you so much,” she said taking the phone.

In a moment it was on the web for the world to see. May returned to Bo’s side, sitting on his lap.

I looked across at Bo and saw May wriggling. She appeared to be wiggling her arse against his cock. He in turn had his hands fitting in her lap, and from what I saw, he was gently caressing her bulge.

“Thanks for the fun-filled day Miss Patsy,” Bo said suddenly. “But I think I’ll head back to the hotel and get an early night.”

Everyone at the table knew exactly what that meant.

“Do you want to walk back to the hotel with us Kimberley?” he asked.

Surprisingly, Kimberley thought about it for a while.

“No that’s okay,” she said. “I’ll take a tuk-tuk. But thanks again Miss Patsy. It was an awesome day.”

“Have fun you two,” Bo said with a wry smile. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

“Well that leaves it pretty open doesn’t it,” Kimberley replied. “Pilots. I’ll never understand them.”

While I was saying my goodbyes, Miss Patsy was working her phone.

May took the opportunity to walk over to me and kiss me good-bye. She pulled my neck forward with one hand as she pushed through my lips and explored my mouth. Her second hand went straight for my cock.

“Give me a call if things don’t work out with Miss Patsy,” she said.

In a flash, they were gone, and I sat alone with Miss Patsy.

“Let’s move somewhere more comfortable,” Miss Patsy suggested leading me to a booth. “Nom and the Alcastar girls have finished the show. They’re gonna be joining us soon.”


CHAPTER NINE


MISS PATSY WAS quite affectionate while we waited for the Alcastar girls. Her hand barely left my lap as we drank and chatted.

“You seemed to like Bo’s friend May?” Miss Patsy said with a wild glint in her eye. “Her photo of you tells me that.”

I checked Miss Patsy’s phone to see an Instagram post of the three of us but with my hand on May’s cock.

“I can’t believe she got that photo from me,” I said. “I assure you I was tricked.”

“So, you didn’t think she was pretty?” Miss Patsy asked. “Is she prettier than me?”

“Hell no,” I replied. “You are one hundred times prettier than her.”

“What about Nom?” Miss Patsy asked. “Do you think she’s prettier than me?”

I knew I needed to be careful here.

“You are both extremely pretty,” I replied. “But I would rather spend time with you than anyone I’ve met here in Pattaya.”

Miss Patsy leaned in and gave me a kiss.

A few minutes later the Alcastar girls joined us. Nom had brought along two of her fellow cast mates. They were all tall, lean and breathtakingly beautiful. Nom, in particular, looked incredible in a white see-through lace top and black wet-look leggings tucked into her 4-inch stiletto black leather ankle boots. She had straightened her hair and wore a bright red shade of lipstick on her bee stung lips.

“How about I grab a round of drinks for everyone?” I suggested. “Are beers okay?

“Sure,” Miss Patsy replied. “I’ll work out where to go next while you get the drinks.”

The bar wasn’t too busy, so I was back within five minutes. While I was gone, there had been a lot of chatter and swapping of phones.

“Here we go girls,” I said. “To a wonderful night out with great friends.”

“We’ve decided to hit ‘The Nashaa Club’,” Miss Patsy whispered into my ear. “It’s a fifteen-minute walk. But it’s at the up-market end of ‘Walking Street’ and the girls are in a mood to dance.”

“Sounds wonderful,” I said. “What sort of music do they play?”

“Tonight, it’ll be Bollywood,” she replied. “Lots of fun. You never know, we might get discovered.”

We took our time walking to ‘The Nashaa Club’. Even though the Alcastar girls danced in stiletto heels most nights, the road was busy, and I was more than happy to be escorting four stunning girls along the main thoroughfare of Pattaya. I got looks of envy from almost everyone we walked past. I felt on top of the world.

“I see you like cock?” Nom said to me as we walked. “Or was it just May’s cock?”

Wow, that seemed to come from nowhere. How do I answer this?

“I was tricked into the photo,” I replied. “I can’t believe I fell for her trick.”

“Oh, so you do like cock?” she replied. “I wish I’d known that last night.”

Unsure of where the conversation was headed, I ended it there.

‘The Nashaa Club’ was amazing. It was loud, bright and sweaty. Like any good late-night bar should be. After the tiny clubs on Walking Street, I was happy to see a massive space full of punters dancing. After escorting the girls to a suitable table, I grabbed the first round of drinks. Shots this time.

I returned to find the girls on the dance floor, tearing it up. Waves of guys surrounded them, trying their best to get close. Miss Patsy and Nom danced close together to make it obvious they weren’t interested. I left the drinks on the table and joined them.

It is impossible not to dance to Bollywood music. It was loud, energetic and the rhythm pulls you along. And when you have two of the hottest girls in Thailand as your dance partners, well let’s say, I was in heaven. It wasn’t slow dancing, but it was as sexy as hell as both girls worked either side of me. Nom’s slippery arse worked up and down my left leg, while Miss Patsy’s warm leather clad arse teased my right leg. I could barely hide my excitement.

The music pumped, so there was no hope for talking. But Miss Patsy’s body spoke to me loud and clear. As she ground down my leg, and back up, she turned her head and kissed me. I felt her tongue break through my lips and dance with mine. This was repeated each time we came face to face.

After a few kisses she pushed my head away and towards Nom. As she ground her way up my leg, I saw her gorgeous face approach mine. Rather than kiss me, she bit my bottom lip before grinding her way back down. When she ground her way back up, she put her hand behind my head and pulled my lips to hers. She bit my top lip, then my bottom lip before exploring my mouth with her probing tongue.

I was immediately worried about what Miss Patsy had seen. But when I looked around, she smiled, licked her lips and gently massaged my cock. What happened next almost sent me into sensory overload. Nom walked across in front of me and started to grind Miss Patsy. She worked up and down Miss Patsy’s body paying particular attention to what lay beneath her leather mini skirt. She worked her way back up and pulled her face close.

Nom leaned forward and kissed Miss Patsy. It wasn’t a peck on the cheek, or a light tap on the lips. Nom bit Miss Patsy’s bottom lip before running her hands through her hair and pushing her tongue deep into Miss Patsy’s mouth. To my surprise, Miss Patsy didn’t pull back. She reached her hands around Nom’s shoulders and pulled her tight. I felt my cock about ready to explode as these two incredible beauties put on a show.


CHAPTER TEN


MISS PATSY WAS into Nom’s advances. Nom’s hands had moved to Miss Patsy’s arse before she ran them under the front of the leather skirt and started rubbing her panties. I saw the pleasure in Miss Patsy’s eyes. She enjoyed the attention and it seemed Nom knew exactly how to make her legs tremble.

But in a flash, Nom turned to me. She pulled me towards her and worked her way across my neck and then my mouth. I couldn’t resist her advances and dropped my hands to her pert arse and pulled her close. She started grinding my cock with her slippery arse. She had a dancer’s moves and I was so glad she did. After kissing me deeply again she dropped her hand to my cock. She worked the outline before grabbing me by the hand and leading me off the dance floor.

Nom took me to the toilets where she pushed me against the door.

“I want you inside me,” she said. “I want that black meat in my pussy.”

She kissed my neck and chewed on my lips. Meanwhile her hand had released my pants, which were now around my ankles. She outlined my raging boner through my boxer shorts.

“I want all ten-inches of you in my mouth,” she said pulling my cock out from the boxers.

After kissing her way down my chest, Nom kissed the head of my cock.

“It’s more than I could have imagined,” she gasped. “I don’t think I’ve seen a prettier specimen.”

I was too aroused to say anything. I leaned back against the door while she kissed my full length, then plunged her mouth over my cock. In a second it was consumed. Not just to the hand, bit I felt her chin against my balls. Her throat was cavernous.

Nom started working my cock with her lips and tongue. She played with my balls while I leaned back in complete arousal. Her action was amazing. The best I’d ever experienced. She knew what to do and how to generate maximum pleasure by instinct. She worked me up to orgasm before gently bringing me down. I got the feeling she wanted to savour this experience.

“I’m gonna come,” I finally screamed.

She deep throated me until every drop of my manly nectar was released and safely in her mouth. I sweated and my heart pumped, but the endorphins kept me in a state of pleasure for minutes after.

“Oh my god,” I screamed. “That was amazing.”

“Are you still thinking of May’s cock?” she said.

With hardly time to slow my breathing, Nom was at it again. She reached down and grabbed my cock while she kissed me deeply. I heard a zip undo and I felt a new sensation on my cock. I couldn’t see what it was but knew Nom was stroking me and worked me back up to orgasm. Nom kissed me, biting my lips and probing with her tongue. Meanwhile I received the most amazing hand job I’d ever experienced.

It didn’t take long before I was on the edge of orgasm. I felt Nom getting breathless. She seemed to be getting as much pleasure from this as I was.

“Don’t stop,” I screamed. “I’m gonna come.”

“Me too dear,” she replied.

In a minute, I felt come spray up my chest and onto my neck. It wasn’t just a trickle; it was a flood.

Nom leaned against me as I leaned against the door. We both wobbled on our legs. She reached down and wiped up a finger load of the come. She positioned it between our mouths. Instinctively, we both licked it and kissed deeply. I tasted come but didn’t care.

“That was wonderful,” Nom said. “I hope I measured up to May.”

I was too aroused to understand what she meant. We pulled close together for a few minutes before Nom leaned back. That’s when I saw what she meant. Hanging down between Nom’s legs was a five-inch uncut cock. Although dwarfed by mine, it was a cock just the same.

“I’m so glad you like cock,” she said. “Now it’s your turn to pleasure me.”

Here I was in the ladies toilet in Pattaya having just had incredible sex with a beautiful guy in a dress. Well she wore wet-look leggings. What had I just done with Nom? What did it mean for Miss Patsy and me? What did it mean for my sexual orientation? I mean, that was the best sex I’d ever experienced. Not even close to second place. Nom was a sexual pleasure machine.

“I’ve never done this before,” I replied. “I’m not sure what to do,”

“Don’t worry,” Nom replied. “Do what I did and what you think I’d like.”

I wasn’t sure about this, but the look in Nom’s eyes made me want to repay the favour.

Nom pulled my shoulders down until I was face to face with her tiny cock. I studied it closely. It was shaved neatly, and the hood was now covering it. I couldn’t disappoint her.

I started by holding the cock in my hand and gently pushing back the foreskin. It sprung to attention.

“I want to feel your lips around my cock,” she said. “Don’t tease me.”

I started to massage the cock and it grew. It got longer and larger as the blood turned the head purple. It looked so cute, not at all like my weapon. More like a small girl cock.

Finally, after kissing the head, I wrapped my lips around Nom’s lovely piece and felt the warmth against my tongue. It had a salty taste, possibly left over from our previous act. I was surprised how much I enjoyed bobbing my head up and down on her rod. And I saw she enjoyed it even more. As her fingernails dug into my head, I felt a burst of warm fluid hit the back of my mouth and trickle down my throat.

“Once you’ve tasted come,” she said. “Nothing else will compare.”


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


BY THE TIME Nom and I made it back to our table, Miss Patsy was the only one remaining.

“How was your time with Nom?” she asked. “Did you enjoy the experience?”

I wasn’t quite sure how to answer, but it seemed like Miss Patsy was both aware, and accepting, of the dalliance. I decided to play it straight.

“It was wonderful,” I replied. “But I wished you were there.”

Miss Patsy looked at a me and smiled.

“Well your wish may come true,” she said. “But that depends on whether you are a really good boy or not.”

I felt myself getting hard again, just at the thought of seeing Miss Patsy naked.

Given the other girls had left, we ended up with two rounds of shots.

“To us,” Miss Patsy said.

“To us,” I replied.

After an hour more of dancing, drinking and kissing, it was time to call it a night. I had no idea what the sleeping arrangements were, so waited for Miss Patsy to take the lead.

“Do you mind if Nom stays with us for the night?” Miss Patsy asked. “She lives quite a long way out of town.”

“Sure, that sounds fine,” I said without hesitation. “But does she have everything she needs?”

“We’ll stop off for a few things on the way back,” Miss Patsy said. “I can lend her some clothes.”

We grabbed a tuk-tuk to the hotel. I sat between the two beauties with an arm around each. I hoped this was a sign of things to come.

“Thanks for a fun day and an awesome night,” I said to Miss Patsy. “It’s been quite the experience.”

By this time the roads were quiet when you got away from Walking Street.

When we arrived at the hotel, Nom went to the store while Miss Patsy and I went up to the room.

Once in the room, Miss Patsy visited the bathroom. When she came out, she wore a white bustier, a white thong, white stay up stockings and 4-inch stiletto white ankle boots. She looked like an angel. She casually walked across to me and placed a kiss on my lips.

“I hope you still have enough energy for me?” she said. “I hope Nom’s birthday gift didn’t tire you out?”

Ah, so Miss Patsy was okay about the action in the club.

Miss Patsy carried a little red bag across to the bed with her. She sat by the bed and carefully unpacked the contents, placing them on the bedside table. I wasn’t sure what I was looking at, but there seemed to be objects of all sizes, shapes and colours. Again, I needed to trust my instincts and the fact Miss Patsy would take care of me.

“You want to strip down to your boxers for me?” she asked. “I’ve got a special treat for you.”

In a flash, I sat on the bed behind Miss Patsy wearing just my boxers. She turned and picked up a pink circular item and held it in front of me.

“This is a cock ring,” she said. “The only thing unusual is that it vibrates.”

“So, what do we do with that?” I replied.

“Don’t worry, it doesn’t hurt,” she said. “But it will increase your staying power and make the sex better for you and for us.”

Did she say us? That got me over the line.

“I’ll show you how it works,” Miss Patsy said.

She reached over and traced the outline of my cock through my silk boxers. Bingo, I was immediately aroused.

Gently releasing my cock, she dropped her mouth over it and started stroking as she sucked. In no time I was fully aroused again.

Miss Patsy gently placed the cock ring over my penis.

“It’s a good thing I got the plus size,” she said with a smile.

Once it was attached, she pushed a button and it started vibrating. There was no way my cock was gonna be anything but fully erect now.

There was a knock on the door.

“That’ll be Nom,” Miss Patsy said. “I’ll let her in.”

“Hey babe,” Nom said kissing Miss Patsy. “I’ve got everything I need.”

Nom went straight to the bathroom.

“How’s the cock ring feeling?” Miss Patsy asked.

“Really nice,” I admitted with a smile on my face.

Nom walked in wearing a black baby doll, black stockings and 4-inch black stiletto ankle boots. My head was spinning at the thought of what was about to happen.

“Sit in the middle of the bed,” Miss Patsy said.

Nom grabbed a drink from the fridge and sat beside me on the bed.

With Miss Patsy on my left and Nom on my right, my mind was spinning.

“Get ready to have your mind blown,” Miss Patsy whispered in my ear.

Nom took a drink from the glass of what looked like ice water. She sat up and Miss Patsy met her above me. They kissed and I saw something pass between them.

Miss Patsy leaned down and took my cock into her mouth. I felt her suck while her tongue swirled around the tip. Suddenly, I got a cold sensation on my shaft. She had an ice block in her mouth and teased me with its coldness as she stroked.

In an instant, Nom took over from Miss Patsy. She deep throated me and started to tickle my head with her luscious tongue. As she reached the top, I felt a hot feeling against my cock. The sensation excited but was not painful. She sat up and showed me the Fishermen’s Friend that stimulated my cock. One cold. One hot. They repeated the treatment until I couldn’t hold it any longer and blew my load.


CHAPTER TWELVE


NOM HAD BEEN right. I found myself hungry for ladyboy cock.

“I want to taste you,” I said to Miss Patsy. “Let me take your load.”

“That’s what I was hoping for,” Miss Patsy replied.

She straddled me and went into a sixty-nine position with her on top.

I saw her cock beneath her panties. She was semi-hard. I pulled back the panties to unwrap my present.

Miss Patsy’s cock was a monster. Hell, I would have been proud of it. It was six inches semi-flaccid, uncut and surrounded by a fully shaved pubic zone. I couldn’t wait to taste her and was not disappointed.

“I was worried what you would think if you saw my cock first,” Miss Patsy said. “I didn’t want to scare you off.”

“You are beautiful from head to toe,” I replied. “Nothing could ever scare me off.”

I reached out and massaged Miss Patsy’s cock. It grew to around eight inches and started to turn purple as I stroked it. I sucked it, working under the head with my tongue. I feared I would struggle to consume it all but wanted to do so anyway.

Miss Patsy bobbed up and down on my cock while I devoured hers. I loved the sensation of the cock ring, combined with the moist warm mouth action from Miss Patsy.

I felt Miss Patsy sit up onto my torso. I kept sucking her gorgeous member, savouring the warmth it radiated. Even though Miss Patsy had sat up, I felt lips sucking my cock and tongue teasing my rod. It was Nom. She had tagged in with Miss Patsy. I felt the cock stimulation stop for a few seconds. The vibration from the cock ring started, and a cool item hit the tip of my cock. I felt something tighter than a mouth envelop all ten inches of my cock.

I looked up and saw Nom bouncing up and down on my cock. She had straddled me, and my cock was now deep inside of her arse. She loved it. Her eyes pushed back into her head as I saw her magnificent breasts bounce up and down. I kept sucking Miss Patsy’s cock. Nom was right, I had a taste for cock and loved the sensation of her in my mouth. Nom bounced, I sucked, and Miss Patsy reached out and massaged Nom’s cock. All three of us were giving and taking in a frenzied sensual feed.

The cock ring had my orgasm under control. So, I kept pleasuring Nom’s arse longer. There was no way I was removing Miss Patsy’s cock from my mouth. She was happy. Nom was receiving from both ends and screaming with delight. As she bounced, my cock probed her sweet spot thrust after thrust. Sweat dripped off her forehead.

Miss Patsy came first. She pumped her load deep into my mouth. I had no choice but to swallow it or drown. I was pinned to the bed by two gorgeous ladyboys. I loved Miss Patsy’s taste. And was sure not to waste a single drop of her precious fluid. Nom came second. It went all over my chest, but I didn’t mind. The joyful look on her face was priceless as she let go her full load.

Suddenly, I let go my load into Nom’s arse. I pulled her down to penetrate deeply and push my warm fluid all the way up. I held her down while the last of my come released. The cock ring vibration was apparently appreciated by Nom as well, adding to the sensation of my cock in her arse.

Miss Patsy leaned forward and kissed Nom deeply and passionately. Their tongues danced as they exchanged fluids of various kinds.

“Happy birthday babe,” she said. “I hope you enjoyed your present?”

“I love you babe,” Nom said. “And I always will.”

It turned out Miss Patsy and Nom were a couple. I didn’t know it until Miss Patsy told me later.

Still, I was happy I didn’t need to explain why I’d had sex with Nom in the bathroom anymore.

We lay in bed hugging for a while. The connection between the girls was beautiful and I was so lucky they had shared it with me.

“Is there anything else you want to try tonight?” Nom asked me.

“I’m in your hands,” I said. ”Whatever you think I would like.”

Miss Patsy rolled me on my side. Both girls disappeared beneath the covers. I felt Miss Patsy run her luscious lips down my shaft while Nom separated my butt cheeks. I felt a burst of pleasure coming from my arse. Nom teased my sphincter while Miss Patsy blew me. I had never had my arse played with before. In that area, I was a virgin. But the teasing by Nom’s tongue sent pulsations of pleasure through me.

The girls were skilled. Both knew how to raise and lower my excitement level. But in tandem, they were like synchronised divers. They worked as a team to bring me to orgasm again. I couldn’t believe I’d blown my load so many times in one night. The girls were insatiable.

Unable to move any longer, the three of us cleaned up and headed to bed. Miss Patsy insisted on taking a selfie and sending it to May. I spooned Miss Patsy until I got to sleep, while Nom spooned me. I felt her cute little girl cock in my back as I drifted off to what was a well-earned rest. It had been a massive day. But one that I would never forget. One you could say was life changing for me.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


I WILL ALWAYS remember my first trip with Bo and Kimberley. As we sat on the tarmac ready to take off for Seattle, I reflected on my experience. I’d learned a lot. I’d surely had my eyes opened to new experiences. And I was so happy I went with it. Bo had been a wonderful mentor. He saw something in me I hadn’t noticed myself.

“From now on, we’ll be known as the ‘Mile High Club’,” Bo proclaimed as we waited for clearance to take-off.

“Speak for yourself,” replied Kimberley with a wry smile.

“Well, next time young lady, I’ll mentor you if you like?” Bo said.

“I think I’ll pass,” she replied. “But thanks for the offer.”

The trip to Bangkok had been a successful bonding experience for the ‘Mile High Club’. And I felt it was the beginning of a whole new chapter in my life. No longer a sheltered kid from the air force, I was becoming a man of the world. Well some parts at least.

Before we finally took off, a message hit my phone. It was a dick pick from Miss Patsy and included Nom. I recognised them immediately.

“Don’t you go and forget us Mr Ken,” Miss Patsy messaged.

“You’ll always be in my thoughts,” I replied.

THE END


MY OTHER BOOKS!




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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

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

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


THE 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?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

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

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

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

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

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

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

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

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

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

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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

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