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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“IN YOUR FACE,” William shouted.

“In your dreams,” I responded

“You bastard. How did you escape that?” William asked.

“Flight Engineer magic. You wouldn’t understand,” I replied.

“Do you guys need to make that much noise killing each other?” Grace asked.

“I think only one of us is getting killed,” I replied.

“Until now,” William screamed.

“Missed again, test boy,” I said.

That was a typical Thursday night in the household. Dinner and the clean-up finished, thoughts turned to video games. Well, at least for William and me. We were both wired for competition and jumped at the first chance to prove who the better man was. Grace, while still competitive, preferred to sit on the couch reading a book, rather than place herself in harm’s way between us.

“I’m opening another bottle of red. Do you want some?” Grace asked, heading into the kitchen.

“A couple of beers would be handy,” I replied.

“You’re trying to put me off my game,” William said.

“I was hoping it may improve your game. And give me some decent opposition,” I said.

“Thanks, Grace. My pleasure, guys,” Grace said sarcastically after sitting the bottles on the coffee table.

“Yeah, thanks Grace,” I echoed.

“Take this, you slippery little sucker,” William said.

“Oh, you’re dead again. What’s that, seven times?” I said.

The expression on William’s face was priceless. Not only had his avatar exploded, but his demeanour also echoed the same thing. I knew how much William wanted to beat me. To claim he had one-upped a NASA test-pilot, and grandson of the pioneer of space travel. But my competitive juices, plus first-rate reflexes and real-life flying experience, made it virtually impossible for him to beat me.

“Okay, guys. How about we take a ten-minute break from the video game?” Grace suggested.

“I’m happy to step away,” I replied.

“Only if I get a chance for redemption, tonight,” William said.

“I’ve been reading Levi’s Men’s Health magazine,” Grace said.

“Some of us design spacecraft for a living. And others are personal trainers,” William said.

“Just because my boyfriend is a personal trainer doesn’t mean he isn’t smart,” Grace said.

“What article has grabbed your attention?” I asked, attempting to change the conversation.

“An article on Sexy Bucket Lists,” Grace replied.

“Sounds lame. I bet I’ve done them all,” William said.

“Call a few out,” I said.

“Use nipple clamps,” Grace said.

“Sounds like a chick list,” William said.

“The list is for guys. I’m reading Men’s Health. Here you go. Sex on a beach,” Grace said.

“Not something I’ve done,” I said.

“I don’t understand the appeal in that,” William said.

“How about sex over video chat?” Grace asked.

“Might be the only sex William is getting. He’s brought no one home for months,” I replied.

“How about you Aaron?” Grace asked.

“Not something I’ve done,” I replied.

“Let me scan through the list,” William said, snatching the magazine from Grace.

Grace reminded me of a sorority house mum. The responsible one, she kept the peace within the household, while ensuring everyone pulled their weight. And by everyone, I mean William. Two years older than William, and four years older than me, Grace was not just a colleague. She’d been an adopted family member since moving in two years earlier. Attractive and incredibly fit, Grace more than held her own in any mental or physical challenge we took on together.

“When are you gonna get back on the horse again, Aaron?” Grace asked.

“Dorothy did have a long face,” William added.

“It’s only been a month,” I replied, ignoring William’s comments.

“You don’t want to be single for Christmas,” Grace said.

“It wouldn’t be the first time,” I said.

“Just you and William, alone,” Grace said.

“Let’s hit the clubs on Friday night,” I said.

“I’d be up for it,” William added.

Grace and Levi had been dating for around eighteen months. Levi was quite the physical specimen, a cross between Tom Brady and Dwayne Johnson. But he treated Grace well and appeared to make her happy. If the moans coming through my bedroom wall were any sign. They spent a few nights together each week, causing Grace to pay a fifty percent levy on her rent. While Levi talked of marriage, Grace always hosed him down. Her priorities lay with her mother.

“How many of the items have you crossed off the list, William?” Grace asked.

“Plenty, of course. Except for the gay ones,” William replied.

“Let’s check. Who is the worldliest, sexually?” Grace said.

Grace ran through the first ten items on the bucket list and got me to respond yes or no.

“Are half those things even real?” I said.

Then it was William’s turn. He instantly said yes, before reconsidering, as Grace clarified if he knew what they were.

“You made them up,” William said.

William was the single most competitive guy I’d ever met. And it wasn’t just with me. Short of stature, standing around 5ft 7in, he seemed to turn every discussion into a competition. And he only walked away happy when he was the winner. Whether it was video games, a newspaper quiz, or a visit to a bar, everything became a William versus Aaron battle. And with an eye for tall, leggy models, he rarely got past first base, on the romance front. One brief two-week relationship was all I’d known about in the past two years.

“You both scored one out of ten,” Grace said.

“I told you I’d beat you,” William said, causing me to bite my tongue.

“How about you Grace? How many would you tick off?” I asked.

“Pick ten at random,” Grace replied, handing me the article.

“You got five out of ten,” I said.

“It was purely the luck of the draw,” William said.

“I feel a challenge coming on,” Grace said.

“Remember what happened last time?” I said, glancing at William.

“At least the other guy enjoyed himself,” Grace said.

“It humiliated me,” William said.

“Then here’s your chance to break even,” Grace said, knowing exactly how to push William’s buttons.

“Show me that list again,” William said.

Grace snatched the article out of my hand before William reached it.

“I can lend you a skirt if the competitions too much for you,” Grace said.

“I’m in,” William said.

All eyes instantly turned to me.

“Okay, for the sake of household unity, I’ll be in it too,” I said.

“I’ll propose some guidelines to keep things civil,” Grace said.

“Okay, but let’s start this thing tomorrow,” William said, feeding on my reticence.

“All in favour, say aye,” Grace said.


CHAPTER TWO


BY 5:00 am we were in Grace’s car and leaving the driveway of my home. Early in the day, the trip from Long Beach to Hawthorne took less than thirty-minutes. Long enough to chat about the day to come, but not long enough to achieve any actual work. Although virtually silent, smooth riding and incredibly comfortable, Grace’s car was still just transportation. Though I never pointed that out to her.

“How’s the Sexy Bucket List Challenge gonna work?” William asked.

“I wouldn’t call it much of a challenge,” Grace replied.

“You gotta eliminate everything we’ve done before,” I said.

“That wouldn’t be much,” Grace said.

“No, anything any of us have done,” I said.

“Then I’ll need to drop out,” Grace said.

“How about we leave out anything William or I have done?” I suggested.

“Sounds like a better plan. I’m happy to redo a few things,” Grace replied.

Grace’s Tesla Model X was a soccer mum’s wet dream. A seven seater SUV, fully powered by electricity, it had Falcon Wing rear doors that opened upwards like the DeLorean from ‘Back to the Future’. Grace had picked it up on a sweetheart deal when she worked in the Tesla international design team a few years prior. Deceptively quick, especially off the mark, Grace often left petrol powered sports cars in her wake.

“I’m thinking that the challenge should go for four weeks,” Grace said.

“Why that long?” I asked.

“It would take us up to Christmas Eve,” Grace replied.

“Chances are we’ll need a partner to complete the activities,” I said.

“Yep, that’ll give you and me the best chance of hooking up by Christmas,” William said.

“We are not hooking up,” I said.

“Not with each other, idiot,” William said.

“Although, I’ve often wondered,” Grace said smiling.

Grace cruised past the Tesla office on the way in. Her friends told her the new model was due for release, and we all wanted a first glimpse. With Grace’s car securely charging in the office carpark, we headed into the office. 5:30 am was peak arrival time, as team members filed past the command modules hanging overhead in reception, heading off to prepare for 6:00 am meetings. Hours were long in the space industry, but no one minded. We were living our passion, something very few people got to do.

“You know William’s got a short attention span,” I said to Grace as William headed into his cubicle.

“Then I’ll break it down into weekly challenges,” Grace said.

“Fine, but be sure to push him outside his comfort zone,” I said.

“We both know everything on the list will do that,” Grace said.

After six hours of back-to-back meetings, I met Grace and William for a half hour personal training session over lunch. Grace’s boyfriend, Levi, led the outdoor class in the bright springtime sunshine. Within five minutes, sweat poured down my face as Levi led us through a gruelling session of ropes and tyres. And I knew that if it pushed me, William would struggle, big time.

“Grace is favouring weekly challenges,” I said to William.

“How many activities?” William asked, in between reps.

“Four or five,” I replied, as the tractor tyre hit the grass.

“Why so many?” William asked.

“There were one-hundred items in the original article,” I replied.

“Fifty push-ups for Aaron and William,” Levi said, not appreciating the incessant chatter.

With the CEO in the class, Levi had no option but to become the enforcer. Although we knew him almost intimately, his authority over the class was more important than a friendship with his girlfriend’s housemates. After three sets of fifty push-ups, William and I complied and saved our chatter for the walk back to the office.

“I’m gonna send a survey to identify what we’ve already done,” Grace said as we headed back into the office.

“Sounds like a smart move,” I said.

“Just don’t scam the survey,” Grace said, turning to William.

“Or what?” William asked.

“You’ll end up with the twenty most difficult ones,” Grace replied.

“None of them will be difficult,” William said.

“How does anal sex sound?” Grace asked.

“Like something I’m not planning to be on either end of,” William replied.

I could almost imagine the cogs turn in William’s head.

“I’ll eliminate anything you or Aaron have done. Then, I’ll develop the list using the remaining items, before splitting it into weekly challenges,” Grace said.

“Sounds good to me. But try to eliminate what you’ve done, where possible,” I said.

“That’ll be a little harder,” Grace said.

Levi met us at home as we pulled into the driveway around 8:00 pm.

“Why were you guys delayed?” Levi asked.

“The CEO kept us back as a penalty for slowing down his PT session,” William interjected.

“Really?” Levi added.

“No, darling. William is just being a smart arse again. We nearly had to work Saturday,” Grace replied.

“Again, that would be three weeks in a row,” Levi said.

“And who said he couldn’t count?” William said, much to the chagrin of Grace.

“You got a big mouth, for such a small man,” Levi said.

“But we got far enough ahead to clear the decks for the weekend,” Grace said.

“I’ll never understand why you work fourteen-hour days and still have to work weekends,” Levi said.

“Some of us work to save humanity,” William said.

“He’s just being an arse,” Grace said, holding Levi back.

Once inside, Grace grabbed a bottle of red while I grabbed a six-pack of beer. Grace introduced us to the Sexy Bucket List Challenge. With four rounds of weekly challenges, you got a point for each activity you completed. The perfect score would be twenty points over four weeks. But you needed to submit evidence of activity completion at the end of the week. Grace clarified that each activity had an acceptance criterion. That appealed to the three engineers.

“It all starts tomorrow. With the entry requirement,” Grace said.

“And what would that be?” I asked.

“Getting a full Brazilian. It’ll show that you’re committed,” Grace replied.

“It’s about time, babe,” Levi said, much to the displeasure of Grace.

“And you must show proof of the Brazilian before Sunday night,” Grace said.

“I’m out,” Levi said.

“Were you ever in?” William said.

“You can help me, babe,” Grace said.

“I don’t want them seeing you naked,” Levi said.

“And that’s your decision. Why?” Grace said.

Levi knew he’d overstepped the mark and turned away.

“I couldn’t count how many times William has walked in on me in the bathroom,” Grace said.

Levi stood and lunged at William. I tackled him to the floor and held him down.

“It comes with sharing a house,” Grace said.

“Ever heard of a door lock?” Levi asked.

“How about we retire to my bedroom?” Grace replied.


CHAPTER THREE


SATURDAY MORNING, WE reconvened over breakfast at the dining table. Albeit a small beach shack, my home contained a dining table that could sit eight if needed. Sitting between a spartan kitchen and tired lounge room, the dining room was the perfect meeting place. Especially given the light shed from wall to ceiling windows running the full length of the room.

Like the house, I’d inherited all the furniture from my granddad. Making the home decor more than a little dated. But my Granddad promised me a home near NASA headquarters, and I was thankful each month when the rent rolled in. With three bedrooms, two bathrooms and a proximity of less than ten-minutes to the beach and thirty-minutes to work, I saw no reason to move from my Spanish themed time capsule.

“Brazilian, all booked,” Grace said as she placed her cereal bowl on the table.

“Can you book me in too?” I asked.

“Are you sure?” Grace replied.

“How much is it?” William asked.

“Seventy-five dollars for a first timer,” Grace replied.

“I can buy a kit from the drug store for fifteen dollars,” William said.

“Enjoy that. You’re booked in with me, Aaron,” Grace said.

“Thanks Grace,” I said.

“We’re here,” Grace said, pulling the car into a park out front of an establishment called ‘Studio O’.

“That’s a hairdresser,” I said.

“They do hair and beauty,” Grace said.

“But the entire front is a glass window,” I said.

“You realise they have private rooms for the waxing, don’t you?” Grace asked.

“I knew that. But I don’t really want to be seen going inside,” I replied, trying to distract from my stupid comment.

“I’m sure you won’t know anyone. And if you spot someone familiar, tell them you're here waiting for me,” Grace said.

Opening the front door, it occurred to me what I was about to undertake. I hesitated, prompting Grace to walk into me.

“You can’t wimp out, now,” Grace said.

“Why not? I’m in virgin territory,” I said.

“Because William will win and have one up on you,” Grace said.

“And you’ll hear about it for months,” Grace added.

“Lead on,” I said, opening the door wide.

“Do you want to go first or second?” Grace asked.

“I’ll go first. The less I know about what’s coming, the better,” I replied.

“Two Brazilians under the name Grace Maine,” Grace said.

“Sure, Serena will attend to Mr Allman, while Rhonda will attend to you,” the owner said.

A young assistant showed us to a waiting area where we sat upon a stark white leather three person couch. With our backs to the front window, it seemed every set of eyes stared back at us through massive mirrors lining the rear wall.

“Can I offer you a champagne?” the junior assistant asked.

“You wouldn’t have something a little stronger, would you?” I replied.

“Two champagnes would be lovely, thank you,” Grace interjected.

“Stop acting like a prat,” Grace said.

As I squirmed in my seat, scanning the room for familiar eyes, Nancy from Accounts waved at me from under a highlight cap.

“Oh, shit. They’ve recognised me,” I said.

“Wave back. Nancy won’t say a word,” Grace said.

I did as instructed, lifting my hand a few inches and smiling.

“Why won’t she blab?” I asked.

“Because she has a few things she’d rather keep secret, too,” Grace replied.

“Okay, say no more,” I said.

The champagne arrived a few minutes later. If ever I’d needed alcohol, the moment had arrived.

“To losing your virginity,” Grace said.

“Shush. Not so loud,” I said.

“No one can hear us over the hair dryers and techno music,” Grace said.

“What’s the holdup?” I asked.

“They only have the one room,” Grace replied.

“What sort of mom and pop store have you brought me to?” I asked.

“The best. I wouldn’t trust anyone else,” Grace replied.

To the right of me was a bank of hairdressers working with a half dozen clients. To my left, another two workstations were setup with makeup artists providing a service to what appeared to be a bridal party. After ten minutes of sitting, sipping, and waiting, the bridal party headed out onto the street. After a quick tidy up, one of the makeup artists sidled across the room before stopping in front of Grace and me.

“Mr Allman, I’m Serena. I’ll be assisting you this morning,” Serena said.

Without the counter blocking my view, Serena turned out to be even more lovely than I’d imagined. Dressed in a black high-neck sleeveless knitted top with a pair of black skin-tight faded jeans and black four-inch stiletto leather ankle boots, the sight of her took my breath away. With makeup perfectly applied, I struggled to avert my eyes from her gorgeous chocolate brown eyes and plump, luscious lips. Long, light brown hair with blonde streaks cascaded over her shoulders and halfway down her back.

“Follow me into the treatment room, and we’ll rip into it,” Serena said.

I glanced at Grace, who directed me after Serena.

“Remember, you’re doing this for William,” Grace said, a little too loudly.

My face reddened with each step I took. But the view of Serena’s arse soon distracted me enough to comply with her request.


CHAPTER FOUR


“REMOVE YOUR CLOTHES and hang them in the corner,” Serena said.

As Serena prepared a set of almost dentist-like tools, I stripped down as requested.

“Should I leave my trunks on?” I asked.

“Not if you’re after a full Brazilian,” Serena replied.

“Can’t you work around them?” I asked.

“That’s not how a full Brazilian works, I’m afraid,” Serena replied.

Just the discussion with Serena caused my loins to tingle. Why the hell did she have to be gorgeous?

“How about I close my eyes while you do it?” Serena asked.

“That would help,” I replied.

“But you realise I’ll be handling your tackle, don’t you?” Serena said.

“I’m just a little shy,” I said.

Finally, I lay face down on the beauty bed while Serena assessed the project.

“I’ll need to check out the other side now,” Serena said.

Tentatively, I rolled over, exposing my most private regions to Serena.

“Impressive. That’s quite a weapon. Do you have a license for it?” Serena said.

I rolled back over before Serena apologised for her inappropriate remark. It felt weird to have Serena lift my flaccid cock and inspect all around it. While she wore latex gloves, her touch stiffened me in an instant.

“Settle down there. Think of dead puppies,” Serena said, smiling.

“Do you do this often?” I asked.

“Not usually with your type,” Serena replied.

“Who do you usually work on?” I asked.

“Drag queens and bodybuilders,” Serena replied.

“I’m guessing you are neither,” Serena added.

“Good guess,” I said.

“You may want to take a before shot. For your boyfriend, William, perhaps,” Serena said.

“I don’t have a boyfriend. Grace was just kidding,” I said.

Serena headed over to the corner of the room and checked on the progress of the wax. A little steam rose from the now liquid material, concerning me more than just a little. But Grace’s words came back to me. She wouldn’t trust anyone else with this task. If she had full confidence in Serena, why shouldn’t I? My mind raced towards William in the kitchen at home, heating wax in the microwave. Every plausible scenario ended poorly.

“I’m assuming you have a girlfriend,” Serena said.

“Not at the moment,” I said.

“So, no-one to take a photo for?” Serena asked.

“No-one that matters, no,” I replied.

“Now, if you stiffen up during the treatment, don’t panic,” Serena said.

“I’ll try not to,” I said.

“I’ve heard that many times,” Serena said.

“You won’t offend me when it happens,” Serena added.

Serena was gentle, but firm. A stickler for quality. She spent the next hour removing every trace of hair within a foot of my rock hard cock. And she did it with a smile on her gorgeous face. Something which only got me harder. I grabbed onto the beauty bed firmly with both hands, certain I would leave nail holes in the padded base. While the first few wax removals were the most painful, things settled when Serena waxed my balls. I held the skin taught while she removed the hair. But then she waxed the sides of my penis. And it hurt like a mother.

“We’re nearly finished, Aaron. Let me inspect,” Serena said.

“I didn’t realise it would be this humiliating,” I said.

“Imagine if you had a tiny penis,” Serena said.

I wasn’t sure where to go with the comment.

“May I ask why you are getting this done?” Serena asked.

“For a competition. The Sexy Bucket List Challenge,” I replied.

I pulled out the list which Grace had added to our Facebook group.

“Quite comprehensive,” Serena said, skimming through the list.

“Let me know if I can help you with any of the other challenges,” Serena said.

“How many have you done?” I asked.

“Most. But I still have one or two to go,” Serena replied.

“At your age?” I said.

“It’s not age. Rather, curiosity, I find,” Serena said.

“Would you mind taking a photo for me? I need proof,” I said.

“Sure,” Serena said, grabbing her phone and taking a series of snaps.

“Hand me your phone,” Serena added.

Serena tapped away on her phone and then mine for a few minutes. Finally, she handed me back the phone.

“There you go. I’ve added my number in case you need help with another challenge,” Serena said.

“Thanks for making this a little less traumatic,” I said.

Late Sunday afternoon, the unveiling photos got presented. Grace’s photo had a couple of fingers over her private parts. William claimed cheating, but I backed her up. My photos were harder to disguise. I posed proudly, disguising the grimace red and sore skin created. But William’s photos took things to a whole new level. After burning himself with hot wax, he’d shifted to a shaver. Razor nicks covered his most private area. A quick glance at the photos left me sick to my stomach. Grace protested about William shaving instead of plucking. But I approved it. There was no way I wanted to enter the challenge without both housemates.

“On to the week one challenges,” Grace said.

“I may need a couple of days to recover from the preliminaries,” I said.

“I may need a few weeks,” William said, moving his leg and flinching in pain.

“Should I lend you both skirts?” Grace asked.

“Okay, what have we got this week?” I replied.

“Number one, sext nudes wearing university coloured body paint. Then, attend a pole dancing class run by Nancy in Accounts. Also, masturbate on Zoom wearing something sexy and located somewhere other than your bedroom. Number four, play naked Twister at an NTA sanctioned event. And finally, attend a swingers club for four hours and take part when offered,” Grace said.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


“LEVI IS COMING over for dinner and bringing body paint,” Grace announced.

“I grabbed some spare paint from the garage,” William said.

“Dude, that stuff is toxic,” I said.

“Then blue and gold, thanks, Grace,” William said.

“Maroon, white, blue and silver for me. Thanks, Grace,” I said.

“No worries, I’ll add it to my order,” Grace said.

“Sounds like a fun team building activity,” William suggested.

“There is no way I’m going near either of your naked bodies,” Grace said.

William glanced at me and I at him.

“I’ve got alternate plans, too,” I said.

“That’s fine. I’ve got plenty of options,” William said.

“You could put it on, Airtasker,” Grace suggested.

Levi arrived ten minutes before dinner. He divided up the paints, which were taken to bedrooms before dinner. As it was my turn to cook, I’d prepared a Texas-style beef brisket with lashings of hot chilli sauce. It took the day to marinate, but was well worth the wait. Cut thinly and reeking of chilli, the meat melted the moment it hit the mouth. Within twenty minutes, not a skerrick of the meal remained, and everyone headed to the bathroom to wash their hands.

“How do we enrol in Nancy’s pole dancing class?” I asked.

“That’ll be wonderful for your fitness,” Levi interjected.

“You can book online,” Grace replied.

“How do you know that?” I asked.

“Nancy has been asking me to join for months,” Grace replied.

I checked my laptop, while William checked his phone.

“What day should we go?” William asked.

“The Monday night session works best for me,” Grace replied.

“We might as well do it together,” I suggested.

“Booked,” William said.

“Same,” I said.

“Your core will thank you,” Levi interjected.

“What do you mean, Levi?” William asked.

“Pole dancing builds strength and flexibility,” Levi replied.

“That puts Nancy in a whole new light,” William said.

“Even a thirty-five-year-old spinster accountant wouldn’t be interested in you,” Grace said.

“It also puts pole dancing in a whole new light,” I said.

“Isn’t it strutting around a pole and posing?” William asked.

“I think you’ll be in for a few surprises,” Grace replied.

“As long as the class is flush with babes, I won’t mind what we do,” William said.

Thankfully, it was Grace’s turn for dessert. She pulled out her go-to key lime pie. Sweet and filling, but with a wonderful fruity fragrance, I managed two pieces before tapping out, while Levi and William managed three pieces each. As William cleared the table and stacked the dishwasher, Grace and I returned to the challenge list.

“Naked Twister is scheduled for 7:00 pm Thursday night at the community college dance hall,” Grace said.

“Book me in,” I said.

“And me,” William called from the kitchen.

“How’s this a competition if you’re doing everything together?” Levi said.

“Two down, and three to go,” Grace said, ignoring Levi’s comment.

“We’ll need to book into the swingers club,” I said.

“Good call. I doubt you can simply turn up,” Grace said.

“How do you know that?” Levi asked.

“Bummer, they don’t accept single males,” I replied.

“Makes sense, don’t you think?” Grace said.

“I call shotgun on Grace,” William yelled from the kitchen.

“Over my dead body,” Levi said, staring menacingly at William.

“Levi, I’ve booked us in,” Grace said.

I headed to my phone and texted Serena. She responded immediately in the affirmative.

“I’m good to go. Booked in for a double,” I said.

“Who are you taking?” William asked.

“Someone who’s already seen me naked,” I replied.

“Has she got a friend?” William asked.

“Not that I want to set up with you. I think you need to solve this one yourself,” I replied.

With dinner over and the clean-up done, everyone headed to their bedrooms. Levi seemed a little more amorous than usual, perhaps wanting to make a statement to William and me about his relationship with Grace. But they got to it early and kept going for the best part of two hours. Around an hour after dinner, a message came through from William. It had a photo of him painted gold with blue stripes and with a bulldog on his front with the word ‘Aggies’. Thankfully, the blue colour made his privates blend in.

“Are you still up for helping me out on the Sexy Bucket List?” I messaged.

“Sure, what’s the challenge?” Serena responded.

We chatted for about ten minutes, planning how I would one-up William. Within fifteen minutes, I got a text saying she was out front.

“Thanks for helping me out,” I said.

“I did offer,” Serena said.

“But no one will expect me to have an actual talented artist involved,” I said.

“Then strip down to your birthday suit,” Serena said, smiling.

I snuck Serena into my bedroom. Everyone else appeared otherwise occupied, making it quite simple. While Serena had viewed me naked, shyness kicked in. I turned away from her and kept the overhead light off.

“It’s not like I haven’t seen it all before. And I’ll need the lights on to paint,” Serena added.

“You’re doing me a favour. And I don’t want to appear predatory,” I said.

We finished painting my body half an hour later. Serena took two photos. A frontal with my body painted white with a maroon S, and with a green pine tree on my chest. The tree extended down to cover my hairless manhood. A second shot captured my back. Painted silver and blue, I had a Falcon emblazoned right across it.

“How did you paint your back?” William commented.

“I may have called in a favour,” I responded.

Not wanting to be outdone, William sent through another message an hour later. It was a Zoom call to his ex-girlfriend. He wore the body paint and a pair of white trunks. Her face was priceless, a mix of intrigue and fear. Like watching a car crash. After a couple of minutes, he slipped down his trunks.

“You told me I’d be rewarded with something exciting,” she said.

But it seemed something piqued her interest. As she stayed on the call until he finished.

“Can you hurry? I gotta go to work tomorrow,” she said at one point.

Taking it in his stride, William kept moving forward until he finished.

“Another disappointing sexual encounter. I don’t know why I bother,” she said, before hanging up.

With no message from Grace, I poked the bear.

“Are you out of the body paint competition?” I messaged.

“A lot can happen in six days. I’m not giving William any ammunition until I absolutely must,” Grace responded.

“Good call,” I messaged.


CHAPTER SIX


“ARE YOU SURE we’re in the right place?” William asked.

“Looks like somewhere they lure you to kill you,” I replied.

“It’s not the sort of place they put on the high street next to the kindergarten,” Grace said.

“But could it be any creepier?” William commented.

After navigating our way through a dimly lit carpark into the middle industrial unit in a row of seven, the poorly illuminated sign became visible.

“Does that say Embody?” William asked.

“Didn’t you pay attention when you signed up?” Grace replied.

“I may have been a little distracted by the photos,” William said.

Walking into reception, the receptionist asked William and me to wait for five minutes while the previous class finished up and the girls prepared for our class.

“Have fun, Aaron,” Serena said, as she exited the establishment with a couple of girls.

“Oh, hi Serena. Will do,” I said.

“Who was the babe?” William asked.

“Just one of Grace’s friends I met last week,” I replied.

“Then she’s fair game,” William said.

“No, I’ve called shotgun,” I said.

It appeared few men ever attended the classes. They considered two in one class overload. But they cleared out an office and let us change there. I wore my usual workout gear, running shorts, a running singlet and sneakers. After waiting five minutes for William to preen, we headed into the studio.

“Welcome guys. Wonderful to see you here,” Nancy said, beaming.

“Well, for months, I’ve been telling them I would come. And they wanted to join me,” Grace said.

“Not exactly the class I’d expect the boys to attend,” Nancy said.

“Well, it was actually their choice,” Grace said.

“Funny how you don’t really know your work colleagues until you observe them out of the work environment,” Nancy said.

Nancy headed into an adjoining storeroom. By then, the class had built to around a dozen.

“You can change in here. What shoe size are you?” Nancy asked, before leading William and me into a small closet.

Concerned by the question, I quickly scanned the other attendees to notice a common theme.

“Is this like tenpin bowling? I take an eight,” William replied.

“I take a ten,” I said with trepidation.

Nancy handed over matching pairs of white, five-inch stiletto patent leather thigh-high boots to both William and me.

“Join us back inside the studio when you are ready,” Nancy said.

I stood frozen in fear, holding the sexy footwear.

“What the fuck?” William asked.

I checked my phone. Both the website and email confirmation clearly stated the class type.

“You signed us up for a heels choreography class, you idiot,” I replied.

“Who knew there were different classes?” William said.

“Are we gonna bail?” I asked.

“And let Grace have the win. No way,” William replied.

“You’re probably right. This won’t be the most embarrassing thing we do this week,” I said.

“I just hope there aren’t any babes out there,” William said.

Walking into the class was one of the most embarrassing moments of my life. My face was full-beetroot red as I staggered my way to a vacant pole next to Grace. Now I was fit, but my legs trembled as I stood by the pole, feeling every inch of my 6ft 8in in the heels. I towered above everyone in the room by at least six inches. Making me extremely hard to ignore, and not for the reason I was hoping.

“Hi William,” one girl commented as William took a pole next to her.

“Hi Holly,” William replied, before dropping his eyes to the floor and waiting for Nancy’s instructions.

After the first five minutes, walking in heels no longer became the challenge. Holding my substantial body weight off the ground with my arms took all my concentration. It seemed there was more to pole dancing than just strutting around and smiling.

With a couple of days’ recovery under our belts, Thursday crept up soon enough. At least, they held the naked Twister event at the local community college. Somewhere we didn’t feel threatened walking into.

“You know that bringing a partner is cheating, don’t you?” William said, as we pulled up in the carpark.

“Not according to my set of rules,” Grace said.

“You’re wearing flats tonight. Good choice,” Grace added.

William couldn’t think of a suitable comeback, instead dropping his bottom lip while turning bright red.

“I’m excited about this challenge,” I said, trying to break the moment.

“At least one of us is,” Levi said, obviously unhappy about being roped in.

Expecting a small dorm common room with a half-dozen people around the walls, it staggered me when we arrived at the Long Beach City College Dance Auditorium for the event. With the bleachers packed, there must have been three or four hundred people in attendance. A real buzz hit us the moment we walked in the door. And the welcoming committee was super excited to check us in. There was even a group of cheerleaders dressed in red, blue, yellow, or green.

“I didn’t expect this to be so well attended,” I said.

“Perhaps we should have gone for one of the lower profile events,” I added.

“You’ve got nothing to be concerned about,” Grace said.

“Easy for you to say. You’re standing next to Levi,” I said.

“Could be worse. You could be William standing next to you and Levi,” Grace said, chuckling loudly.

Stripped naked, they had assigned a group of around twenty participants to one of five mats. Rather than keep us standing in the cold, anyone eliminated got dressed again. William spent the whole time trying unsuccessfully to pick up other participants. But once it was over, a wash of excitement lingered. And I was happy with my third place ribbon.

“You got robbed,” a voice said from behind me.

I turned, still naked, to discover Serena’s gorgeous face.

“What are you doing here?” I asked.

“I attend dance classes at the college,” Serena replied.

“Do you study here?” I asked.

“It would be creepy if I didn’t,” Serena replied.

“Excuse me for not covering up. But you’ve seen it all before, more than once,” I said.

“Yes, it would be nice to see you fully clothed. At least once,” Serena added.

“What are you doing Saturday night?” I asked, emboldened by the activity.

“Nothing planned. Why?” Serena replied.

“Would you like to accompany me to a party?” I asked.

“This wouldn’t be number four on the Sexy Bucket List, would it?” Serena replied.

“It may be,” I said.

“Then count me in. Sounds like fun,” Serena said, before heading off with her friends.

Once dressed, I headed towards the door with Grace, William, and Levi. A group of sorority girls stopped me and Levi, asking us to join a nudist group they were part of. We both declined. I noted William’s disappointment at not being asked.

“Actually, we are hitting a club on Saturday night. Anyone interested?” I asked, causing three hands to go up.

“You were first. What’s your name?” I added.

“I’m Cheryl, and I’d love to go to a club with you,” Cheryl replied.

“Brilliant, William will make the arrangements. We’ll pick you up around 7:30 pm,” I said.

“I’m going with you, right?” Cheryl asked, looking at me.

“I’m going with someone else. But it’s a swingers club,” I replied.

“Sure, count me in,” Cheryl said.

William chatted non-stop all the way home. He was on such a high and I’d been the perfect wingman yet again.

“You gotta stop helping him,” Grace said.

“This is supposed to be a competition,” Grace added.


CHAPTER SEVEN


AS SATURDAY NIGHT approached, I got more and more nervous. Now pole dancing class was one thing, but attending a hard-core swingers club in Los Angeles was quite another. And the rules stated I had to comply with any requests during the four-hour window. What if some big hairy dude took a fancy to me? The idea of viewing his naked body scared me, let alone the thought of what he could do to me physically.

“Shotgun,” William called as we approached the car.

“You can’t call shotgun in Grace’s car. Levi sits in the passenger seat,” I said.

“No, you idiot. I want the back seat,” William said.

“Then let’s flip for it. Rock, paper or scissors?” I asked.

“That’s not flipping, but okay,” William replied.

I went for rock, which beat William’s scissors.

“Best of three,” William said.

He won the next two and claimed the back seat, while I happily sat in the second row.

“It’s not fair if you take your boyfriend,” William said as we headed off.

“It might be harder if someone else hits on me,” Grace said.

I could hear the cogs turning in William’s head.

“I never considered that. Or if someone hits on Levi,” William said.

“Levi’s under no compulsion to take part in anything,” Grace said.

“Remember, whatever you do, I’ll do double,” Levi said, smugly.

“If I kiss a girl, will you kiss two boys?” Grace asked.

“I’d claim the fifth, brother,” I interjected.

“What he said,” Levi replied.

“I think the three of us should be off limits to each other,” I said.

“Agreed. Although I could imagine you and William going at it,” Grace said.

“You could catch that at home any night of the week,” Levi added.

I warmed up Levi’s left ear with a solid smack.

“First for pickup is Cheryl,” Grace said.

“I’ve texted her to let her know we’re here,” William said.

“Chivalry is alive and well,” Grace said.

I opened the rear door in readiness for Cheryl’s arrival.

“Cool door. Is this a car or a spaceship?” Cheryl asked as she stepped inside.

“Funny about that,” I said under my breath.

Cheryl checked out the seating options and sat in the second row next to me.

“Next stop Serena,” Grace said, as we pulled away.

Once Grace pulled up, I disembarked the car and headed to Serena’s door. Ten seconds after knocking, the door opened, and Serena’s gorgeous smile caused my heart to flutter. Ready for action, she stood in a white cotton t-shirt, tucked into black leather jeans, with black five-inch stiletto ankle boots and a black leather jacket emblazoned with studs around the polar, down the arms and across the back. Her hair was loose and wild, while her makeup highlighted her bee-stung lips in an iridescent ruby red.

“It’s not too late to pull out,” I said.

“I understand you’ve invited another college girl too,” Serena said.

“She’s with William,” I said.

“Doesn’t appear like they are too close,” Serena said, stepping into the car.

Cheryl wasn’t moving. Serena took the vacant middle seat next to her. I joined William in the back. The girls started chatting away about college and the usual stuff. Until Serena looked up.

“Hey Levi, I thought I recognised the back of that head,” Serena said.

“Hey Serena, how have you been?” Levi asked.

“Fantastic, although I miss my favourite ex-regular,” Serena replied.

“That was only during the competition season,” Levi said.

Grace glanced across at Levi with disdain.

“Does this mean Serena has handled your junk?” Grace asked.

Things remained a little frosty on the ninety-minute trip. Especially up front. But Cheryl and Serena chatted non-stop, and William quietly detailed what he planned to do to Cheryl. Levi ended up explaining and re-explaining his relationship with Serena. Until Grace decided she’d made him squirm enough and dropped it. Cheryl quizzed Serena about Levi’s and my junk. How it handled. How responsive it was. Serena played along but didn’t break any confidences.

Pulling up at the swingers club reminded me of the pole dancing studio. Hidden away in an industrial area, the opulence of the place didn’t become obvious until you entered. Then it was all maroon and gold, with suede lounges and shag pile carpet. I’d stepped onto the set of a seventies’ porn movie. They tightly controlled the check-in process, with photo identification having to be shown along with proof of entry emails. Knowing that not anybody could lurk inside improved my mindset.

“Well, here goes. Forgive me for whatever is about to happen,” I said.

“It won’t be as bad as you imagine,” Serena said.

“How would you know? Oh, let me guess,” I said, sarcastically.

“Of course, I’ve been before,” Serena said.

I stared at Serena, waiting for the punch line.

“It’s your Sexy Bucket List, not mine,” Serena said.

“Well, I’d be grateful if you stayed by my side. At least for a while,” I said.

“I’m here for you. I’ll take your lead,” Serena said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I’m thinking ahead. What if you receive an offer too good to refuse?” Serena replied.

“That … would be any offer,” I said, suddenly realising the gravity of the situation.

“Oh shit, I forgot about that stupid rule,” I added.

“Don’t worry, I’ll keep myself busy until you return,” Serena said.

“Should we have a safe word?” I asked.

“How about spaghetti?” Serena suggested.

“Agreed,” I said.

Serena led me to the bar, where I ordered two double shots of whisky. After sculling both, I ordered a whisky and cola, and a white wine for Serena. Too scared to check out the crowd, I scanned the mirrors behind the bar to observe the action. A maroon floral paisley carpet covered the floor, while massive maroon suede lounges covered the room. There must have been a dozen of them, evenly spaced and teaming with naked folk. There were guys with girls, girls with girls, guys with multiple girls and every other combination possible strewn across the room. With drinks in hand, Serena led me to a vacant corner.

I held Serena’s hand tightly, almost stopping the blood flow. I was out of my comfort zone, much like the Coyote after the Roadrunner left him scrambling above the Grand Canyon. My heart raced, partly because of Serena, and partly out of fear. This was unfamiliar territory for me, and one I didn’t know how to navigate.

“Stay close to me. It’ll be over soon enough,” Serena said.

“I’m sorry to have dragged you into this,” I said.

“Don’t be silly. This is a side of you I never knew existed,” Serena said.

“Not one of my proudest moments,” I said.

Cheryl positioned herself between William and me. I was concerned she had a devil’s threesome in mind. Not something I wanted to contemplate.

“How do the rules work?” Cheryl asked.

I ran through the four-hour rule and the housemate off-limits rule.

“Brilliant. I want you in a private room for thirty-minutes,” Cheryl said.

“We agreed the housemates were off limits,” I said.

“I’m not a housemate. Hence, I am not off-limits,” Cheryl said, grabbing my hand and placing it on her chest.

“Can you feel my beating heart?” Cheryl added.

“Cheryl’s hungry for spaghetti,” I said, turning to Serena.

“I know my way around. Follow me,” Serena said.

Serena planted herself under my arm while Cheryl wrapped her arm around my waist. Walking diagonally across the room, Serena took us into a room behind a large, black door. ‘Private’ appeared boldly emblazoned across the door. Walking inside, the room was best described as intimate. Darker than the main room, I could make out two beds and two chairs, mostly filled with couples making out or doing more.

“How’s this room?” Serena asked.

“Perfect for what I have in mind,” Cheryl replied.

Serena pushed me down onto one chair and straddled me. Her hair covered my face, blocking any view of Cheryl or anyone else in the room. Noises coming from around us ranged from high-pitched chipmunk chirps, to throaty guttural growls, to porn star worthy orgasms. Quite the unique audio cacophony.

Serena surprised me by kissing me deeply. Her tongue tasted sweeter than anything I’d savoured before. She was passionate while playful. Encouraging me to take part fully. After around fifteen minutes, Serena sat up. Noticing Cheryl had left the room, she turned and sat in my lap.

“Thanks for helping me out,” I said.

“I did nothing I didn’t want to,” Serena said.

“Then let me thank you properly,” I said.

“I don’t want our first time to be in public at a swingers club,” Serena said.

“Sorry, what was I thinking?” I said.

“The same as me. We simply differ on place and time,” Serena said.

Serena sat perched on my lap for most of the night. Cheryl returned twice, but each time she did, we got hot and heavy again. Eventually, after two hours, Cheryl headed off and hooked up with someone else. She never made it back to the van, but William ensured me she had arranged alternate travel plans.

Grace and Levi proved to be quite the popular couple. Taking a leaf out of Serena’s book, Levi stuck by Grace’s side for the duration. We saw them chatting to a young couple. The young guy took a fancy to Levi, while his girlfriend preferred interacting with Grace. While Levi knocked back all offers, Grace ended up in a private room with the bisexual girlfriend for half an hour. An offer Grace could not decline, according to Levi.

Driving the ninety minutes back to Long Beach, everyone was quieter. Levi’s hand never left Grace’s thigh, while Serena and I shared the back seat. William cast a lonely figure, sitting in the middle row.

“I don’t understand why you guys have trouble finding the clitoris,” Grace said.

“You mean you went down on that chick?” William asked.

“I never said that,” Grace replied.

“I suggest what happens on the challenges stays on the challenges,” I said.

“I’m not sure I want to forget that experience,” Grace said.

“I meant by the rest of us,” I said.

“What’s on for next week?” Serena asked.

“BDSM club, strip-tease, and a few private moments,” Grace replied.

“Keep me updated. I may want to witness more,” Serena said.

I walked Serena to her door, ensuring she made it safely inside.

“Thanks for coming to my rescue,” I said.

“Don’t worry. I had ulterior motives,” Serena said.

I leaned forward and kissed Serena gently. Things spiralled quickly until the car horn sounded.

“Thanks for a wonderful night,” Serena said.

Once back home, Grace and I sent through our Zoom masturbation videos. With the first week down, we all secured a perfect score. Although each of our experiences turned out to be distinctly different. It was time to move on to the second week of the Sexy Bucket List Challenge. And that would start with planning for five more activities.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


“REMIND ME WHAT you lunatics are doing this week?” Levi asked over Sunday dinner.

“First is open stage night at the strip-tease club. Second is to wear a sex toy around the office for a day. Third is to have sex on the boss’s desk. Fourth is to attend a BDSM club and be spanked. Fifth is sex outdoors,” Grace replied.

“I’ll help you with three, four and five,” Levi said.

“Unless you are too busy,” Grace said.

“I’m assuming it’s heterosexual sex, is it?” Levi asked.

“Not specified,” Grace replied with a cheeky smile.

“The strip-club down the road has an open pole session on a Monday night,” I said.

“We’re booked in as Goddess Grace, Adonis Aaron and Little Willy,” Grace said.

William threw Grace a death stare.

“Cool. What else do we need to book?” I asked.

“We should probably book into the BDSM club,” Grace replied.

“There’s one near work,” William said.

“Pole dancing nearby is one thing. A BDSM club is quite another,” I said.

“It might be nice to have a solid separation from your mistress,” Grace said.

“I suppose I don’t want to bump into her at the local corner store,” William said.

“No, that could be embarrassing,” I agreed.

Meanwhile, Grace tapped away on her laptop.

“I’ve booked us into Threshold in North Los Angeles on Saturday night,” Grace said.

“That sounds much better,” I said.

“Are you taking Serena and Levi?” William asked.

“Yes, watching me be humiliated is on Levi’s personal bucket list,” Grace replied.

“I’ll message Serena and confirm. But I guess she’s a yes,” I said.

“What about Cheryl, William?” Grace asked.

“She’s a hard no, I’m afraid,” William replied.

William confided in me he’d chased up Cheryl, but she ended up blocking him from her phone and email. Not a positive sign for a future relationship.

Monday morning, everyone was out the door by 5:00 am, ready for another exciting day of rocket science.

“Do you mind driving today?” Grace asked me.

“Sure, is something wrong?” I replied.

“Nothing. Nothing at all,” Grace said grinning.

“What are you watching on your phone?” I asked.

“A new app,” Grace replied.

“You’re awfully happy for a Monday morning, Grace,” I said.

“Especially, as Levi didn’t stay the night,” William added.

“Let’s just say I’ve got a light buzz on,” Grace said, giggling like a schoolgirl.

I glanced at William, unable to place the reference. He shrugged his shoulders.

“I’m knocking over an item on the Sexy Bucket List Challenge today,” Grace said.

As I drove to Hawthorne, Grace explained she’d purchased an item to make her day go by more pleasantly. Remote-controlled five-function vibrating panties were her sex toy of choice. Enhanced by a remote-controlled bullet vibrator in the crotch, the panties provided levels of excitement for any taste. And Grace was determined to find her sweet spot before we arrived at work. She played with the settings on an app before William snatched the phone from her.

“Oh shit, stop,” Grace screamed, as William played with the settings.

“Say please,” William said.

“I won’t say please. Give it back, now,” Grace said.

“I expected you may say that,” William said, changing settings willy-nilly.

“Oh, fuck. Stop that, please,” Grace said.

“Or what?” William asked.

“Levi will pummel you,” Grace replied.

“I was just having some fun,” William said.

“Show me which button you just pushed,” Grace said, laying back suddenly quiet.

By the time William had shown Grace how to generate maximum pleasure from the sex toy, we’d arrived at work for a new week. With Grace having a light buzz on, I struggled to meet her eye all day. It was what I knew that no-one else did that made the day challenging. But by the end of the day, Grace got to tick off another item.

After a fourteen-hour day, I was in no mood for a performance at the strip club. But I was no quitter, and unwilling to let Grace jump two activities ahead in the challenge.

“On second thoughts, perhaps a strip-tease somewhere a little further from home would have been better,” I said, after conversing with both of our neighbours on the way to the bar.

“The local corner shop is a wonderful mixer. Not that you’d know,” Grace said.

“Think positively. This won’t be the most embarrassing thing you’ll do this week,” I said.

After sculling two double whiskies, I followed Grace backstage to prepare for our stage debuts. Without a volunteer to go first, it came down to rock paper scissors to determine order. Grace lost, meaning she went first. I was on second, while William pulled the headliner slot. Dressed and ready for action, the time to perform had arrived.

Grace walked out on stage wearing a skin-tight, one-piece cheerleader outfit. Powder blue and with a zip up the front, it had a white belt. A canary yellow bikini top poked out from underneath, drawing attention to her highest rated assets. A pair of white, four-inch stiletto knee-length boots completed the outfit perfectly. With blown out hair and super-slutty makeup, she even grabbed my attention.

The single main stage contained two poles, around ten feet apart. As Grace hit the stage, a rendition of ‘Leave Your Hat On’ blasted from the massive speakers overhead. With confidence gained from the pole dancing session, Grace worked the small crowd up into a frenzy before showing off her thigh strength with a series of moves Nancy had taught her. A strong round of applause followed the performance, while daggers from the girl on the second pole put the cherry on top, signalling a successful debut.

“That was awesome,” Grace said, as she threw her pom-poms into the corner.

I took to the stage as ‘I Touch Myself’ rang out from above my head. I knew following Grace would be challenging, even dressed head to toe in a sexy fireman outfit. My routine started with me sliding down the fire pole before I handed a toy kitten to a girl in the audience. The girl took the initiative and removed my fireman’s jacket. Then I removed the breaches. As a crowd of girls and guys whistled and cheered, I headed back up the pole before sliding down in my penultimate state. Naked except for a fireman’s hat hiding my junk. The crowd went berserk.

Unfortunately for William, ‘I Know What Boys Like’ played as he stepped on stage. I’m not sure if that ruined his mojo, or if he simply froze in terror. But soon enough he had no-one watching him, dressed only in speedos and with a bow tie. He finished his routine, never one to give up. But all the applause was for the buxom wench on the other pole. Who dressed as a Playboy bunny and had the crowd eating out of her hands throughout.

We headed to meet Levi by the bar. One of the other contestants, who obviously decided he must be available, had bailed him up.

“You were wonderful, darling,” Levi said, leaning forward to kiss Grace.

“I got offered a regular gig,” Grace said.

“Me, too,” I said.

“Once is enough for me,” William said.

Levi never responded to Grace’s comment.


CHAPTER NINE


“I CAN’T BELIEVE what a blast that strip tease was last night,” Grace said.

“Yep, never did I imagine I’d receive that kind of response,” I said.

“Perhaps you should change professions?” Grace suggested.

“I’ll stick to rocket science, thank you,” I replied.

Unnervingly, William was sitting quietly in the back of the van. Deathly silent, and with a disturbing expression on his face. In all the time I’d known William, he’d never been quiet for over five minutes. Even when he slept, he snored loudly all night. I knew he’d been unhappy about his response at the strip tease open-night. But it seemed more than that. He wasn’t sad. He was simply quiet. And that worried me.

“Is William playing music?” Grace asked.

“Perhaps he’s watching porn,” I replied.

“Not in my car,” Grace said.

“You wouldn’t want to know what he does in my house,” I said.

I picked up a chamois from under the dash and threw it at William. It clipped his ear on the way past.

“What was that for?” William asked.

“For ignoring us,” Grace replied.

“What did you ask me?” William said.

“Why are you quiet this morning?” Grace asked.

“I’m just chilling out,” William replied.

“Since when have you ever chilled out?” Grace asked.

“We know you’re up to something,” I interjected.

“I’m knocking another item off my list,” William replied.

“Which one?” I asked.

“The sex toy,” William replied.

“Don’t you make a mess in my car,” Grace said.

“What did you go for?” I asked.

“A cock ring. I’m not gay, you know,” William replied.

“You can only use them for thirty minutes at a time. So Levi told me,” Grace said.

I glanced across at Grace, amazed how she knew that fact.

“What Levi and I undertake in the privacy…” Grace said.

“… of my house,” I said.

William informed us he’d purchased a vibrating cock ring. He’d put it on before leaving the house and obviously had a serious boner.

“Men’s Health says thirty minutes in one go, else you’ll risk permanent damage,” I said.

“Where does it say that?” William asked, grabbing my phone from me.

William’s face turned pale instantly.

“Shit, stop the car. I gotta remove this,” William said.

Grace carefully pulled to the kerbside.

With William back to square one, the discussion turned to the remaining items on the weekly challenge list on the drive home.

“I gotta lead on the sex doll challenge,” Grace said.

“Those things are like ten thousand dollars,” I said.

“I bought a pocket pussy,” William said.

“Probably the closest thing you’ll find to a girlfriend in the next few years. But it doesn’t meet the criteria for the challenge,” Grace said.

“How about a blow-up doll?” William asked.

“No better, I’m afraid,” I replied.

“Bloody stupid rules,” William said.

“What’s your brilliant idea, Grace?” I asked.

“A buddy of mine from university, Walter, works for Sinthetics,” Grace replied.

“Isn’t he the robotics genius?” I asked.

“Fucking a robot expert doesn’t count,” William interjected.

Grace turned and gave William an evil stare.

“That’s the one. He provides robotics for sex dolls,” Grace replied.

“How does that solve our problem?” I asked.

“Sinthetics have developed a next generation range of dolls. And they’re ready for testing,” Grace replied.

“Well, I am a test engineer. They’d kill to have me on board,” William said.

“I’m in,” I said.

“And me,” William said.

“How convenient? Because I told him we’d meet him at the factory, in fifteen minutes,” Grace said.

“Now Google says we’re here,” Grace said fifteen minutes later.

“And I thought the pole dancing place was creepy,” William said.

“It was,” I said.

“I’ve messaged him, and he’s ready for us,” Grace said.

“I’ve checked out the website and shortlisted three favourites,” William said.

“Let me see that,” I said, grabbing William’s phone.

As I flipped through the shortlisted photos, something stood out.

“Funny, they all resemble Grace,” I said.

“Hilarious, Aaron. But I’m not biting,” Grace said.

“It might be the dolls William picked out, or it could be the entire range,” I said.

“Leave me out of your fantasies, you pervert,” Grace said.

“Anyway, we can’t choose,” Grace said.

“Because we’re the testers. The lowest rung on the food chain,” I said, prompting William to punch my shoulder with unexpected force.

Walter met us in the car park and led us into the test lab. After introducing us to the product range and the new product development program, he gave William and I the choice of two dolls.

“I’ll take the elf girl, Willow,” William said.

He wasn’t joking about her appearance. While extremely attractive, she had pointed ears and large, round eyes. She was part of the fantasy range, designed specifically for the strong South Korean market.

That left me with Yoriko, a 5ft 2in Japanese girl in a maid’s outfit, long knee socks and black patent Mary Jane platform shoes. They tied her hair up in two cute buns. And the maid’s outfit was satin based with lace highlights. I’d spotted someone like her at the Comicon Convention the year prior. Grace had but one choice, Gabriel. A blonde-haired, tanned and toned surfer, Gabriel featured a perfectly sculptured six-pack and smooth, hairless muscular body. Grace’s eyes instantly tracked towards Gabriel’s speedos, which appeared worthy of a Michelangelo statue.

Embarrassment set in as I closed the test booth curtain to share some alone time with Yoriko. But it was on the list and William wouldn’t beat me at this, or any other, activity. With dimmed lights, and squeals of delight coming from Grace and William’s test booths, my mind flashed back to college. Back where shared dorm rooms had thin walls at the best of times. Something I still struggled with in a house I owned. Yoriko felt amazingly real. Her skin was warm and soft and her face gorgeous from any angle. After undressing her, I did the deed and cleaned myself up less than fifteen minutes later.

Grace surfaced from her test booth an hour later. Knowing her climax sound very well, I reckoned she’d orgasmed at least twice. She raved about the penis and how it grew as she stimulated it. I must admit the robotics interested me more than the sexual activity. I wondered how Yoriko’s breasts heaved faster when I was close to orgasm and how Gabriel’s cock grew and shrunk again, when Grace had climaxed. Finally, after around ninety minutes, Walter shutdown power to William’s test booth. He continued for five minutes before pulling back the curtain.

“I can now cross off sex with a doll and sex with an elf from my bucket list,” William said.

“You forgot sex with a female,” Grace said.

After a quick survey session, Walter thanked us for our involvement, and we headed home. On the way out the door, every female doll, regardless of race or hair colour, reminded me of Grace. I’d never view her in the same way again.


CHAPTER TEN


“STOP STARING AT me. You’re freaking me out,” Grace said over Saturday night dinner.

“For the hundredth time, I’m not secretly in love with you,” William said.

“Then why do you hate Levi?” Grace asked.

“Because he’s a tosser,” William replied.

“And why don’t you have a girlfriend?” Grace asked.

“I think Walter may be the one who fancies you. Every one of those sex dolls reminded me of you,” I interjected.

“I’m not the only one who noticed,” William replied.

“We got an hour until we need to leave. Don’t you guys need to dress for tonight?” I asked.

“I don’t want to wear anything that turns him on,” Grace replied, glancing at William with disdain.

“Then dress as you normally do,” William said.

“Remember, again we are off-limits to each other at the club,” Grace said.

We all headed in separate directions to prepare.

“Leave the front seat for Levi,” Grace said.

William threw Grace a dirty look before climbing into the back seat. First stop was Levi’s house. Around ten minutes from home, he lived atop a high-rise.

“I imagined you’d dress up for the occasion,” Levi said, as he sat in the front passenger seat.

“I can drop you off again,” Grace said.

“What a gorgeous blouse. Is it new?” Levi asked.

“Good boyfriend,” Grace replied.

Serena was next on the list for pick up. I’d messaged her from the house but headed to the door to greet her when we pulled up out front. My mind wandered to imagining her dressed as a BDSM mistress. Ridiculous, I know. But it planted a broad smile across my face.

When Serena answered the door, my pants tightened instantly. With dark and dramatic makeup and her hair pulled back, she looked stunning. Serena had paired a tiny black leather off-the-shoulder peasant top, cropped to show three inches of stomach, with a black leather pleated mini-skirt. A pair of black, six-inch platform stiletto, over-the-knee leather boots completed the outfit perfectly. While I tried to speak, all I could do was stand and stare.

“Do you like my outfit?” Serena asked.

I stared lustfully as Serena closed the apartment door.

“I’ll take that as two thumbs up,” Serena said.

Serena clasped my hand and led me down to the car. Her short dress bounced with each step she took, revealing satin and lace panties.

By the time we’d reached the car, I’d sort of regained composure. Enough to hold her hand and help her into the car, anyway.

“There’s more legroom in the back,” William said, as Serena entered the car.

“I think you’ve got more than enough fodder for the spank bank,” Serena said with a smile.

I didn’t let go of Serena’s hand the whole ninety-minute trip.

“Apart from the club, what’s left on this week’s list?” Serena asked.

“Sex toy at work and sex in a public place,” I replied.

“Doesn’t the week conclude tomorrow night?” Serena asked.

“I gave the boys an extra day for the sex toy challenge,” Grace replied.

“I’ll need to take you shopping tomorrow, Aaron,” Serena said.

Nerves built as we approached Los Angeles.

“Perhaps we can knock over two activities tonight?” Serena suggested.

My mind headed into options for public space sex.

“You have arrived at your destination,” Siri said.

“This is not what I expected to find in a back alley in North Hollywood,” I said.

“Do you think the car will be safe, Grace?” Levi asked.

“There’s a T sign over there. Perhaps you can recharge while we’re here,” William replied.

“That T stands for Threshold Society, not Tesla,” Grace said.

Expecting little from the outside of the building, I couldn’t have been more surprised when I walked into reception.

“We’re not in Kansas anymore,” William said.

A lady dressed in shiny black latex greeted us. She wore a cat woman mask and crazy high-heeled boots with laces up the front.

“Welcome to Threshold Society. You can call me Sin,” the lady said in a sexy, but friendly, voice.

“Hello Sin, we are a party of three, booked under Grace Maine,” Grace said.

“Yes, we’ve been expecting you,” Sin said.

“We’re first timers,” William said.

“We all were at one time,” Sin said.

“May I offer you a champagne, or possibly a saucer of milk?” Sin asked.

Even dungeon mistresses had senses of humour. At least that’s what I hoped.

“Champagne would be awesome,” Grace replied.

“Please take a seat,” Sin said.

The reception area struck me as unlike anything I’d ever seen before. Polished concrete floors reflected light from two overhead chandeliers. Prefabricated wooden walls shone with a deep, almost blood-red gloss paint. Dark brown leather lounges and chairs provided enough room for all of us to sit. A massive papier-mâché devil’s mask adorned the wall directly opposite the door. And a small corner fire and run of metal lockers completed the decoration.

With champagnes in hand, Sin introduced us to the rules of the house. They aimed everything at pushing boundaries, but not creating permanent scars. They clarified we must submit, and that ‘Yes, Mistress’ was the only acceptable answer. Each of us would have separate experiences, William’s alone, but Grace’s and mine involved what they called a third party. That meant Serena could join me in the room and selectively take part in the adventure. Fully informed, the three of us stripped down to nothing and placed our clothes in lockers.

Grace was the first to meet her fate. Mistress Delilah wore a black latex sleeveless one-piece body suit. Matching gloves were tightly laced up her arms. Stay up black fishnet stockings and black five-inch stiletto lace up ankle boots completed the outfit. She sashayed up to Grace and ordered her to stand. After checking the feel of her butt cheeks and breasts, Mistress Delilah placed a choker around Grace’s neck, attached a leash, and led her to a private room. Just as she opened the door, a loud scream echoed from the other side of the facility.

William was the second of us to meet their handler. Mistress Peg dressed in a tight black latex dress with a chrome zipper emblazoned up the front. With a whip in one hand, Mistress Peg wore a pair of black six-inch platform calf-length boots, with laces up the front. She wore no stockings or gloves, rather opting for an oversized pearl necklace and librarian glasses. Ruby red lipstick glistened from a pale face, framed by a lustrous amber mane. Mistress Peg placed a strap around William’s torso and legs before securing his hands and arms. She whipped his arse as she pushed him towards a private room.

My vulnerability level hit eleven when Mistress Scarlet arrived. Dressed in a red satin bra and panties, with red fishnet stockings and red six-inch stiletto lace up ankle boots, her hair blended in perfectly with her clothing. Mistress Scarlett carried a series of red silk scarves in one hand, which she used to bind my hands together before moving to my feet. Unable to move more than an inch forward at a time, Mistress Scarlett teased my nipples before heading south and stimulating me to semi-hard. She then moved me towards the private room using the convenient handle she’d created.

“What fantasy would you like to fulfil tonight?” Miss Scarlett asked.

“I’m open. No pre-conceived ideas,” I replied.

“What would you like to achieve tonight?” Miss Scarlett asked Serena.

“Well, I have one favour,” Serena replied.

As Miss Scarlett conversed in private with Serena, I scanned the room. The floor had a checkerboard pattern painted across the polished concrete. The predominantly brick walls reflected the deepest of purple paint. A series of metal columns stood around six feet apart, each fitted with large rings for attachment. Another attachment device sat overhead, while a leather bench, leather bound throne, iron maiden and pommel horse sat against the walls. Lighting was minimal, a distinction to the chandelier-lit reception.

“You are in for the time of your life,” Miss Scarlett said upon her return.

I glanced across at Serena, who casually smiled and crossed her legs.

“Bend down and put your hands on the pommel horse,” Miss Scarlett said.

“Yes, mistress,” I said.

“I hear you’ve been a naughty boy. Is that correct?” Mistress Scarlett asked.

“Yes, mistress,” I replied, adapting to the gameplay.

Mistress Scarlett gently whipped my arse before running the whip up my back and back down again. Starting slowly, Miss Scarlett focused on humiliating me, rather than inflicting physical pain. I complied with all her requests and eventually came to appreciate being dominated.

“Now, you’ve handled yourself well. And I have a special reward for you. Does that sound good?” Miss Scarlett asked.

“Yes, mistress,” I replied.

Miss Scarlett walked across the room, her heels breaking the silence with each slow and steady step. She opened a cupboard and pulled out a red scarf and something else. Turning back, I noticed she was buckling on a strap-on.

Surely this was a test. I was a first-timer. There was no way she was gonna sodomise me with a piece of silicon. Was she? In a panic, I turned to Serena. She licked her lips before uncrossing and recrossing her legs, flashing more than a glimpse of satin and lace panties, as she did. I watched Miss Scarlett sidle across the floor, her strap on wiggling from side to side with every step.

“Do you know what this is?” Mistress Scarlett asked.

“Yes, mistress,” I replied.

Once she stood behind me, Mistress Scarlett reached down and tied a silk scarf around my head, depriving me of all vision. This is a test. The strap-on pushed against my back as Miss Scarlett checked on the blindfold. This is a test. A coldness touched my back and moved down over my arse. It sounded like a bottle of lube and felt cold enough. This must be a test.

“Brace yourself for one of life’s greatest pleasures,” Miss Scarlett said.

“Are you sure we need to do this?” I said, immediately knowing I’d overstepped the boundary.

“What did you say?” Miss Scarlett asked.

“Yes, mistress,” I replied.

“Better,” Miss Scarlett said.

A fingernail slid down my back. Not hard enough to draw blood. But hard enough for me to notice. As the finger moved across my arse, it turned and slipped straight up, past the knuckle and inside me. Foreign, but not painful, I regained composure and relaxed, prompting Miss Scarlett to stimulate my prostate. Instantly, I wanted to piss, before a flood of endorphins surged through me, providing an instant pleasure burst.

“Do you want more?” Miss Scarlett asked.

“Yes, mistress,” I replied.

Something larger pressed against my sphincter and forced its way inside. It hurt a little going in. I worried it would cause an injury. But I quickly settled, as my arse obliged and made way for the object. Once inside me, the object quickly slid forward, before slowly retreating, driving deeper and deeper with each stroke, until I felt a pelvis crash into my butt cheeks.

My cock stiffened as the strap-on drove deep, filling me with excitement each time it touched the sweet spot. My mind wandered towards Serena, dressed in the dominatrix outfit, the toy strapped on, driving me towards climax.

“Do you want more?” Miss Scarlett asked, interrupting my naughty fantasies.

“Yes please, mistress,” I replied instantly, before feeling her withdraw the strap-on completely.

This time, I was being truthful. The stimulation was incredible.

I took a deep breath as the strap-on re-entered my arse. Only this time, it seemed more flexible and adjusted fluidly to every contour. It fitted every inch of my arse perfectly, all at once. Touching places it hadn’t previously.

“Do you want more?” Miss Scarlett asked, throwing her voice against a rear wall.

“Yes please, mistress,” I replied.

A hand reached around from behind, massaging my cock as the strap-on pressed ever deeper inside me. The dual excitement had me in ecstasy within seconds. I squirmed my body to make the most of both stimulations. Feeling feint from lack of blood flow, I held on for dear life as my legs shook. It took every ounce of energy I had to keep myself standing and drive maximum pleasure from the actions of the mistress. The mistress even breathed heavily as I approached climax.

“Oh, shit. That’s amazing,” I screamed.

As gallons of my nectar hit the pommel horse, a warm glow radiated from deep within my arse.

“Did you enjoy that?” Miss Scarlett asked.

“That was insane,” I replied.

Stiletto footsteps moved towards me.

“Then you’d better thank your girlfriend,” Miss Scarlett said.

As the scarf moved from blocking my eyes, I saw Serena standing beside me, her five-inch semi-flaccid cock dripping with come.

“I told you we’d knock over more than one activity tonight,” Serena said.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


“THANKS FOR SUPPORTING me, lover,” Grace said.

“It was all about you tonight,” Levi said.

“Well, you are in for a solid reward when we arrive home,” Grace said.

“Your beautiful smile is the only reward I need,” Levi said.

“You are awfully quiet, Aaron,” Grace said.

“No, I’m all good,” I said.

“Perhaps he’s finally worked out he’s gay,” William said.

“Not everyone had the same experience as you,” Grace said.

Levi must have kissed Grace a half dozen times on the way to the car. They hardly took their hands off each other. And once in the car, Levi’s hand sat on Grace’s thigh for the entire ninety-minute drive. Love was in the air. At least in the front seats.

“Are you gonna speak to me?” Serena asked.

“I’m just a little shocked,” I replied.

Serena placed her hand on mine. I didn’t respond. It felt wrong, but humiliation enveloped me. I stared straight ahead and didn’t avert my gaze until we hit Long Beach. Meanwhile, William sat in the back seat, eyes transfixed on his phone. I kept hearing his fingers tap away at the keyboard before sighing. I wasn’t sure what he was searching for, but he seemed extremely eager to find it. The ninety-minute trip dragged.

“Where to?” Grace asked.

“Serena’s apartment and then home,” I replied.

Serena turned her head away from me and peered out the side window until Grace pulled up.

“Don’t take too long,” Grace said.

“If you’re longer than fifteen minutes, then you’re walking,” Levi said, leaning in to kiss Grace.

I opened the door, then followed Serena along the path and up the stairs to her apartment. Her floral fragrance wandered playfully across my body. After reaching her front door, she turned.

“Good night, Aaron,” Serena said.

“Good night,” I said.

“I hope you recover from tonight, eventually,” Serena said.

“Thanks for coming along,” I said.

Serena stood waiting in the open doorway. I turned and walked away.

“That was quick. I assumed you’d stay the night,” William said.

“I need time to think,” I said.

“I don’t know what she did wrong, but if you’re no longer a couple…” William said.

“… shut it, William,” Grace said.

William scampered inside the second the car pulled up. I shuddered to think about what he was about to do. But I’d hear the impact soon enough.

“I’ll meet you inside, lover,” Grace said to Levi.

“I’ll make the hot chocolates,” Levi said.

“Okay, spill your guts,” Grace said.

“I’d rather not,” I said.

“Then I will. I got fucked by a hot red-head wearing a double-sided dildo tonight. While my boyfriend watched,” Grace said.

“You did what?” I asked.

“You heard me,” Grace replied.

I waited for the punch line, but none was forthcoming.

“It was fucking amazing. We’re already planning a threesome,” Grace said.

“And what does Levi think?” I asked.

“He saw it made me happy. And he jerked off while I did it. It was a win-win,” Grace replied.

I sat frozen in the seat.

“We took on this challenge to step outside our conservative, self-imposed boundaries,” Grace added.

“I sure did that,” I said.

“What happened? Did Serena fuck you up the arse or something?” Grace asked.

I turned to Grace, who smiled knowingly.

“You knew,” I replied.

“Of course. They told me when we booked into Studio O,” Grace said.

“Then why didn’t you tell me?” I asked.

“Because it wasn’t my secret to tell,” Grace replied.

I sat, confused. Thoughts of shame and embarrassment ran through my mind.

“Did you enjoy it?” Grace asked.

I glanced up at Grace and tried to hide my smile.

“Then what’s your problem? Take my car and drive back over there, before it’s too late,” Grace said.

“I don’t think I’d be welcome,” I said.

“Then show her you are sorry. Give it a go. What’s the worst that could happen?” Grace said.

After briefly stopping for some essentials, I knocked on the front door of Serena’s apartment. Standing in front of me was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. She dressed in a black latex mini-skirt, sleeveless and with a massive chrome zipper emblazoned up the front. Cinched in at the waist by a belt, it made sure it hugged every curve. A pair of black five-inch stiletto over-the-knee boots completed the outfit perfectly. Blood flooded away from my brain, leaving me lightheaded.

“What took you so long?” Serena asked.

“I stopped for some sorry treats,” I replied.

“Well, I didn’t think you were coming back. I got ready for bed,” Serena said.

“I can see that,” I said.

“Can you ever forgive me?” I asked.

“Let me check out the peace offering,” Serena replied, stepping forward to kiss me, and sliding her hand inside my pants.

If I wasn’t fully hard before her handy work, she got me there within seconds.

“You better know how to use that thing,” Serena said.


CHAPTER TWELVE


“I’M SORRY. IT’S just…” I said.

Serena stepped forward and kissed me with intent, forcing me to drop the flowers and chocolates before wrapping my arms around her curvaceous waist.

“I hoped you’d appreciate my bedroom wear.” Serena said.

Serena led me by the hand. But rather than heading into her apartment, she led me upstairs.

“Where are you taking me?” I asked.

“To my favourite public space,” Serena replied.

I found it impossible to take my eyes off Serena’s arse as it reflected the moonlight.

After heading up two flights of stairs, we arrived at a landing. While it appeared like a bar, with lounges and tables, it was completely dark except for the moonlight. The waves crashed on the beach a few hundred yards away, as Serena walked me past the seating area and over to a metal balustrade with wire fence. As we approached the rail, an incredible vista of the Long Beach port appeared. With a sky full of stars above, and the majestic waterfront in front of me, this was Serena’s happy place.

“What is this place?” I asked.

“A rooftop bar. But it closes at midnight,” Serena replied.

“Perfect for item four on the challenge,” I said.

“Now, give me your hand. We can take this as slowly as you like,” Serena said.

Serena steered my hand onto the bold zipper holding up her dress. I held the zipper pull between my thumb and index finger. Kissing my way from Serena’s neck and down her chest, I slid the zipper slowly, keeping it a few inches ahead of my lips. Once I reached her belt, I carefully slid the dress over Serena’s shoulders, releasing a stunning set of 36C breasts. Each breast was as perfect as the other, with large brown areoles and super-sensitive nipples fighting for my attention.

“Bottle fed, were you?” Serena asked.

As I playfully worked Serena’s nipples to high beam, she took the initiative, unbuttoning my shirt and throwing it to the ground. Serena’s hand moved down, releasing my belt with a single flick before sliding my zip down, dropping my pants to the floor.

“Someone’s sure happy to meet me,” Serena said.

Serena slid her hand inside my trunks, moving me to rock hard in an instant.

With my manhood raring to join the party, Serena broke our kiss and motioned to drop to her knees. I held her arm to stop her, kissing her more passionately and pushing her back against the railing.

“No need to rush. Let’s both enjoy the view,” I said.

I unbuckled Serena’s belt before dropping it on the ground behind me.

“Are you ready for this?” Serena asked.

“Yes please, mistress,” I replied.

I slipped the zipper on the front of Serena’s dress down a few more inches, unveiling her pierced navel. A blue gemstone glistened in the moonlight as a rush of fragrance enveloped me. But the destination beckoned me, not the stop along the way. I still had hold of the zipper pull, lowering it further, over a less than subtle bulge, until it disconnected, dropping Serena’s dress to the ground.

Sliding my hand inside Serena’s panties, I stroked her five inches back to life. Serena took the initiative, placing her hand around both cocks before rubbing them firmly against one another. Shivers of pleasure shot up my spine as our kissing became ragged and messy. Serena unloaded first, but only by a second or two. She maintained her stroke until I’d fully climaxed, pulling me close and mixing our merged bounty.

“Turn around. Let me review what I’ve got to play with,” I said.

Serena turned, bent over, and clasped the balustrade.

“We might as well do this properly,” Serena said.

The challenge instantly built up my courage. I’d heard enough of them at school, college and almost daily since then. I dropped to my knees and prepared Serena’s arse for my rock-hard six-inches. Drizzling saliva on her rear entry, I did likewise on my cock head.

“Hold tight. Here comes the aeroplane,” I said, as I thrust my cock head deep inside Serena for the first time.

“Oh fuck, that feels amazing,” Serena said.

“I know what you mean,” I said.

Reaching around, I massaged Serena’s cock while thrusting deeper and deeper.

I upped the pace and depth of my thrusts while maintaining a steady stroke on Serena’s cock. Her legs quivered with excitement as I built up my speed. Deeper and deeper I thrust, until Serena chirped at the end of each stroke. Her arse fit like a glove, and I wanted to fill every inch.

“I’m gonna come,” Serena screamed.

“Not before me,” I moaned.

As I glanced up, the sun lifted above the horizon, lighting up the Queen Mary in the harbour. I pulled myself towards Serena, squeezing her to keep our connection for as long as possible. Finally, my cock popped out and my gift drizzled onto the ground.

“Now that’s more what I had in mind for the Sexy Bucket List Challenge,” I said.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT NIGHT, SERENA took me places I never knew existed. Places I’d never even dreamed of. But places I’d dream of forever after. And after successfully completing ten items from the Sexy Bucket List Challenge, new opportunities no longer scared me. They excited me. Serena ensured we kept the relationship equal. Taking followed every act of giving. After a couple of hours of making love in front of a brilliant sunrise, we retired to the privacy of Serena’s apartment. And the closeup view of Serena in the morning light more than made up for the stunning waterfront views.

Serena helped me cross off almost every item on the Sexy Bucket List prior to Christmas. Well, any items that included a partner. And she was there for my solo activities to offer moral support. Having an eager partner made the challenge a cinch. Eventually, it came down to a race to the line between Grace and me. We jostled for the lead, neck and neck, right until Christmas. But importantly, I completed the challenge an hour before Grace. Mainly because she was reticent to share anything with William until the very last moment.

William ended up in a distant third place. While he was willing enough, he lacked the compliant partner Grace to successfully execute. He even paid a professional girl to assist him with a couple of challenge items, but the cost to tick off a few of the hard core items was simply too steep. And he passed on those items. Meanwhile, Grace and I completed all twenty items. Twenty-one if you count the full Brazilian. And while I was first to finish the challenge, we called it a draw. Grace had never stipulated a time limit and neither of us cared who won. Our respective sexual awakening was reward enough.

I learned more about myself during those four weeks than I ever imagined possible. It seemed like I’d matured and gained a sexual confidence I never knew lay dormant. All while my sexual repertoire had expanded exponentially. Options abounded and I couldn’t wait to explore them all. But Serena would be the only beneficiary of my newfound curiosity and confidence. She continued to open my eyes to options I never dreamed possible.

Serena enjoyed educating me in the ways of the world. And we even ticked items off her Sexy Bucket List a couple of months later. While she’d started well ahead of me, I remained determined to catch up, so that we could share new experiences together. A natural teacher, Serena, enjoyed taking the lead. But I surprised her more than once, by leading the charge on a few items too. And the more time we spent together, the stronger my feelings for her got. Sure, she was beautiful, sexy, and playful. But she possessed maturity well beyond her years, and a wicked sense of humour that I simply adored.

Grace learned more about herself sexually than she expected. And Levi fully supported her journey of exploration. It seems what started as a curiosity, a taste for the fairer sex, quickly became something she regularly craved. While her relationship with Levi was tight, she continued to explore her feelings for other women in private. Once a month, Levi and Grace got a hall pass, allowing Grace to spend intimate times with one of the college girls who interned with us. But she returned to Levi, hungry to share what she’d discovered along the way.

My relationship with Serena blossomed into something quite unexpected. We spend all of our free time together, both in the bedroom and out and about. I ended up spending weekends at her apartment and weekdays at my place. Something that left William at a permanent loose end. Grace, William, and I continued to travel to and from work together. But William never let Grace suggest any future challenges. Although I never regretted agreeing to join Grace’s Sexy Bucket List Challenge. It brought me the best Christmas present ever. True love.
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Have you ever felt like being the responsible one is holding you back? What would happen if you just went with the flow?

Caleb Glover is living the dream. Songwriter and guitarist of indie-band Plastic Hippos, he tours up and down the USA with two of his best mates. Childhood friend Billy, a bassist and gifted sound engineer, and Dave, a talented drummer, make wonderful bandmates, both on stage and between gigs. Each has their quirks, but Caleb wouldn’t swap them for the world.

Prudence, Dave’s sister and lead singer of Plastic Hippos, is quite another thing altogether. As lyricist and front woman, Caleb can only admire what she brings to the band. But the off-stage cost is heavy. And it’s wearing Caleb down. Not only is she relentless in her pursuit of Caleb romantically, but she’s needy, and keeps him on a very short leash. Not helpful for Caleb’s love life, nor the creative evolution of the band.

So, when Billy drives the band through a severe storm into a tiny southern town, just to buy a new t-shirt, things start to unravel. Of all the places to breakdown, a town in the bible belt with seven churches and next to no accommodation, doesn’t seem like a great fit for a stranded van full of overly excitable indie musicians. Especially when the only place in town to eat, the local diner, looks like a scene from a fifties movie.

If you like romance stories with intrigue and heart, where ‘Almost Famous’ meets ‘The Crying Game’, then you’ll love “THE BREAKDOWN’. The latest story from indie-author, Yumi Cox.

Will Caleb successfully control his band mates’ antics, while repelling unwanted advances, or will a breakdown in a small town break the band, forever?


FAMILIAR FACE

[image: ]

Is it really possible for people to change? Or are we destined to follow our childhood path blindly into adulthood, and for the rest of our lives?

Lewis Ludwig is returning to his hometown of Staunton, Virginia, for the first time in ten years. Something he promised he’d never do. Since moving to New York City straight out of high school, this ex-football star, heartthrob and all-round bad-boy had worked hard to change his negative outlook on life, and most of his wicked ways. But no-one back in Staunton knows or cares about that.

So, when Lewis steps off the plane to join the wedding party for his best buddy, Gary’s wedding, he instantly feels the wrath for things done a lifetime ago. And no matter where he goes and who he meets, everyone seems to have bad memories of being on the wrong end of Lewis Ludwig’s bad deeds. Especially, the bride and fellow members of the wedding party.

But when Lewis spots Stacy, a fellow wedding party member and visitor to Staunton, he believes his luck may have changed. Stacy, is smart and sexy and, as she’s from out of town, won’t hold his bad boy history against him. Although she looks somewhat familiar, something he puts down to her modelling picture adorning his dorm room wall throughout college.

If you like wedding romances with heart, where people really can surprise you, like ‘Four Weddings and a Funeral’, then you’ll love ‘FAMILIAR FACE’. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Can Lewis make a positive first impression on his dream girl Stacy, or will his bad-boy reputation ruin his chances?


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

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

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

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

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

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


WE MET BY ACCIDENT
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Do you believe that a single decision can change the direction of your life?

Dane Henson is not a risk taker. Born and bred in middle America, the most courageous thing Dane ever did was move two hours north to Minneapolis to join a graduate program straight out of college. Young, handsome and the sort of guy everybody gets along with, Dane’s exterior hides a shyness and conservative nature that keeps him well and truly out of love’s way.

After starting work as a salesman for a clothing wholesaler, his days and weeks are spent on the road hustling fashion accessories to make a sale. And six months into his new career, Dane has learned to use his youthful exuberance and good looks to his advantage. Both his sales results, and his star, are definitely on the rise. But a big part of his success has come from a relationship forged with the flamboyant Stef Moon, buyer for the five hundred store ‘Christopher and Banks’ fashion chain.

Returning from his regular Friday afternoon call on Stef, Dane is excited to ring the sales bell, signalling another extraordinary sales performance. But the gods seem to have other ideas. A one-hour commute quickly becomes a ten-mile carpark with no end in sight. Dane has always relied on his GPS for navigating his new town, but now he must choose whether to take a risk and forge his own path or end up sitting in traffic for hours.

If you like transgender romance stories in the vein of ‘Sliding Doors’ where a single decision can change a life forever, then you’ll love ‘We Met By Accident’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

How will Dane’s decision to follow his instincts lead him to find the love of his love life in the most unexpected place?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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

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