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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“YOU GUYS LOOK so cute in these engagement photos,” Jessica said.

“I know, I still have to pinch myself,” Winnie said. “It’s like all my dreams are finally coming true.”

“That’s our dreams, babe,” Carl said. “It’s about both of us. Now and forever.”

Carl and Winnie had dated since high school. Although yet to graduate, Carl decided the time was right to seal the deal. He delivered a super romantic proposal, down on one knee, at sunset, at a restaurant overlooking Lake Michigan. Straight out of a romance novel, he’d even surprised me. As his best friend for the first three years of our Engineering degree, I never imagined he had this romantic side. But Winnie was the love of his life.

“What a happy surprise,” I said. “You two are perfect for each other.”

“Thanks, brother,” Carl said. “Now I gotta be the best wingman ever and find someone for you.”

“Perhaps, you already know her?” Winnie said glancing over at Jessica. “And you merely need a nudge in the right direction.”

I intentionally avoided eye contact with Jessica. Sorry Winnie, but Jessica hooking up with me, was never gonna happen. As best friends, there’d been plenty of opportunity for our relationship to mature into something further. But I’d always kept us in the friendship zone. Nothing more. Sure, she was attractive, and we got on well. But we lacked the sort of spark I saw between Carl and Winnie.

“How did Mumma Nguyen react to the news, Carl?” I asked.

“She’s over the moon,” Carl replied. “She’s loved Winnie from the first time I brought her home. Every Asian mother dreams her son will bring home an Asian girl with wonderful career prospects and a successful family.”

While we all attended Northwestern University, Carl and Winnie grew up in Los Angeles. Carl wanted to escape Korea Town and his parents’ watchful eye. Winnie followed Carl but studied Dentistry. Her parents enthusiastically supported her career choice and agreed to let her move halfway across the country.

“How about you, Jessica? Anyone take your fancy?” Winnie asked.

“I’ve got my eye on someone. But we’re not dating or anything at this stage,” Jessica replied.

“Well, any guy would have to be an idiot not to ask you out,” Winnie said staring at me.

I glanced over at Carl and gave him the ‘change the subject’ nod.

“Well, not long now ’til we‘ll be in Greece,” Carl said. “I don’t know about you guys, but I’m getting excited.”

“Well, we’d better get the itinerary finalised and start booking,” Jessica said. “All we’ve got at this stage is flights in and out.”

“How about we get together tomorrow morning and finalise the plan?” I suggested.

“We can meet at my place,” Jessica said. “How does 11:00 am sound?”

Everyone nodded. At least we agreed on something.

We’d been talking about Summer Break in Greece since freshman year. A university film club showing of Summer Lovers, the movie from the eighties, inspired us. We went along expecting to laugh our heads off at the lack of story and poor acting. But afterwards, we all agreed a Greece trip had to happen, and before graduation.

“Before we finalise the plan, has everyone got the funds?” Jessica asked.

“I’m all good,” Carl replied. “I got money put aside from my twenty-first. I’ll use some of that.”

“My Aunt wanted to give me something romantic for our engagement,” Winnie said softly squeezing Carl’s hand. “So, no problems on my front.”

“Well, I’ve got access to my trust fund now I’m twenty-one,” Jessica said. “I got more than enough for a little old trip to Greece.”

That left me. The only one without rich parents.

“I’ve been saving up my session playing money,” I said. “I’m still a grand short, but I’ve booked some gigs to raise the extra.”

“Are you in, Sam, or not?” Jessica asked.

“I’ll fund whatever shortfall Sam has,” Carl interjected. “He’s in.”

“Okay, I’ll need five thousand dollars from each of you placed in my bank account,” Jessica said. “Then I’ll finalise the transport and accommodation.”

The decisive moment had arrived. Previously, the trip had been a dream. Now, it became a plan. Sure, we’d booked some airfares to Athens, but they were wholly refundable. At the point of no return, financially speaking, now the hard decisions were needed.

“I’m happy to book the major transport and accommodation,” Jessica said. “I’ll setup a spreadsheet and add everything into it.”

“Can you put it on Google Docs?” Winnie asked.

“Already there,” Jessica replied. “I’ll post a link into the Facebook Group.”

“I’ll sort out the meals and entertainment,” I said. “If anything tickles your fancy, post a link in the Group. When everyone likes the post, then I’ll book it.”

“I’ll manage the budget and financial tracking,” Winnie said. “I’ll put a back end on Jessica’s itinerary.”

“What’s that leave for Carl?” I asked.

“I’ll help you get the money for the trip,” Carl replied. “I’ll book us an extra gig each week for the next month. That’ll give you enough money to go and have spending money.”

“Sounds like we’ve all got our hands full,” Jessica said.

“In preparation for tomorrow morning, glance through the itinerary and decide where we should spend time?” Jessica said.

“We’ve got four weeks, right?” I asked.

“Yep,” Jessica replied. “We’ll probably want to spend a week in each spot. Else we’re doing little more than travelling.”

“Well, I’m hanging out for the beaches during the day and the nightlife after dark,” Carl said.

“That leaves it wide open, brother,” I added. “Why do we need to leave the US for that?”

“Okay guys,” Jessica said. “Think about what else you want to see and post it in the Group overnight.”

As Carl and I walked back to the Engineering Building, I raised the critical issue with him, again.

“Dude, can you tell Winnie that Jessica and me ain’t happening?” I asked.

“What no Sam-sica. Hang on I prefer J-am?” Carl replied. “I keep telling her, brother. But she wants the four of us to be forever friends.”


CHAPTER TWO


SATURDAY MORNING, I arrived at Jessica’s about five minutes early.

“Hey Sam, you’re first to arrive,” Jessica said leaning forward to kiss me.

Jessica dressed to impress. Her long auburn hair was teased to within an inch of its life and her makeup was ready for a night out on the town. She wore a bright green leather miniskirt, white see-through silk top and green four-inch stiletto pumps. I turned to avoid the kiss.

“Are you heading out somewhere after this?” I asked.

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” Jessica answered with a smile. “I hoped you’d like this outfit.”

We adjourned to the dining table where Jessica had a pot of percolated coffee simmering away.

“Isn’t it wonderful to see our best friends get engaged?” Jessica asked.

“It caught me by surprise,” I replied. “Not the if, but the when.”

“Maybe Carl understands the best catches won’t hang around forever,” Jessica said.

“Can you believe we are finally committing to the Greek Odyssey?” Jessica continued. We’ve been talking about this for the past three years.”

“It’s certainly exciting,” I said. “After this semester, I’ll need to relax on a beach somewhere.”

“And what better place to have a relaxing Couples Getaway than in Greece?” Jessica said.

The ding-dong of the doorbell coincided with the end of Jessica’s statement. I didn’t get time to correct her.

“Sorry, we’re late,” Winnie said. “Carl decided to change shoes, three times.”

“But wasn’t it worth it, darling,” Carl replied before kissing his fiancé.

“Let’s see what’s changed overnight,” I said opening the Facebook Group. “Looks like we have well more than four suggestions.”

“Anyone disagree with limiting it to weekly stays?” Jessica asked.

Everyone agreed and we moved on quickly.

“So, we just need to reduce fifteen destinations to four,” I said.

“Winnie, what would be your top four?” I asked.

“Definitely Athens, Santorini, Nafplio and Corfu,” Winnie replied.

“Carl, pick two of Winnie’s and add three,” I asked.

“Athens and Santorini, babe.” Carl replied. “Then, I’d add Heraklion, Mykonos and Zakynthos.”

“Now Jess, pick four of Carl’s and add three,” I asked.

“Okay, Athens, Santorini, Heraklion and Mykonos to start,” Jessica replied. “Then, I’d add Hydra, Chios and Rhodes.

“I pick Athens, Santorini, Herakion, Mykonos and Hydra,” I said. “Then, I’ll add Chania, Naxos and Meteora.”

Jessica wrote the names of the places on a piece of paper each, before placing them on the table for all to see.

I opened the laptop and placed the spots on Google Maps.

“Let’s cull the outliers,” I said.

Everyone agreed with the approach. Off the table went Meteora.

“How’s this sound for a plan?” I asked. “Let’s start in Athens for a week and include a side trip to Hydra. Then, head to Mykonos for a week and include a side trip to Naxos. Then, head to Santorini for a week, before we finish up in Heraklion for a week with a side trip to Chania.”

I drew the journey on Google Maps. It seemed logical, almost engineered to plan. We included seven sought after places with minimal Ferry rides. We had agreement.

“So, we start in Athens for six days with a side trip to Hydra for one night,” Jessica said.

“Yes, and Plaka is the place to stay in Athens,” I added. “Right underneath the Acropolis.”

“And in Hydra we want to be in the Old Town,” Winnie added.

“Consider it done,” Jessica said.

“Next, we take the Ferry to Mykonos for six days with a side trip to Naxos for one night,” Jessica said. “How long’s the Ferry trip?”

“Around five hours, depending on conditions,” I added. “But I think we should spend four nights in Mykonos, then, three nights in Naxos.”

“I agree,” Winnie said. ”Mykonos is super expensive, and Naxos is on the way to Santorini, anyway.”

“Where do we want to stay?” Jessica asked.

“Party central Old Town in Mykonos,” Carl replied.

“In the Old Town in Naxos, near the Castle” I added.

“Sounds cool,” Winnie said. “And affordable.”

“Next, we take the Ferry to Santorini for seven days,” Jessica said. “How long’s the Ferry trip?”

“Around five hours, depending on conditions,” I added.

“Wow, Santorini is way expensive,” Winnie added. “Seven nights won’t be affordable.”

“How about we spend three nights in the Old Town and four on the cheaper side?” I suggested.

“Finally, we take the Ferry to Heraklion for six days with a side trip to Chania for one night,” Jessica said. “How long’s the Ferry trip?”

“Around six hours. Again, I’d be inclined to split it up more evenly,” I suggested. “Say four nights in Heraklion and three in Chania.”

“All sounds amazing to me,” Carl said.

“Where to stay?” Jessica asked.

“Old Town both places,” Carl said. “That’s where the action is.”

“It’s so cheap in Crete,” Winnie said with a smile. “More money for shopping.”

“Or food and entertainment,” Carl chimed in.

I couldn’t believe we’d planned the trip with virtually no disagreement. Perhaps the mix of three engineers and a dentist helped. But fact prevailed. And amazingly, everyone blessed the plan. We were ready to move on.

“I’ll post the accommodation options so you can vote on them on Facebook,” Jessica said.

“And, I’ll do the same for food and entertainment,” I said.

“I’ll get the Budget done tonight,” Winnie said. “That will help you both.”

We adjourned the session, little more than an hour after we started.


CHAPTER THREE


WAKING UP IN Athens, was a dream come true. It felt surreal to open the curtains of the apartment and see the Acropolis. We settled on a two-bedroom apartment in the Old District of Plaka, near Monastiraki Flea Market. Handy to restaurants and shops, it offered access to all the key historical sites.

Our first morning was spent soaking in the ambience at a nearby cafe. The Greek’s dined well into the night, so mornings offered quiet and unhurried service at almost every establishment. A nice calming way to start the day.

“We’ll check out Plaka and recover from the flight today,” Jessica said.

“Before hitting the nightlife, tonight, I hope,” Carl added.

“The city will come alive after lunch,” I said. “And by dinner time, it’ll be pumping. I’m sure we’ll find something to keep you entertained.”

“I like the sound of getting some shopping in,“ Winnie said.

“We’ll need to visit one of the second-tier sites, to get Acropolis tickets for tomorrow morning,” I said. “Hadrian’s Library is only five minutes away.”

“And where are we eating tonight?” Carl asked.

“We’re booked at a restaurant with a view of the Acropolis,” I replied.

We decided to split up for the afternoon. Jessica and Winnie headed off to check out the shopping. Carl and I decided to hit a couple of awesome bars in the Old Town. We knew the Bulls played the Lakers back home and felt a few relaxing ales in front of the television may be a top call.

“How’s Jessica handling the ‘just friends’ talk you gave her?” Carl asked over the first beer.

“She’s in denial at the minute,” I replied. “I’m sure I felt her spooning me last night.”

“Are you two sharing a bed for the whole trip?” Carl asked.

“Shit, I hope not,” I replied. “A few days is one thing, but four weeks would end our friendship, forever.”

We hoped a bar called American Dream would feature NBA basketball. Alas, that wasn’t the case. The market for basketball only extended to Giannis, The Greek Freak, rather than the NBA as a whole. Still, Milwaukee played Houston in a cracker of a game. Therefor we adapted.

“Well as the best wingman on the European continent, I see it like this,” Carl said. “Jessica will get the message the minute you hook up with someone else.”

“Nice plan, Einstein, but Winnie is here with you,” I said. “I don’t think we’ll be able to just hit the bars and nightclubs.”

“Perhaps you could serenade them?” Carl suggested. “We’ll find you a piano or guitar.”

“Let’s see how we go tonight,” I said. “I reckon dinner will be the best opportunity.”

“Okay, but promise me you’re gonna put yourself out there,” Carl said.

“If the alternative is getting spooned by Jessica for four weeks, then I’m all in,” I said.

The game was right on the line until the last seconds. Giannis made a three pointer with less than two seconds on the clock. And that sealed the win. Milwaukee by a point. A parochial crowd exploded at the end of the game. Rounds of chanting followed for the next half hour.

I’d booked Dinner in a section of Plaka where several restaurants shared an open-air space. We sat under the stars, gazing at the Acropolis emblazoned with lights. It was an awesome sight.

“What’s everyone having?” I asked.

“I’m going for the Calamari followed by the Lamb Cutlets,” Carl responded.

In true Greek style, the food was fresh, delicious and plentiful. Add a bottle of red wine, and we were in heaven.

When sitting down for the meal, I noticed a keyboard and microphone setup in the middle of the dining area. During entree, the keyboard played a gorgeous little interlude, drawing my attention away from the table talk. The musicianship was solid, but when the vocals started, my attention focused only in one place.

“She’s talented,” I said to Carl. “Really talented.”

The performer sang a cover of ‘Skinny Love’ by Birdy. An exquisite pitch and superb timbre in her voice, sent chills down my spine.

“You are right, dude,” Carl replied. “She’s got it going on.”

As the singer worked through another dozen tunes, Carl and I exchanged glances and comments.

“Hey dude,” Carl said. “Have you seen her, too? She looks as incredible as she sounds.”

With an obscured view, I moved a little closer to Carl to get a glimpse of the songbird.

“You are right, brother,” I said. “She’s a stunner.”

“Here’s your opportunity,” Carl whispered. “Do you want me to wingman for you?”

“First, I’m gonna pretend to go to the toilets, to check her out, properly,” I said.

I excused myself and feigned a trip to the toilets. That’s when I got a chance to see the singer in her full glory. She had long brown hair, soulful brown eyes and the prettiest elfin features.

“She’s a solid ten,” I said. “I need your wingman expertise.”

“Leave it with me, dude,” Carl said.

Carl had a confidence about him that comes from being engaged to your childhood sweetheart. And what a catch Winnie was too. Smart, stunning and sexy, Carl always said.

I watched Carl head straight up to the singer, wait ’til the end of the song and have quite a long chat. I almost felt jealous, but knew Carl was a one-woman guy. And he had no complaints with Winnie.

“I got you a present, dude,” Carl said upon his return.

“Thanks, brother,” I said as I opened the bag and pulled out a CD.

“Her name is Hannah,” Carl said. “She’s Swedish and here on a musical summer break.”

The photo on the CD cover blew me away. She was stunning. I knew what I needed to do next. I Googled her.

“She’s a chart topper from Stockholm,” I said sounding suitably impressed. “And she’s been on Eurovision.”


CHAPTER FOUR


DAY TWO IN Athens started with an early morning coffee in a local cafe. We had plans to visit the Acropolis, so kept the caffeine session short, before heading up the mountain. But the topic of conversation for Carl and me was Hannah.

“She had the voice of an angel,” I said.

“Her pitch was perfect. Amongst other things,” Carl said.

“Is she the one?” Carl asked. “Your ‘Summer Lovers’ Fling.”

“I’d be up for it,” I replied. “But she’s a famous artist. She won’t want anything to do with me.”

“You never know if you never try,” Carl said.

“You want to see me get shot down, don’t you?” I said.

The Acropolis amazed us. First up the mountain, we got to see the soldiers raise the flag. And with virtually no crowd or breeze, the clickety-clack of the soldiers’ shoes was the only sound. And the Parthenon was an engineering miracle. For three engineers and a dentist, this was a must see.

“What’s your plan of attack going to be, dude?” Carl asked.

“I don’t know,” I replied. “I think I’m gonna wuss out.”

“To hell you are,” Carl said. “I’m the goddam best wingman on the continent. And we are gonna get you a date with Hannah.”

My problem was being self-conscious. I was too scared to approach Hannah during the busy dinner time.

“Why don’t you chat to her while she’s setting up?” Carl suggested.

“What a brilliant idea, brother,” I replied. “You are the best wingman in Europe.”

After a busy history-laden morning, we decided a gentler afternoon was in order. After a fruit smoothie lunch, the girls hit the shops again, while Carl and I hit the bars.

“Where’s Hannah playing tonight?” Carl asked.

I jumped on Google and searched it up.

“One of the rooftop bars, this time,” I replied. “She starts at 7:00 pm. I’ll stalk her from 5:00 pm.”

To be sure we didn’t miss her, Carl and I hit the Acropolis Hill Hotel around 4:00 pm. I was excited to see her again. We’d booked dinner for 8:00 pm, so Carl and I had a clear three hours to engage with Hannah.

“I could get used to soaking in that view while drinking cold ones,” Carl said after the second round. “Dude, is that her?”

I turned around to see someone with long hair lugging in a keyboard and sound equipment.

“It’s not her. That’s a guy,” I replied.

“Sorry dude, I didn’t look too hard,” Carl apologised.

I watched the guy set up Hannah’s gear.

“He must be her roadie,” I said. “Wait here, I’ll go and have a chat.”

I saw the guy lift something into place. I wandered over and offered to help.

“Are you setting up for Hannah?” I asked. “I’m Sam.”

“Hey Sam,” the guy replied. “I’m Hans. Yes, I’m setting up for the Hannah show.”

“We saw her last night,” I said. “She was awesome. Voice of an angel.”

“Do you want me to play something to let you adjust the levels?” I offered.

“You play, do you?” Hans asked.

“I play session work back in Chicago,” I replied. “I also play in a band. Keys and Guitars.”

“Yeah, play something,” Hans said. “That’ll help me.”

I played and sang ‘Right Here Waiting’ by Richard Marx followed by ’Superstitious’ by Stevie Wonder.

“You got some decent musical chops,” Hans said. “And your voice is superbly mellow too.”

“Thanks, but I usually sing backup. My buddy over there, Carl, is the lead singer in our band.”

Hans was easy to talk too. He knew everything about Hannah and a career going back to early teenage.

“Have you been with Hannah’s team for long?” I asked.

“Since the start,” Hans replied.

“Do you have a detailed schedule of where she’s playing?” I asked.

“Give me your phone and I’ll send you her whole Greek tour,” Hans replied.

Hans thanked me for the help before I wandered back to grab Carl and head for home.

“Hannah won’t appear until showtime,” I said. “Her roadie Hans told me all about her.”

“That’s a bit odd,” Carl said. “A roadie on a small tour like this.”

“I think they’re related,” I said. “He knew her well, but more like a brother than a romantic interest.”

Back at the apartment, the girls showed us the bounty of their shopping expedition.

“I bought this black lace teddy,” Winnie said holding the lingerie up for Carl to view.

“Can’t wait to see you wear that tonight,” Carl said.

“I bought it for a celebration,” Winnie said.

“Well, any night with you is a celebration, I reckon,” Carl said with a wicked smile.

“I bought this one,” Jessica said holding up a red lace nightgown for me to see.

“I’d save it for a celebration,” I said refusing to play along.

We wandered back to the Acropolis Hill Hotel and took a seat for dinner. As I walked in, I glanced across at Hannah. She played a classic Beatles number. I’m sure she looked up and smiled at me.

“Dude, she totally smiled at you,” Carl whispered in my ear.

“Are you guys following this girl around Greece,” Winnie asked. “Wasn’t she playing last night?”

“What a small world,” I replied trying to avert Winnie’s stare. “It might be, but I’m not one-hundred percent sure.”

The night was perfect. With a majestic view of the Acropolis, fine food and wine, brilliant company and the voice of an angel in my ear, I couldn’t have asked for more. Knowing this was my last chance to see Hannah in Athens, I decided to step up my romance game.

“You played beautifully,” I said on the way out.

“Thanks Sam,” Hannah said with a twinkle in her eyes. “I hope to see you again, soon.”


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


THE REST OF our time in Athens went by in a blur of constant activity. We climbed Mount Lycabettus, visited the original Olympic stadium and even bought authentic Greek sandals from a Poet. The days were full of activity, while the nights were full of food and wine. Perfect for four best friends exploring uncharted waters.

Our side trip to Hydra provided the perfect tonic after the hustle and bustle of Athens. No cars on the Island, just donkeys, meant the pace dropped to a crawl. We spent the days in the sun, and a night people watching in the Old Town. A firework show dominated the skyline as we ate. An old pirate ship in the harbour was the backdrop for an electric display of lights and sounds.

True to his word, Carl hit Mykonos in a blaze of energy. We lived on night shift for three-days solid. No meals, no daytime activity, just bar snacks and alcohol for sustenance. On the last day, the girls went shopping while Carl and I did pre-party drinks on one of the narrow, cobbled lanes.

“Dude, isn’t that your friend Hans over there?” Carl asked.

“Yes, that’s him. I wonder why he’s coming out of a dress shop,” I replied.

“Perhaps Hannah’s in the shop,” Carl suggested.

In a flash, I walked over to investigate.

“Hey, Hans. Are you here with Hannah?” I said staring past him into the shop.

“No, Hannah doesn’t come out during the daytime,” Hans said.

“I’ve got a friend like that too,” I said pointing to Carl.

“Isn’t Hannah playing in Naxos or has there been a schedule change?” I asked.

“You’ve studied up, Sam. No schedule change,” Hans replied. “The shopping’s better in Mykonos.”

“Let Hannah know we’ll see her tomorrow night,” I said before turning and heading back to Carl.

Mykonos ended with a bang and not a whimper. Jessica decided a Hail Mary play was in order. We shared a double bed, while Carl and Winnie did likewise. But the last night in Mykonos, Jessica got a little too excited and decided to sleep naked. Not only that, she decided to spoon me. It didn’t end well and added tension to the group for several days. Still, she apologised a few days later, and we moved on.

As the Ferry took us to Naxos, my excitement at seeing Hannah grew. It had been a week since the Acropolis Hill Hotel, and I still thought back to Hannah’s words as I left. How did she know my name? Had I imagined that? More than a little confused, the thought of Hannah wanting to see me again, excited me.

Naxos’ classic Apollo Temple came into view. An icon of Ancient Greece, it sat spectacularly, guarding the harbour.

“We’re gonna have to head out there,” Winnie said. “I’ve got an Instagram post ready to go.”

“But don’t forget about the Castle,” I added.

Winnie was right, though. The Temple was more than a little picture worthy.

As the Ferry sidled up to the dock, only the squeals of the seagulls drowned out the diesel motors. Kids played in the shallows, and sizzling seafood wafted through the air. The Greece I had wanted to experience was laid out before me. The gentle seaside lifestyle centred around the waterfront. Nothing to do but soak it all in.

I’d booked dinner at Boulamatsis, an intimate spot in the Old Town overlooking the harbour. Arriving around 5:00 pm, we helped ourselves to cocktails while we watched the bright orange sun disappear into the sapphire blue Aegean Sea.

“Winnie, you’re gonna run out of film if you don’t slow down,” I said with a smile.

“Hang on. One more of the four of us. Say cheese,” Winnie said.

“When’s Hannah start, dude?” Carl whispered in my ear.

“Around 7:00 pm, according to her schedule,” I said.

“Are you getting excited?” Carl asked.

“Somewhat,” I replied trying to contain myself.

“Not her again,” Jessica exclaimed.

I looked away from the sunset to see Hannah take a seat at the keyboards. When I caught her attention, she gave me a little wave.

“I’d like to dedicate my first song to my number one fan, Sam,” Hannah said.

She went on to play ‘Right Here Waiting’ by Richard Marx. Only ten times better than I’d played it for Hans.

“Someone’s got a crush on you,” Carl said a little too loudly.

“Another one for the collection,” Winnie murmured.

Hannah looked prettier than I remembered. With blown out hair cradling her beautiful face, and dramatic makeup that featured her voluptuous lips, she looked like a movie star. At the end of the song, I stood and applauded. That’s when I saw what she wore. And I couldn’t turn away.

“Hannah’s dressed to thrill tonight,” Carl commented.

“And it’s working like a treat,” Winnie added. “Put your tongue back in, Sam.”

“Sorry guys, I was just..,” I said.

“We know what you were doing,” Carl said. “We were just a little surprised you were doing it in public.”

About thirty minutes into her set, Hannah stopped to thank the audience.

“I’d like to invite a friend of mine from Chicago, USA up on stage to play a song with me,” Hannah said. “Please come and join me, Sam Dean.”

The crowd started clapping and whistling. Well, it was mainly Carl and Winnie. But I took it as support and hit the stage.

“Do you know ‘Endless Love’ by Diana Ross and Lionel Richie?” Hannah asked.

“Sure,” I said. “I think I remember the words.”

We received a rousing round of applause and the crowd wanted more.

“You’re a wonderful sport,” Hannah said kissing me lightly on the lips. “And a talented singer.”

I remained on the highest of highs for the rest of the night.


CHAPTER SIX


DAY TWO IN Naxos started with breakfast overlooking the harbour. The fruit salad and Greek yoghurt fuelled me up perfectly for the day ahead.

“Has your boner subsided yet, after the duet?” Carl asked inappropriately.

“Don’t be crass,” Winnie said slapping her fiancé.

“Interesting song selection. Your choice or hers?” Carl asked.

“Hers, but I wouldn’t read too much into it,” I replied.

“Why not? Don’t focus on the negative, dude,” Carl said. “Assume the best-case scenario. That’s what I always say.”

“He’s right,” Winnie added. “I wouldn’t sing a song like that with just any old guy.”

“I should bloody hope not,” Carl interjected. “I’d be awfully pissed off if you did.”

“Do you think she might like me?” I asked.

“Hell yeah, dude,” Carl said. “But you need to make your move soon, or she’ll think you’re not interested.”

Carl’s comments lingered while we explored the old fortifications. The Kastro, or Castle sat atop the hill like a jewel. The curved stone walls were a design and engineering marvel. To think they still stood eight hundred years later, was an inspiration to a bunch of nerdy engineers. Exploring the winding paths on the way up and down the mountain was a pure delight.

“Isn’t that your friend Hans?” Carl said pointing to a guy coming out of a jewellery shop.

“Hey Hans, my friend. Fancy meeting you here,” I said shaking his hand. “Hannah was in fine form last night. We can’t wait to hear her again tonight in a larger venue.”

“Hannah doesn’t mind the size of the venue,” Hans said. “The more crowd interaction, the more she loves it.”

“Hey, I know you can’t give away all Hannah’s secrets, but does she often sing duets with random audience members?” I asked.

“You should feel quite fortunate,” Hans said with a glint in his eye. “It’s very rare indeed.”

“Well, it was a lot of fun,” I said. “I’d love to do it again. Or with the rest of the gang sometime.”

“You never know what will happen at a Hannah show,” Hans said casually touching my arm.

I hadn’t noticed it before, but Hans seemed like an ultra-feminine sort of guy. Not overtly girlish, but it seemed a soft and gentle soul lived inside. While it didn’t worry me, I could imagine some folk may have struggled with his soft and feminine nature. Still, his touch was soft and not unpleasant.

Lunch quickly turned into cocktails which turned into watching the sunset. The hours disappeared, and we had little to show for it. Except, wonderful memories of tantalising food and brilliant company. By this stage, I was back on speaking terms with Jessica. No more naked cries for help or spooning since Mykonos.

I decided to go all out and dress to impress for dinner. Wearing my tightest skinny jeans and a black silk shirt unbuttoned a little too far, I prepared to channel Johnny Cash.

“Where are we eating tonight?” Winnie asked. “I hope it’s somewhere overlooking the harbour.”

“Have I let you down yet?” I asked, to which Winnie shook her head. “Trust me, then.”

I’d booked a table at Nissaki Restaurant. Located on the promenade by the harbour, this time we ate at beach level. As I’d booked early, we had a choice of tables in the restaurant itself or out on the beach. We chose the latter. With a light offshore breeze blowing cooler air across us, and the sounds of the waves lazily lapping two feet away, it was picture perfect. But most importantly, Hannah would be playing on the beach side, too.

“Let me guess. What’s the entertainment tonight?” Jessica asked sarcastically.

“I’ll take that as a rhetorical question,” I replied. “But you can’t complain about where she plays.”

“I think he’s got you there, Jess,” Winnie added. “She plays cool places.”

As the sun dropped from view, my third glass of wine did, as well. I tried to summon as much Dutch Courage as possible. Tonight, would be the night. I felt it in my bones.

“Oh look, here comes Hannah,” Jessica commented sending telepathic daggers.

“She’s hot to trot tonight,” Carl said before getting punched by Winnie.

“I’m more than enough woman for you,” Winnie responded.

I caught Hannah’s eye as she sat down. She blew me a kiss before beaming radiantly.

“You’re in the sights tonight, dude,” Carl whispered.

“I may need your best wingman support,” I said.

“Anything, dude. Tell me when,” Carl said.

We marvelled at the harbour view while downing a seafood feast for entree. Thankfully, Hannah didn’t ask me up to join her early, as the fresh octopus, prawns and scallops were too good to miss. But between entree and mains, I got the call up.

“After performing brilliantly last night,” Hannah said. “I’d like to invite Sam Dean to join me for a few songs.”

As I wandered up to join Hannah, I felt the breath leave my body. She looked stunning dressed head to toe in black. I wouldn’t have been surprised if she’d come from a BDSM party. She wore a black laced-up bodice with black skin-tight leather jeans. Black five-inch stiletto ankle boots with buckles and studs completed the outfit. While her long brown hair flowed across her shoulders, a pair of pussycat ears held her hair away from her gorgeous elfin face.

Hannah played more seriously this time, musically as well as theatrically. She had brought along a guitar and keyboards.

“Which do you prefer?” Hannah asked.

“I’ll take the axe,” I replied.

That positioned me as part of the band, rather than a backing vocalist.

We kicked off with a rendition of ’Stop Dragging My Heart Around’ by Stevie Nicks and Tom Petty. As we played on the waterfront, the sound carried further. By the end of the first song, we had attracted quite the crowd. We followed up with ‘I Knew You Were Waiting’ by Aretha Franklin and George Michael. The crowd continued to steadily grow. For an encore, we delivered a heart-felt version of ‘Leather and Lace’ by Stevie Nicks and Don Henley.

I had a ball, and the crowd were generous in their support.

“How’s about we turn this up for the finale?” Hannah suggested.

“I’m game for anything,” I responded.

“Now we’d like to invite another talented musician to join us,” Hannah announced. “Carl, would you please sing a song with us?”

Carl instinctively brought Winnie along with him.

“It’s a two for one deal,” Carl said with a smile.

We belted out a brilliant version of ‘Love Shack’ by The B52s. Singing backup with Hannah was a treat. Her lips called out to me for a kiss, but I resisted.

At the end of the session, we stood hot and sweaty, but ready for a feast of lamb chops, beef and Greek vegetables. The party continued well into the night. But Jessica convinced Winnie to call it a night before Hannah finished.

“Dude, why didn’t you make your move?” Carl asked on the way back to the apartment.

“Jessica called it a night too early. Else I would have pounced,” I replied.

“I’m starting to think the best wingman in the world couldn’t help you. You’re hopeless,” Carl said.

“Next time, I promise,” I said.

I started to run out of next time opportunities. I glanced back through Hannah’s tour schedule. Already halfway through our Greek Odyssey, and I’d only sung a few songs with her. No dates. No romantic walks by the waterfront. No stunning sunsets holding Hannah in my arms. I had three days before our paths would cross again in Santorini. I needed to make a sincere commitment. And, soon.


CHAPTER SEVEN


ALL PACKED, WE left the apartment for the track down the cobbled stones to the dock. The six-hour Ferry ride to Santorini applied only if smooth weather prevailed. The wind had blown up and the smaller boats had been cancelled. Thankfully, we’d gone with the most reliable options. The engineer in Jessica had made the correct choice.

“Hi Sam, where are you off to today?” Hans asked as I waited for my sandwiches to be made.

“Hey Hans,” I said. “We’re off to Santorini. Six hours of rough seas. That’s why I wanted to grab some safe food.”

“Sounds like a smart move,” Hans replied. “Coming from Sweden, I’ve had my fair share of rough Ferry trips.”

“I hope to see Hannah in Santorini on Saturday night,” I said. “It’s still on the schedule, I hope.”

“Sure is,” Hans said touching my hand. “Should be an awesome show. Overlooking the Caldera in an open-air cafe.”

“Sounds romantic,” I said smiling. “I can’t wait to see what she’s wearing.”

“Any requests?” Hans said squeezing my hand.

“I think she’s doing pretty well without my help,” I said. “Those last two outfits were sensational.”

“More of the same, then?” Hans said with a broad smile. “I’m sure you’ll like what you see.”

The sandwiches arrived. As I went to pay, I noticed Hans’ hand still on mine. I looked into his eyes and marvelled at how soulful they were. I felt my pants tighten a little.

“Have a safe trip, Sam,” Hans said before kissing me on the cheek.

As I walked to the Ferry, I felt weird. I’d been standing in the shop holding hands with a guy. And then he kissed me good-bye. And it didn’t gross me out. It didn’t concern me in the least. In fact, I had a semi-chubby because of it. And I got lost in his stunning chocolate brown eyes. That feeling was a first for me. It must be the Greek air or something.

The Ferry trip exceeded everybody’s expectations. The worst of all the trips during our Odyssey. I had to keep my head down for the best part, to avoid throwing up. Jessica wasn’t so lucky. Even with sea sickness tablets and bands, she heaved inside the first two hours. And it didn’t stop ’til she was back on dry land. But Santorini immediately lifted our spirits.

With two days ’til I’d get to see Hannah again, I explored every inch of the Volcano Island. No matter where you were, the view was either rugged cliff-top volcano crater or gentle downhill slopes towards the golden sandy beaches. We must have walked ten miles a day. There was little option, as the Old Town was built into the side of cliffs.

By the time Saturday night arrived, my excitement at seeing Hannah was off the charts. Beating off to her Instagram photos all week, I worried someone may hook up with her first. I’d also been checking out Hans’ social media too. Our last catch up still confounded me. I even checked out his Instagram. Something about him, intrigued me. But I couldn’t put my finger on it.

Hannah played and sang brilliantly during the Saturday night gig. Her voice sounded angelic in the acoustically unique setting. Her musicianship, as always, was superb. She welcomed me up to duet with her before extending the offer to Carl and Winnie too. We had a brilliant night in a setting worthy of a travel book. And the full moon, which lit up the Caldera like a beacon, capped it off perfectly.

At the end of the night, I approached Hannah as she packed up.

“Doesn’t Hans help you with the pack-up?” I asked.

“No Hans is day, while I’m night,” Hannah said.

“Where are you staying?” I asked. “Is it far?”

“I’m off to Chania tonight,” Hannah replied. “So, down to the Ferry I go.”

“I’ll give you a hand, if you like,” I offered.

“You don’t need to do that,” Hannah said. “You have your friends to hang out with.”

“Perhaps, I’d rather spend time with you,” I said.

Each time I felt Hannah’s hand touch mine, it sent shivers up my spine.

“You are sweet,” Hannah said. “But what about your girlfriend?”

“Oh, Jessica’s not my girlfriend,” I said. “I’m single.”

I helped carry Hannah’s gear to the Ferry stop. We chatted away for the best part of two hours while she waited for her Ferry to arrive.

“Thanks for waiting with me, Sam,” Hannah said. “It’s been lovely talking to you.”

“The pleasure is all mine,” I said. “I’ve been hoping to chat to you alone, since the first time I saw you.”

Hannah grabbed her gear and headed for the Ferry. At the gate she turned and stared up at me. The moonlight glistened in her eyes. I couldn’t resist any longer. I leant forward and kissed her. To my surprise, she didn’t back away. Instead, she dropped her bags and wrapped her arms around me. The kiss was everything I’d dreamt of, and more.

“Find me in Chania next week,” Hannah said with a broad smile. “I’ll make sure it’s worth it.”


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


THE LAST TWO days in Santorini frustrated me. Staying in the most amazing place on Earth, I thought of nothing but meeting Hannah in Chania.

“Dude, how did you go with Hannah last night?” Carl asked over coffee.

“It was awesome. She’s such an amazing girl,” I replied.

“Well, she’s hot, and she’s talented,” Carl said.

“Yes, I know all that,” I said. “But she’s so much more. We connect on a different level. It’s like I’ve met her before.”

“In your dreams, probably, if the noises from the bathroom are anything to go by,” Carl said.

“Sorry, brother,” I said. “I hope I’m not grossing the girls out.”

“Hey, everybody masturbates,” Carl said. “It’s just you do it way noisier than most people.”

“Thanks Carl,” I said trying to hide my embarrassment.

The Ferry ride out of Santorini was better than in. Jessica went the whole six hours without heaving. That was a bonus for all of us. It provided us with the opportunity to grab a coffee on the way across.

“Hey Dude, I gotta tell you something,” Carl said. “Winnie confided in me, so don’t make me regret this.”

“What is it?” I said. “I’m not gonna tell anyone.”

“Jessica is still in love with you,” Carl said. “She’s gonna make a massive final play for you somewhere in Crete.”

“God no, that’s all I need,” I said.

“She reckons the clock has expired on the whole Hannah thing,” Carl said. “You’ve left your run too late.”

“Don’t tell me she’s gonna make a ‘Summer Lovers’ play for me?” I asked.

“Exactly,” Carl said.

“Look, I’m almost there with Hannah,” I said. “I can feel it in my waters.”

“Well, she’s not seeing it,” Carl said. “And Winnie has always been on team Jessica.”

“It’s never gonna happen, brother,” I said.

“You need to tell her that,“ Carl responded.

Heraklion completely surprised me. I’d wanted to see Knossos, but never imagined the town had such energy and warmth. Still recovering from second world war bombings, deserted sections of the town served as an eerie reminder. But the warmth of the people, modern and plentiful facilities, and world-class restaurants, made it a place to remember.

Each morning Carl and I would run the five miles out along the breakwater, past the fortress to the lighthouse and back.

“When’s Jessica going to pounce?” I asked as we passed the Fortress.

“Apparently, she’s out shopping for the killer outfit today,” Carl replied.

“Jessica thinks Hannah is all kinds of wrong for you,” Carl continued. “She’s gonna give you the Hannah package outside with Jessica inside.”

“Good grief,” I said. “What the hell does that mean?”

“Remember the black bustier and leather jeans Hannah wore in Naxos?” Carl said. “She’s gonna buy an outfit just the same.”

“Can’t you intervene or something?” I asked.

“Officially, I don’t know about it,” Carl replied. “But anything Winnie knows I get told, and vice versa.”

“Tell Winnie I’m going after Hannah,” I said.

“I’ve done that,” Carl said. “But she’s on team Jessica.”

“Look, if I wasn’t interested in Jessica when she tried to spoon me naked, then why would I be interested in her if she’s dressed like a BDSM Mistress?” I said.

“That may be a little harsh, dude,” Carl said. “But I get the idea you’re getting pissed.”

“And you see my point of view, don’t you?” I asked. “I’ve never led Jessica on, have I?”

“She’s wanted you from day one of university,” Carl said. “That’s never changed.”

I thought long and hard, about how to head Jessica off, on the way back to the apartment. But I couldn’t think of an elegant way to do it. She’d end up spending a butt load on an outfit she’d never wear again. She’d embarrass herself and alienate me. I didn’t want to lose her as a friend. But I didn’t want anything other than her friendship.

“Okay, brother,” I said. “For the sake of our friendship with Jessica, you gotta help me hose her down.”

“What do you want me to do?” Carl asked.

“Tell Winnie it’s a bad idea,” I said. “Tell her you tried to convince me to hook up with her, but I ended up telling you to fork off.”

“I’ll try, dude,” Carl said. “But I can’t promise an engineer and a dentist will listen to logic where romance is concerned.”

“Let’s try to save a valuable friendship,” I said.


CHAPTER NINE


I STARTED COUNTING down the days ’til Chania in my head. Though I loved Heraklion, I longed to catch up with Hannah again. Hear her angelic voice and see that gorgeous smile.

“It’s D-Day, dude,” Carl said to me on our morning run. “Jessica went shopping for party-wear with Winnie yesterday.”

“Oh, shit. Don’t tell me Winnie couldn’t convince her?” I asked.

“Well, I couldn’t convince Winnie,” Carl replied. “So, there was no way she was gonna convince Jessica.”

I dreaded yet another showdown with Jessica. But this had to come to a head. And I needed it to happen before we got to Chania, where my sole focus needed to be on Hannah.

“When do you think she’s gonna make the play?” I asked.

“Tonight, at dinner. They’re gonna suggest we go to ‘Festival at the Fortress’ after dinner,” Carl replied.

“Can you promise me you’ll make sure Jessica is alright, after it blows up?” I asked.

“Sure, she’s my mate too,” Carl said.

The run soon turned into a race. Carl and I always competed and competed hard. That was partly why we’d become such brilliant friends incredibly quickly. But our skills and expertise also complimented each other. We just enjoyed our brotherly battles.

For our third day in Heraklion, we hired a car and explored the Eastern side of the Island. Regional Crete had way too much on offer for a one-day trip. But we walked part of the picturesque Lasithi Plateau, before driving to Agios Nikolaos for a rather late lunch. Still, the seafood was fresh and the wine plentiful. So, it was a wonderful day.

I decided to take the bull by the horns. Rather than wait for Jessica to make the massive play, I took the opportunity during the walk to reinforce how important her friendship was to me. I explained she reminded me too much of my sister for us ever to be an item. Her logical engineer brain understood where I came from. She was hurt. But catastrophe averted.

Jessica still wore her new outfit to dinner that night. And she looked as attractive as I’d ever seen her. Plenty of local boys agreed, too. She made a number of new friends and danced the night away. All without me having to break her heart.

“You can look but don’t touch,” Jessica whispered to me on the dance floor.

I simply smiled.

We left Heraklion with a tinge of sadness. It had more than lived up to expectations and had left a permanent mark on each of us. It was a pretty drive along the coast to Chania. Once there, we ditched the car and booked into an amazing apartment in the Old Town. I still had to share a bed with Jessica, but at least it was Queen sized.

I knew Hannah was in town, but she wasn’t performing at a restaurant. Chania had a majestic waterfront where everybody headed for dinner. Dotted along the three miles of waterfront were several stages, where musicians performed for the crowd. It was late in the day when we arrived. A quick lap of the promenade headed up the agenda.

“This place is amazing,” Winnie said as we reached the waterfront.

“I can’t believe how gorgeous the lights are,” Jessica added.

Being built around the waterfront, the lights from restaurants covered three quarters of the harbour. Reflections danced across the lapping water in a dazzling light spectacular.

“Our restaurant is about halfway around,” I said. “We have a waterfront spot booked, but on the second floor.”

“It’s awfully busy for a Wednesday night,” Carl said.

“I think it’s like this every night,” I said.

Once at our table, we got the opportunity to soak in the ambience from a level above. Fishing boats were being prepared for the morning. Charter boats were being washed down and readied for the following day. It was a working harbour, with activity underway in all corners.

“Is that Hannah I can hear down the promenade, dude?” Carl asked.

I listened intently and made out the familiar sound of Hannah’s music. She played keyboards and sang ‘Making Love Out of Nothing At All’ by Air Supply.

“Sounds like her music,” I said. “But we’re a bit too far away to hear her voice.”

“Gee, that’s a shame,” Winnie interjected. “It’s been like three days since we last heard her.”

Carl gave her a knowing stare.

After dinner, the girls decided to skip the music and explore the night markets. Chania was renowned for its jewellery. Carl whispered something into Winnie’s ear before the girls left. That left Carl and me heading in the opposite direction, in search of Hannah.

“I think she’s two stages down,” I said. “Where that huge crowd is.”

“It makes sense, given she’s been on Eurovision,” Carl said.

As we walked through the crowd, we suddenly heard vocals. The music sounded the same, but the vocals were quite different.

“Dude, that’s not Hannah,” Carl said as we got to the front of the crowd. “It’s not even a chick.”

Sure enough, a guy played Hannah’s keyboards and sang Hannah’s songs.

“That’s Hans,” I said more than a little shocked.

Hans noticed us the minute we hit the front. And took action at the end of the next song.

“I’d like to invite a couple of my musical friends to join me on stage,” Hans said. “Please welcome Sam and Carl, all the way from Chicago in the US.”

Neither of us could fathom the sight before us, but the two-hundred strong crowd erupted into applause, so we stepped forward. Hans handed me a guitar and ushered Carl to the microphone.

“It’s lovely to see you both,” Hans said leaning forward and giving me a kiss. “Let’s start with ‘Purple Rain’.”

With that, Hans played the intro before the three of us knocked over a couple of Prince songs, some Tom Petty and ‘Gimme Shelter’ by The Rolling Stones. The crowd loved the performances. Little kids danced along. Older folk tapped their feet. We got a rousing round of applause when we finished.

“I’m sorry Hannah isn’t here, Dude,” Carl said. “I’ll catch up with Winnie while you find out what’s happened to her.”

“Thanks, brother,” I said. “Sorry to get you up under false pretences.”

“That’s fine,” Carl said. “Hans has got amazingly solid musical chops.”

I watched the rest of the show, concerned Hannah may have taken ill. It felt strange watching Hans sing Hannah’s music. But it was weirder to see the crowd enjoying it almost as much. Once the performance finished, I scampered over to speak with Hans.

“Hi Hans, I hope everything is alright with Hannah?” I asked.

“Yeah, all is fine,” Hans replied.

“Why wasn’t she performing?” I asked.

“This was booked as a Hans gig.” Hans replied.

“Yes, I can see you were performing,” I said.

“Sometimes, I get asked to perform as Hans,” Hans said.

I stood there unable to process what I’d heard and unable to speak.


CHAPTER TEN


DAY TWO, CARL and I woke up early to get a run in. We ran West along the waterfront for a solid five miles before turning for home. Running through the Old Town, it was funny to see heavy vehicles in a pedestrian only area. But they had to get supplies into restaurants and hotels.

A strong smell of seafood hit the lungs, as Carl and I ran along the promenade.

“What happened to Hannah last night?” Carl asked.

I wasn’t sure what to tell Carl. I wasn’t even sure I understood what Hans had told me.

“Don’t tell me you’ve gone off Hannah?” Carl asked. “As soon as a girl likes you, boom, you’re out of there.”

“That was Hannah we performed with last night,” I replied.

“You said what?” exclaimed Carl.

“Hans is Hannah and Hannah is Hans,” I said.

“You’ve got to be freakin’ joking,” Carl said.

I told Carl how I’d approached Hans to see where Hannah was. How at first, I didn’t understand. But Hans had nonchalantly informed me he sometimes performed as Hans.

“Dude, that is such a mind blower,” Carl said.

“Tell me about it,” I said. “You’re not the one who’s been lusting after a guy for the last four weeks.”

“Why, how, when?” Carl asked.

“I didn’t hang around to find out,” I replied.

“But I thought you liked Hannah,” Carl said.

“I do, but I’m not into guys,” I said.

“Perhaps she’s going through a transformation or something,” Carl said.

“He’s still a guy,” I said.

“What if she was Hannah all the time?” Carl asked.

“But he’s not,” I replied.

“But what if she was?” Carl asked.

Carl’s words stuck with me as we ran. I’d seen Hans by day and Hannah by night. He may be like a Drag Queen who only comes out at night. Or perhaps, Hannah only comes out to perform. I was confused and feeling more than a little dejected.

“Don’t you dare tell Winnie or Jessica,” I said.

“You know I can’t keep secrets from Winnie,” Carl said looking embarrassed.

“Look, I know you are whipped, but please, help out a brother,” I said.

“On one proviso,” Carl said.

“What’s that,” I asked with trepidation.

“That you catch up with Hannah and get to the bottom of this thing,” Carl said.

“And if I do, it’ll remain our little secret,” I asked.

“Sure thing,” Carl replied. “But you have twenty-four hours to do it and not a second more.”

I wasn’t sure why Carl insisted on me confronting Hans. But I didn’t want to be outed in front of the girls.

After the run and a wicked breakfast of fresh fruit and yoghurt, we hit Chania Segway Tours. The Old Town was large and impossible to get around quickly. In the space of two hours, riding a Segway, we’d seen every side of the stunning medieval city. It was the perfect way to get around without getting all hot and sweaty.

My concern increased as the day wore on. I’d been terribly rude to Hans the previous night and wondered if he would chat to me. It concerned me how I’d fallen for a guy in a dress. My heart pumped away, and I felt myself sweating profusely as we turned up for dinner.

“Surprise, surprise, there’s Hannah,” Jessica said.

Oh crap, I’d forgotten I’d booked the restaurant she was playing at.

“Dude, it’s Hannah,” Carl said punching me in the arm.

“Thanks, brother,” I said not looking up.

I heard the music play and Hannah’s angelic voice.

I glanced up immediately to see the gorgeous face that accompanied the angelic voice. She was prettier than I remembered. Her long brown hair was straightened and sitting flat. Her makeup stronger and more striking. And her outfit. It gave me shivers just looking at it from twenty yards away.

Hannah saw me staring at her and smiled. A few songs later, she called me up on stage to join her.

“Now’s the time for me to take it down a notch. And to help me sing a few romantic duets, I have a talented guest artist. Please put your hands together for Sam Dean from Chicago in the US,” Hannah said.

I walked up to be greeted with a hug and a lusty open mouth kiss. Hannah’s hair smelt like apples and her head to toe leather outfit almost melted into my arms. I found it impossible to hide the instant erection her touch produced.

We kicked off with ‘Ain’t No Mountain High Enough’ before dropping it down a notch with ‘Jackson’. We got a request for ‘Islands in the Stream’ and ‘Up Where We Belong’. The audience lapped it up. For the finale, we played ’(I’ve Had) The Time Of My Life’ before rounding out the set with ‘Endless Love’.

On such a high from the performance, I turned around and kissed Hannah. Lost in the moment; Carl reckons the kiss lasted two minutes. But I would’ve been surprised if it went longer than thirty seconds.

Before I left the stage, I whispered in Hannah’s ear.

“Can we catch up for a chat when you’re finished?” I asked.

“There’s nothing I would rather do,” Hannah said handing me a card with her mobile number.

“Dude, you guys were awesome. Such sweet music,” Carl said when I got back to the table.

“Even I have to say that was amazing,” Jessica said.

“You two are perfect together,” Winnie added.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


AS I PLOUGHED through my seafood banquet, I found myself glancing over towards Hannah regularly.

“You’re still smitten, brother,” Carl said.

“Yeah, I know. But why?” I asked.

“Promise me you’ll hear her out,” Carl replied.

“You know I will,” I said.

As Hannah completed her set, my mind tried to resolve this stunning creature was Hans. But then again, I’d had a moment with Hans back in Naxos. Perhaps it wasn’t hugely far-fetched. Perhaps I found him attractive.

“Look when Hannah finishes, could you give me some alone time?” I asked Carl.

“No problem.” Carl replied. “I’ll bribe the girls with that awesome Gelato near the Post Office.”

As Hannah thanked the crowd for an awesome night, Carl took the initiative. Then it was just me.

“Are you stalking me?” Hannah asked when I went to help her pack up.

“I’m not really sure,” I replied.

“Wow, I’d hoped for a more positive response,” Hannah said smiling.

“I’m sorry. I’m confused,” I said.

“Well, the sooner we get packed up, the sooner we can crack open a bottle of wine and clear that confusion up,” Hannah said.

Each time I touched Hannah, or my face got close to hers, I felt electricity rush through me. Why was this happening? My logical self said that shouldn’t happen. But logic wasn’t working, for once.

I pulled the trolley full of gear along the cobbled path to Hannah’s apartment.

“You can see why lugging the gear around is challenging here in Greece,” Hannah said. “Hence I get Hans to do it, if possible.”

Hannah stayed in a cosy little apartment in the Old Town. It was a bit of a walk from the promenade, but in one of the loveliest streets in Chania. Once she opened the front door, I carried her gear up two flights of stairs and into a studio apartment.

“Thanks for helping me out,” Hannah said. “You’ve saved me considerable pain and anguish. Especially in this outfit.”

“Well, that’s what I wanted to talk about,” I said. “I like Hannah. She’s everything I want in a partner. She’s just not around often enough.”

“Oh, I suppose you want me to explain Hannah versus Hans,” Hannah said calmly. “Red wine or white?”

Hannah walked into the kitchen to grab the drinks. I watched her leather clad arse sway side to side as she moved. She was way too graceful in five-inch stilettos, to be a part-time girl.

“I’m what people would call gender fluid,” Hannah said. “I present as both Hannah and Hans at different times.”

“You aren’t transitioning from one to the other?” I asked. “You switch back and forth.”

“I try not to put a label on it,” Hannah said. “But I can present as either Hannah or Hans.”

“So, Hans is part of who you will always be?” I asked.

“I definitely prefer to be Hannah,” Hannah replied. “But I can escape the fame and move about more easily as Hans.”

Hannah poured a couple of glasses of red, and we toasted a wonderful night.

“Okay, I’m gonna come out and say what I need to say,” I said. “I like Hannah, well more than just like, but I’m not gay.”

“You want to know if Hans will always come with the Hannah package, do you?” Hannah said.

“Pretty much,” I said.

“And you think Hannah is beautiful and sexy, do you?” Hannah asked.

“Yep,” I said feeling Hannah’s hand move to my thigh.

“I could tell from your boner at the restaurant tonight,” Hannah said with a cheeky smile.

“Give me your hand,” Hannah asked.

I held out my hand, palm up. Hannah grabbed my hand and moved it towards her chest.

“Feel these,” Hannah said placing my hand inside her top. “They are real.”

I felt my cock getting harder and couldn’t hide it from Hannah.

“Now feel this,” Hannah said placing my hand under her leather skirt and on top of her panties. “It’s small, but it’s real.”

Hannah kept her hand on mine. I was a little scared but felt her cock growing beneath her panties.

“I present as Hannah and Hans because I can, and because it suits my lifestyle right now,” Hannah said. “But it doesn’t have to be forever. Does that make it clearer for you?”

There I sat on the couch with a gorgeous gender fluid girl. I wasn’t at all grossed out by the fact my hand was on her cock. I was lost in her gorgeous chocolate brown eyes.

“I think so,” I said.

“Lay back a little, perhaps this will help,” Hannah said.

She lay me back on the couch cushion and kissed me. Her tongue probed my mouth, dancing with mine. I felt her cock stiffen further beneath her panties. Hannah slid her hand across and started to massage my gorging cock beneath my jeans.

Hannah unbuttoned my fly and released my purple swollen cock. With a strong but gentle grip, she commenced stroking me. Her kissing became more passionate, while her tongue probed deeper into my mouth as her hand increased the intensity.

“Don’t stop.” I moaned.

Instinctively, I moved my hand from Hannah’s panties and slipped it calmly inside. Her cock jumped at my touch. The softness of the stiff member intrigued me. I started stroking it in time with Hannah’s tongue action and felt an instant impact in her breathing.

Hannah led me by upping the pace. I followed suit. Our kissing set the rhythm for a final run towards orgasm. I shot my load first, but only by mere seconds. My come spurt up my chest, while I carefully caught Hannah’s nectar in my hand.

“That was awesome,” I said.

“Imagine what else we could do, together,” Hannah said.


CHAPTER TWELVE


“WOULD YOU LIKE to stay the night?” Hannah asked. “We can just cuddle if you’re shy,”

I leaned forward and kissed Hannah.

“I gather that’s a yes,” Hannah said.

Hannah headed for the bathroom with a white silk teddy in hand. My excitement grew before she reappeared, looking angelic as the moonlight struck her face.

“Your turn,” Hannah said giving me a fresh breath kiss on the way past.

After cleaning myself up, I headed for bed.

“Do you prefer to be big spoon or little spoon,” Hannah asked.

“Big spoon probably suits me more,” I replied.

I lay down and cuddled up to Hannah. She pulled my arms across her body and held them close to her chest.

“Is that your cock poking into my backside?” Hannah asked.

“Sorry. One look at you dressed like this and it has a mind of its own,” I replied.

I felt empowered lying there with this gorgeous girl in my arms. Too horny to sleep, I moved my arse to take pressure off my boner.

“I was enjoying that,” Hannah said suddenly frowning.

“I’ll have to make it up to you,” I said squeezing Hannah’s nipple between my thumb and forefinger.

“Didn’t you just want to cuddle?” Hannah asked.

“Plans change, we need to adapt,” I replied.

Hannah rolled over and kissed me. Her hand slid down to my cock which was rock-hard in an instant.

“Lay back, and let me blow your mind,” Hannah said.

I rolled onto my back as Hannah kissed her way across my neck and down my chest. While still massaging my cock, Hannah started to bite and tease my nipples.

I had little choice but to sit back and enjoy the ride. Hannah’s touch was exquisite. She knew exactly how to tease and wasn’t scared to inflict a little discomfort.

“Oh, that does it,” I said.

But it was all in the build-up to a magical finale.

Hannah disappeared beneath the satin sheets and kissed her way down my abs. Her hand slowly stroked my member to keep it primed for action. I felt soft kisses on the top of my cock, before Hannah’s tongue slid down the full six inches of my shaft.

“What a beautiful piece you have here Sam,” Hannah said.

Moving to my sack, Hannah squeezed and softly massaged my balls. Her tongue had returned to the tip of my cock and teased it mercilessly. I felt the endorphins surge through my body as I lay virtually motionless, except for a fiercely beating heart.

“Suck me, Hannah,” I moaned.

The wait of expectation was too much for me to endure. I needed to feel Hannah’s moist lips envelop my cock and start working it towards the inevitable pleasure.

Hannah licked my cock head while massaging my balls.

“The build-up can be as delicious as the main course,” Hannah purred.

I felt Hannah’s tongue circle my cock head twice before she plunged her heavenly lips over the full length of my member.

Slowly releasing my cock, Hannah swirled her tongue around my cock head, focussing on my V Spot.

“Fuck yeah, just like that,” I moaned.

Hannah grabbed my cock with both hands and twisted her mouth down the full shaft before holding me deep.

For what felt like thirty-seconds, Hannah held me deep. She started humming before her throat muscles spasmed, gently massaging my shaft. Once released, Hannah’s tongue slowly lapped my cock upwards to thoroughly stimulate the head.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

“Not yet,” Hannah replied.

Hannah dropped down onto my cock, licking the full length again and again.

It was impossible to resist. I couldn’t hold back anymore. Suddenly, a river of come rocketed down her throat. We had blast off, and she didn’t spill a drop of my precious gift.

Hannah emerged from under the sheets sweating and with a broad smile.

“Fuck that was awesome,” I said.

“Your turn,” Hannah said laying back on the bed.

I knew this was the time to ‘nut up or shut up’. I pulled back the sheets to see Hannah’s nipples erect and her cock as stiff as a board. Where to start?

I kissed my way down Hannah’s neck and onto her chest. I casually wrapped my hand around her warm stiff cock and squeezed it gently.

“I want you to suck me,” Hannah said. “And I know you want it, too.”

She was right, I felt more excited about gorging on her stunning five inches than I was for her 36C breasts.

I kissed and nibbled on her nipples before heading for the real target. My hand had worked Hannah’s cock up to fully erect and it was now time for the money shot. I held her cock in both hands and moved my mouth towards it.

“Blow me, Sam. Blow me,” Hannah moaned.

I leaned forward and looked at her stunning five-inch uncut cock. It was perfectly straight but slightly bent upwards. Her sack was smoothly shaved, and her pubic hair removed except for a cute little landing strip to guide me. I angel-kissed her cock head and it twitched in appreciation.

“Blow me, Sam,” Hannah screamed.

I opened wide and plunged my mouth over her cock. I looked up to see waves of excitement move across Hannah’s face.

“Fuck that feels amazing,” Hannah said.

I worked her cock with lips and tongue, changing up the pace to maximise Hannah’s pleasure.

It didn’t take long before I heard those three magic words.

“I’m gonna come,” Hannah screamed.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


I NEVER DID make it home that night. After a third round of blow jobs, I texted Carl with the wonderful news.

“Dude, I won’t be coming home tonight,” I messaged.

“It took you long enough,” Carl responded with a few dozen wink emojis.

A night of intense passion followed. Hannah showed me the benefits of dating a transgender woman. She had the full package and knew how to use it. And I grew quite fond of her package, even though that night turned out to be merely a sampler. Hannah was a gifted lover and a wonderful teacher.

I extended my trip to spend another month with Hannah. Carl told me Jessica was devastated. And Winnie spent the trip home, consoling her. There went the romantic engagement trip around the Greek Islands for Carl and Winnie.

Hans only made the occasional appearance. But I must admit it did spice things up a little. He had the same soulful brown eyes and lovely long hair. Hannah brought him out whenever she believed my A-game had deserted me. Just to get me to lift my game.

“If you can’t take charge and make love to me like a man, I’ll have to show you how,” Hans always said.

Secretly, I underperformed on purpose occasionally, as I learnt a lot from Hans taking the lead. While I didn’t want to outwardly date Hans, he sure knew how to tickle my fancy, in the sack. He was happy to take charge, while Hannah preferred to be passive. Best of both worlds.

Over the following twelve months, it was tough surviving a long-distance relationship. Especially with the massive time difference. But Hannah came to my graduation, and we sure made up for lost time. Once qualified, I took a job with a Swedish company and moved in with Hannah in Stockholm.

Greece always had a special place in my heart. We returned to Chania every year at the same time to relive our first lustful night together. And each year, it got better and better.
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TYPHOON TINA
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What do you get when you drop two surf loving Hollywood actors into a room full of pageant queens in the middle of a tropical storm?

Alex Liddle has spent the past four years establishing a Hollywood acting career. Trouble is he only seems to get a call up when a 6ft 4in blonde Viking is needed. With a dozen television commercials under his belt, he is still waiting for his break-out role. So, he has plenty of time to surf each morning with his best mate, John.

The boys want a change of scenery, so decide to holiday in Mexico. Staying at Paco’s on the beach, Alex and John sign up for two weeks of surfing, and hopefully, womanising. But their fun is short-lived when a Typhoon bears down on the idyllic coastal town of Colima. And that forces Alex and John to share an evacuation centre with fifty beauty queens in town for the Miss International Queen pageant.

From the moment Alex sees Miss Mexico, Valentina Cortez, he is love-struck and goes all out to attract her attention. Over a series of events, Alex and Valentina become closer than Alex ever thought possible. That is until the richest man in town, and pageant owner tries to protect his investment by driving a wedge between the attractive youngsters.

If you like transgender romance stories in the style of Miss Congeniality, then you’ll love ‘Typhoon Tina’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Alex’s leading man instincts impress Valentina enough to take a chance on romance, or will Typhoon Tina pour too much rain on his parade?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


THE LAYOVER
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How far would you go to help a new team member feel safe and secure in a foreign town?

Dave Thomas has just received a big promotion that was ten years in the making. As National Sales Manager for Digital Corp, he was now on the fast track to follow in the footsteps of his mentor, and become CEO.

Dave’s first action is to find his replacement, but Victoria Bernoff gets placed into his sales team by the CEO and HR. Still, he needs to show he can make it work. Victoria is young, attractive and has a bright and bubbly personality. She has all the assets needed to succeed in the role. But she also has a secret.

When a ferocious storm diverts Dave and Victoria to Greensville for a few days, he is challenged like never before to control a force of nature. Will agreeing to adjoining rooms come back to bite Dave? Will he be able to control Typhoon Victoria before things get out of hand?

If you like Four Weddings & A Funeral, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘The Layover’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will this unexpected layover change Dave’s outlook on career, love and life forever?
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Amazon have simple privacy settings for reviews. It’s easy to hide a review from your profile while still providing important feedback.

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

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

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

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

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

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


ABOUT YUMI

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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

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