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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“BEST CROWD YET,” I said, raising my head from my phone.

“How many did we pack in?” Dave asked.

“Twenty-four hundred paying fans,” I replied.

“But did we make any money?” Prudence asked.

“With merchandise sales and the cover charge, we took in six thousand dollars,” I replied.

“And what about bottom line?” Prudence asked.

“Less management fee, travel, accommodation and meals, we made six hundred dollars,” I replied.

The energy in the bus dropped as I mouthed the words.

“All aboard. Goodbye, Mississippi State University. Hello, Louisiana Technical College,” Billy said.

“How long is the trip, Billy?” I asked.

“One hour and fifteen minutes,” Dave interjected.

“We’re going another route. Around two hours,” Billy replied.

“Why are we going the long way?” Prudence asked.

“Because I’m the driver and I choose the route,” Billy replied.

“Perhaps you want to drive. Oh, that’s right, sis. You can’t drive,” Dave said.

That was the first rule of the van. The driver got to choose the route. It originally started because some of us preferred the freeways. But things evened out in the end. Although Billy was renowned for taking us the scenic way. And the scenery rarely turned out to be noteworthy. Still, an extra forty-five minutes’ travel to keep the peace was a small price to pay.

As Billy pulled out of the hotel car park and onto the interstate, Prudence slid across the seat towards me. With Billy driving, and Dave in the front passenger seat, that left the back seat for Prudence and me to share.

“Are we gonna talk about last night?” Prudence asked.

“I’d rather not,” I replied.

“It won’t change the dynamic of the band, you know,” Prudence said.

“Because it ain’t happening,” I said.

“It’s not like we’d be in a relationship. We’d merely be fuck buddies,” Prudence said.

“Until something goes wrong. And then the songwriter and the lyricist won’t be on speaking terms,” I said.

Prudence was the ying to my yang. We were total opposites. She was bold and brash with an almost harsh quality, where I was the peacekeeper. A relationship builder. But her confidence translated into a fabulous front-woman, who oozed sensuality on stage, and had the college students begging for more. She was cute enough, but her harsh personality kept me at a distance. An incredible poet, she took my melodies and transformed them in brilliant and unexpected ways, to produce songs worthy of a band much more popular than ours.

“This road is awfully shitty,” Dave said.

“A little water won’t hurt. Nothing to get your panties in a bunch about,” Billy said.

Rain had been pelting the southern states for weeks, flooding the rivers and bayous, and making travel dangerous. And after yet another night of non-stop rainfall, the roads were awash with danger. Dave mentioned he’d seen an alligator a day earlier, not something any of us wanted to run into in a small van.

“You know what happened last time, Billy,” I said.

“It’s clearing up. Look ahead,” Billy said.

“Why are we heading north to go south?” Dave asked.

“I told you. I’m taking the scenic route,” Billy replied.

Over the next fifteen minutes, the van lost traction on the flooded roads a couple of times. Rather than enjoying a peaceful and relaxing trip, all three passengers gripped their seats with conviction.

“If you kill us, I’m never gonna forgive you,” Dave said.

“Or if you kill the van,” I added.

I couldn’t believe that our drummer, Dave, came from the same family as Prudence. Three years younger and full of energy and positivity, he pushed us along both on stage and while on-tour. Since leaving home three months ago, Dave had kept our spirits high and convinced us that better days were always ahead. And with crowds building, it appeared he was right on the money. Somehow, this scrawny teenager smashed the shit out of his massive drum kit every night. Around 6ft, he would have been lucky to weigh one-hundred-and-thirty pounds fully clothed.

“Don’t worry, I have a mega-surprise for you,” Billy said.

“Surprises aren’t your forte. You should stick to bass,” I said.

“Ah, but this one is different. You’ll thank me for it when you see it,” Billy said.

I looked to Prudence, who was still gripping her seat as if her life depended on it.

Billy was an enigma, if ever there was one. For all intents and purposes, he lived as a goth. Standing at 5ft 6in, and with hair dyed jet black, he wore four-inch platform boots, buckled halfway up his shin, at all times. Dressed head to toe in black, and always wearing pale white makeup with black eyeliner and lipstick, he danced to the beat of his own drum. But when he strapped on the bass, all was forgiven, as he and Dave provided the platform that Prudence and I relied upon.

“We’re following the mighty Mississippi,” Billy said, as we crossed a bridge over the enormous body of rushing water.

“We could have followed the eastern bank down river,” Dave said.

“But then we wouldn’t have passed through Transylvania,” Billy said, beaming.

“You mean we went an hour out of our way through dangerous floods solely to visit your spiritual home?” Dave asked.

“And buy the souvenir t-shirt,” Billy replied.

“We’ve officially banned you from driving,” I said.

“You’ll change your tune once we’re there,” Billy said.

“Okay, but it would need to have the dark prince himself welcome us as mayor for you to escape this one,” I said.

As the gear behind us rattled away, I shuddered to think of the amp and PA damage. We’d become expert at packing things in tight, and the gear was in a cage at the rear of the bus protecting us from injury in the event of an accident. But they usually carried delicate electrical equipment in trucks with air suspension. Something we didn’t have.

“Why are you cheery? It doesn’t go with the goth image,” Dave said.

“We’re almost there,” Billy said.

“Oh no, look at the sign on the water tower,” Dave said.

“There’s a fucking bat on the town welcome sign,” I said.

As we reached the five-mile mark from Transylvania, something hit the bus from underneath. Billy hadn’t been watching the road closely enough. The booming thud even drowned out the radio.

“What was that?” I asked.

“I briefly wandered off the road onto the shoulder,” Billy replied.

“This is one place I don’t want to spend the night,” Dave said.

“It resembles every small town we’ve passed through in the past month,” Prudence said.

“Except for the half dozen creepy looking churches and the scary old, abandoned school building,” I said.

“Wait until I show you the new band shirts,” Billy said.

“How many times do we need to tell you? We’re indie, not goth,” I said.

Billy pulled the van up at the only petrol pump in town. While Dave filled the tank, the responsibility of the new driver, the rest of us headed into the shop for coffee. With limited drinks or snack selection, the adjoining diner became the best option. Prudence arranged the drinks while Dave and I picked a booth. A few seconds after Prudence sat down, Billy walked up.

“Bat’s or vampires?” Billy asked, holding out two t-shirts.


CHAPTER TWO


“I HOPE THE girl who took the orders delivers the coffees,” I said, as Prudence re-joined us.

“A pleasant surprise considering we are in nowhere, USA,” Dave said.

“She’s quite plain up close,” Prudence said.

“Then maybe I’m in with a chance,” Billy said.

“I doubt it. Even in nowhere, USA,” Prudence said.

The diner contained a half dozen four-person booths along the window, and a dozen stools alongside the full length counter. With corvette-red upholstery and white everywhere else, it was like a trip back into the fifties. In fact, it appeared installed around that era and left untouched since. Seating for forty appeared ambitious given we were the only customers, but we’d arrived before the lunchtime rush. The smells emanating from behind the counter gave me hope of at least enjoying a decent coffee.

“That’s a little harsh, Prudence,” Billy said.

“If you can find someone who’ll screw you in this town, I’ll spend the following night with you,” Prudence said.

“I think Prudence is saying what we’re all thinking,” Dave said.

“So much for rhythm section solidarity,” Billy said.

The coffees arrived, delivered by a spotty teenage boy. He appeared nervous, especially when placing Prudence’s drink in front of her.

“Would you like to take a picture? It’ll last longer,” Prudence said.

“Forgive our colleague. She’s had some dreadful news,” I said.

“Hey sport. Who’s the hottie at the counter?” Billy asked.

“That is Madison,” the guy replied.

“Whoever she is, could you please send her over?” Billy asked.

“Sure,” the guy replied.

As the teenage boy headed toward the counter, I had a car crash moment. I knew I shouldn’t look, but I couldn’t turn my head away. The guy spoke to the hot girl, and she glanced over while he pointed. Her expression was neither positive nor negative. She remained unmoved by what the boy said.

“Why did you encourage him, Prudence?” I said, before standing up and heading to the counter.

“I’m sorry, lass. Please excuse my friend for being an ass,” I said.

“You can call me Madison,” the girl said.

“I’m sorry, Madison. My friend was teasing your delivery boy,” I said.

“So, there’s nothing wrong with the drinks?” Madison asked.

“No. Everything is fine,” I replied.

“Except my friend Caleb here would like your number,” Billy said, suddenly appearing beside me.

“Then he should ask,” Madison said.

Billy stood dead still. Unable to fathom the response. He turned and walked back to his seat.

“Do you want my number?” Madison asked.

“That would be brilliant,” I replied.

“Then all you need to do is ask,” Madison said.

“Can I have your number, Madison?” I asked.

“I’ll have to think about it,” Madison replied.

I turned to head back to my seat.

“You forgot your change, Caleb,” Madison said, holding out her hand.

Madison dropped a piece of paper into my hand, and I returned to my seat. I struggled to contain the smile on my face.

“What was all that about?” Prudence asked.

“Apparently we overpaid,” I replied.

“Then where’s the cash?” Prudence asked, holding out her hand.

“I told her to keep it as a tip,” I replied.

Madison caught my eye several times while we finished our drinks. I even believed she smiled at me once or twice. But the life of a travelling band waits for no-one. And soon enough, we piled into the van for the rest of the trip to Louisiana Technical College. With Dave in the driver’s seat and Billy in the passenger seat, I planned our arrival time for lunch. I checked the details of the venue and any access limitations. Dave turned the ignition over, but the van didn’t start. This continued for a solid three minutes.

“Why is fluid running all over the driveway?” I asked.

“And the fuel gauge says empty instead of full,” Dave interjected.

“Perhaps you missed the tank with the nozzle,” Billy replied.

Everyone looked at Billy.

“Why are you looking at me? I’m not the driver,” Billy said.

“Because it sounds like you’ve busted the van again,” Dave said.

“Let’s not jump to conclusions,” Billy said.

“Is there a mechanic over there?” I said, pointing to a workshop adjoining the gas station.

“I got lyrics to write,” Prudence said.

“Okay, Dave. Let’s sort this,” I said.

“Can I have the credit card, Prudence?” I asked.

“Come back and grab me if you need it,” Prudence replied.

As we walked to the workshop, a sign came into view at the entrance.

“Workshop unattended. Please dial 504 298-9460,” the message read.

I dialled the number which displayed as ‘Madison (hot bat girl)’ on my phone display. Someone picked up within three rings.

“Woods Mechanical, Madison speaking. How may I help you?” a voice answered.

“Are you Madison from the diner?” I asked.

“You don’t waste any time, do you?” Madison replied.

“Hold that thought. But I called for a mechanic,” I said.

“Dad’s out on a test drive. He’ll be back in five minutes,” Madison said.

“And this is…” I said.

“… my mobile. Yes. My dad pays for it if I answer his calls,” Madison said.

“And your dad is the mechanic?” I asked.

“You catch on fast. My dad, Walter Woods, fixes cars and anything too complex for the locals. Here he comes now,” Madison replied, before hanging up.

A white Pontiac pulled up outside the workshop. A muscle-bound guy with massive hands stepped out of the car. He appeared unlike anyone else in town, or anyone we’d seen during our time in the bible belt.

“You must be Walter Woods,” I said.

“Yep,” Walter said.

“Our van won’t start,” I said.

“Bring it over,” Walter said.

“But it won’t start,” I said.

Walter buried his head under the bonnet of the Pontiac.

“Let’s push it over,” Dave said.

“Good idea,” I said, turning and heading to the van.

“All hands on deck,” I said.

Prudence looked at me with disdain.

“Okay, Prudence. You can steer,” I said.

Once inside the workshop, Walter positioned the van over the hydraulic lift.

“Everyone out,” Walter said, inspiring quite the performance from Prudence.

With the van in the air, Walter checked it from head to toe.

“What’s wrong,” Dave asked.

“Metal rod pierced the sump and petrol tank,” Walter replied.

“Can you fix it?” I asked.

“Yep,” Walter replied.

“How much will it cost?” Prudence asked.

“I’ll need to make a few calls,” Walter replied.

“When will you know?” I asked.

“In twenty-four hours,” Walter replied.

“Well, that changes the plan, Caleb,” Billy said.

Wanting to throttle Billy. Instead, I bit my lip and maintained my composure.


CHAPTER THREE


“I’VE POSTPONED TONIGHT’S gig,” I said, joining the band at the diner for lunch.

“Until when?” Prudence asked.

“Until the rest day on the way back north in two weeks,” I replied.

“It’s not in the BandMates App schedule,” Prudence said.

“I’ve literally got off the phone with Louisiana Tech this minute. I’ll add it now,” I said.

“Where are we staying tonight?” Dave asked.

“Working on it,” Prudence said, obviously googling local accommodation as she replied.

“Don’t worry. I’ll sort it,” I said, standing and heading to the counter.

As I approached the counter, I wondered why the aromas emanating from the kitchen were enticing, yet we were the only patrons in the diner. Perhaps they had a second diner? One for the locals. A swish one. Perhaps a hidden illegal casino with music, dancing, booze and sexy hostesses.

“Hello Caleb, what can I help you with?” Madison asked.

“A place for the night would be a great start,” I replied.

“Aren’t you the forward one?” Madison said.

“No, for me and the band,” I said.

“You realise you’re in the bible belt, don’t you?” Madison said.

“Sorry, would I be able to book four rooms in the motel for tonight?” I asked, as my face turned red.

“I’ll check if we have any vacancies,” Madison replied.

The sweet smell of apples temporarily overpowered fried bacon.

“You are in luck. One room is available,” Madison said.

“You couldn’t make it two rooms, could you?” I asked.

“Let me check. The builders aren’t due in town for three years. So, that’s a hard no,” Madison replied.

I looked perplexed at Madison’s comment.

“We only have the one room. But it has two beds,” Madison said.

“How much is it?” I asked.

“The rack rate mid-week is eighty bucks,” Madison replied.

“Any discounts available for a struggling indie band?” I asked.

“Not for indie bands,” Madison replied.

“What about for future husbands?” Billy interjected, suddenly appearing beside me.

“You or him,” Madison asked.

“Your choice,” Billy replied.

“Caleb would qualify for a family discount. The rate would drop to fifty bucks,” Madison said.

Feeling chuffed that Madison had considered me as husband material, I pushed the envelope my wingman Billy had opened.

“And how would I secure that discount?” I asked.

“We’re quite trustworthy around here. An engagement ring would suffice,” Madison replied.

Having secured the room, Billy and I returned to the others. I struggled to contain a broad smile.

“I think she likes you, Caleb,” Billy said, as we sat.

“Why would you want a sloppy burger when you can have filet mignon?” Prudence asked.

“Because the filet is too high maintenance,” Dave interjected, causing his sister to punch his arm.

“It might be a good time to check out the town. Anyone else interested?” Dave asked.

“I got lyrics to write, and I’m not leaving the air-conditioning. No matter how useless it is,” Prudence replied.

“And I got BandMates to update, apparently,” I said.

“Then the rhythm section will lead us in,” Billy said.

“I’ll take the bags to the hotel room. Let’s reconvene for dinner,” I said.

“Do you need help to pick out an engagement ring?” Billy asked.

Billy’s timing was impeccable. He and Dave were gone, and I had to deal with the aftermath of his comment.

“What’s this about an engagement ring?” Prudence asked, all of a sudden sweet and cheerful.

“Merely Billy being Billy,” I replied.

“Okay, I’ll pretend to act surprised,” Prudence said.

“Not as surprised as I’d be,” I said.

Billy and I had known each other since my first day at boarding school. His difference immediately drew me to him. An outcast, he played the bass, which was cool, and allowed me to share my musical passion for the first time. We started a band, and Billy knew Dave through his local church. A few years younger, Dave’s drumming had a maturity well beyond his years. Dave joined, and we became a three-piece.

Our first gig was at Dave’s sixteenth birthday party. We were raw and only played instrumental covers. None of us could write songs and were totally rubbish at lyrics. Dave lived in a mansion with a pool house and fifteen bedrooms, although he lived in a family of five. His sister heard us play and pulled out some poetry books. The two of us turned those poems into songs until sunup. We simply clicked creatively. But unfortunately, Prudence wanted more. I woke up sharing the pool-house bed with Prudence. I’m confident nothing happened, but she viewed it differently.

My phone dinged abruptly.

“Dear Mr Glover, your key for a room at The Bat Cave is ready at reception,” the message read.

There was no way I would tell Billy we were staying in The Bat Cave.

“What’s gone wrong, now?” Prudence asked.

“Nothing. I’m sorting out the room,” I replied.

“Let me know when it’s ready. That bacon smell is making me heave,” Prudence said.

“Will do. I’ll drop the cases off, then come and get you,” I said.

“And make sure it’s better than last night’s hovel,” Prudence said.

“I can’t promise that I’m afraid,” I said.

I grabbed my bag and headed to the counter. Focusing on Madison’s welcoming smile was all the treat I needed to restore happiness to my soul.

“Oh, yes, Mr Glover. One room for one night. Here’s your key,” Madison said, holding out something that Bruce Wayne would have been proud of.

“And can we extend if we need to?” I asked.

“Unfortunately, it’s booked out for the rest of the week. Church visitor,” Madison replied.

My mind raced to visions of a senior Baptist minister staying in a bat-bed in The Bat Cave.

“Can you show me where it is?” I asked.

“Hey Jacob, can you watch the counter? I gotta show our guests to their room,” Madison called out.

An old guy, short, rotund, and very hairy, walked out and smiled at Madison.

“Sure. But don’t be long. I need help with the ordering,” Jacob said, attempting to smile.

“I won’t be long,” Madison said, walking out from behind the counter.

Any risk of Madison being a butterbody disappeared in an instant. Wearing skin-tight faded blue jeans and black four-inch stiletto ankle boots, everything was right where it should have been. I stumbled as I followed Madison upstairs, a little too focused on her incredible arse rather than the raggedy steps.

“We don’t receive many big city visitors here,” Madison said.

“We live in the big city, but I’m from the country, too,” I said.

“What brings you this way?” Madison asked.

“We’re a band. We played at Mississippi State University last night and had a gig booked at Louisiana Technical College tonight,” I replied.

“Then why would you come this way?” Madison asked.

“It’s a long story,” I replied.

“Well, I wouldn’t tell the locals what you do for a living,” Madison said.

“Why not?” I asked.

“Music, dancing, and alcohol are all banned,” Madison replied.

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“Deadly, I’m afraid. You’ve broken down in the bible belt,” Madison replied.

Madison took back the key and opened the door. Walking into the darkness, she opened the blinds, revealing a typical small town USA motel room with a couple of Batman posters on the wall. Two single beds sat centrally, the only furniture in the room.

“You’ll need to wait thirty minutes between showers for the water to re-heat,” Madison said.

“Not the worst place we’ve stayed in,” I said.

“I bet it’s close, though,” Madison said.

Madison turned to leave.

“Where can we stay tomorrow night, if needed?” I asked.

“The RV Park a mile down the road is the only other option in town,” Madison replied.

I waited for the punch line, which never came.

“What do you do for fun in this town?” I asked.

“The Sunday church service is quite popular,” Madison replied.

“I meant at night,” I said.

“The young folk congregate at the diner,” Madison said.

“Does that include you?” I asked.

“I knock off at 10:00 pm, if that’s what you’re asking,” Madison replied.

“That gives me five hours to arrange an engagement ring,” I said.

“What’s with the delay?” Jacob said, standing in the doorway.

“Sorry, Mr Smith. Mr Glover had a few questions,” Madison replied.

“Then I’ll answer any further questions. You can head back downstairs, Madison,” Jacob said.

“Yes, sir,” Madison said.

“Thanks for your help. And for explaining the rules of the town to me. I will pass them on to the rest of my friends. And ensure we abide by them all while we’re in town. We’ll attend Sunday worship if we are still in town. And I’ll have a word to my friends about being more respectful,” I said.

“Sounds like Madison brought you up to speed,” Jacob said.

“Yes, she’s been a fount of knowledge and advice,” I said.

As Madison walked towards the door, Jacob didn’t move. He remained in her path, prompting her to squeeze past him and brush against his right hip. As she passed, he placed a hand on either of Madison’s shoulders and guided her through. I noted that the hold went a little too long.

“Where’s your smile gone?” Jacob asked.

“Sorry, Mr Smith,” Madison replied, faux-grinning.

“Anything else I can help you with, Mr Glover?” Jacob asked.

“No, Madison has answered all my questions,” I replied.


CHAPTER FOUR


“WHAT DID YOU find, Dave?” I asked over dinner.

“Seven churches, a camping ground, an abandoned school and heaps of farms,” Billy interjected.

“I’m not sleeping in a tent,” Prudence said.

“Don’t worry, sis. There’s no tent shop around here,” Dave said.

“We’ve got a room for tonight, but if we’re stuck here for any longer, we’ll need a Plan B,” I said.

“What about Madison? She’s a strong Plan B if you ask me,” Billy said, before I punched him.

“Don’t say that. The owner is weirdly protective of her,” I whispered.

“It wouldn’t be because they’re doing it. Have you seen him?” Dave said.

“Who’s got the salad?” the young waiter asked.

“That would be Prudence,” I replied, causing the waiter to look dumbfounded about the table.

“The girl,” Dave said, pointing to his sister.

“And who’s got the three hamburgers?” the young waiter asked.

“How can they call this a salad?” Prudence asked.

I looked at the lettuce, tomato and grated carrot neatly arranged in separate piles on Prudence’s plate.

“I see no animal products. That makes it salad in my books,” Billy replied.

Prudence shot Billy another death stare. Only one with increased intent.

“Well, the hamburgers are awesome,” Dave said.

As Madison predicted, the patronage increased once the sun went down. Besides the four of us occupying the furthest booth from the door and a long-distance truck driver at a stool close to the register, a couple of dozen young folk sat in between. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but something struck me as unusual about the crowd.

“I feel like I’m in a motorcycle club movie from the fifties,” Billy commented.

“What do you mean?” Dave asked.

“We got three rival factions in this place,” Billy replied.

I scanned the room, immediately understanding Billy’s observation. At the two booths next to us were a group of girls, dressed ultra-prissy as if on the way home from church. The church girls, Billy called them. Behind them sat a booth with boys, dressed conservatively and almost nerdy looking. Finally, closest to the door sat a second group of girls, dressed more like normal teenagers in jeans and t-shirts. Billy called them the prey.

“At least we’ve got some choice, and the odds are well in our favour,” Billy said.

“Even with those odds, my offer still stands,” Prudence said.

“I can almost taste those wonderful titties already,” Billy said, causing Prudence to close her sweater.

The prey was the most boisterous group by far. Even with no music playing, a constant hum of chatter filled the diner. Interestingly, we’d caught the attention of the boys and the church girls. As they shifted their focus away from the prey to us, they pointed and whispered to each other, something I found increasingly uncomfortable. At least there weren’t the numbers, nor the physiques, to cause us any grief. Although we sat well away from the only exit.

The prey was clearly putting on a show for everyone else in the diner. As the truck driver finished his coffee and paid his bill, his seat became vacant, an opportunity too good to pass up for Billy. Walking past the church girls and the boys, to staring and whispers, he planted himself on the vacant stool opposite the prey before turning to face the booth.

“Do you mind if I join you?” Billy asked.

“Only if you bring your cute friend,” a lead girl replied.

“And which one would that be?” Billy asked.

“Not the one wearing the dress,” the lead girl replied.

“Sure, give me a second,” Billy said, before sauntering back to our booth.

“I need my wingman,” Billy said.

“Sounds like a rhythm section bonding opportunity,” I said, causing Dave to stare at me in terror.

“Come on, Dave. You know you want to,” Billy said.

“Be sure to play nicely. And don’t get us thrown out of town,” I said.

Billy led Dave across the diner, causing the church girls at the table to giggle as he passed. The prey had cleared a spot for them, in the booth, dead centre of the group. Unsure what to expect, but knowing Billy all too well, I kept a close eye on proceedings. Something worried me about them. There was nothing prim and proper about them.

Looking more closely at the prey, the lead girl wore a leather mini-skirt and showed way too much cleavage. They appeared the polar opposite of the church girls. Still, Billy and Dave engaged well with them. Unable to catch the conversation, I noted the entire group look across at Prudence and me twice.

“I’ve updated BandMates, Prudence. Let me know if I’ve missed anything,” I said.

“Where’s the price for tonight’s accommodation?” Prudence said.

Checking SoundCloud, I read through Prudence’s newly uploaded lyrics. Even in nowhere, USA, she’d nailed them, bringing my barren chord changes to life. As much as our relationship was difficult, it was worth it every time I heard a new song take shape. By the time I’d provided feedback on Prudence’s new uploads, it was closing in on 10:00 pm. Apart from a single visit from Jacob, Billy and Dave had avoided offending the town. I could breathe again.

My phone dinged with a message. Expecting it to be from Billy, I ignored it. A second message came a minute later.

“Knock-off time. Do you have the ring?” Madison messaged.

“I guess that’s a no,” Madison added a minute later.

I looked up to watch Madison join the prey, sitting on a vacant counter stool. I needed to hurry, not trusting Billy for an instant.

“Who’s the message from? Or do I not want to know?” Prudence asked.

“Billy and Dave. I’ll be back in a moment,” I replied.

“You are not leaving me alone here,” Prudence said, panicking.

“The three of us are twenty feet away. No one will hassle you, we’re in the bible belt,” I said.

I walked over to the prey and stood beside Madison. Reaching into my pocket, I pulled out a broken guitar string, which I wrapped around my little pinkie three times before tying and cutting with my guitar tool. I dropped to my knee and lifted Madison’s hand.

“Madison Woods, would you do me the honour of becoming my wife?” I asked.

A loud chorus of screams and whistles flooded the diner.

“I warned you. Now it’s time to leave,” Jacob said, running out from a back room.

As the prey complied with Jacob’s request, I stood in front of Madison.

“Do I receive the family discount?” I asked.

“You’ll need it. Dad says you’ll be here a week,” Madison replied.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


“THAT WAS THE worst night’s sleep I’ve had in three months,” Prudence said, as she scoffed another spoon of muesli.

“What time did you boys get in?” I asked.

“Around 2:00 am,” Dave replied.

“What the hell were you guys up to?” I asked.

“Nothing as grand as a wedding proposal,” Billy replied.

“What wedding proposal? Why am I the last to know?” Prudence asked.

I threw a death stare at Billy, who returned with an air kiss on either cheek.

“We visited the abandoned school,” Dave said.

“The acoustics are incredible. Particularly in the old school hall,” Billy said.

“Did you win the bet, Billy?” I asked.

“Slow and steady wins the race,” Billy replied.

“That was a one night only offer,” Prudence said.

“Are you worried that I’m a slow burn kind of guy?” Billy asked.

“I don’t even know what that means,” Prudence replied.

“Once you’ve tasted Billy, nothing else will ever suffice,” Billy said.

“Now I need another shower. I wish I’d never asked,” Prudence said.

“Okay, team. We got a lot to do today…,” I said.

“… I’ve got lyrics to write,” Prudence interjected.

“I think we need all hands on deck,” I said.

“All hands on dick?” Billy said, laughing outrageously.

A death stare was all I could muster in response.

“We need to reschedule next week’s gigs,” I said.

“I can’t go a week without playing,” Dave said, furiously tapping the table.

“And I got five days to win my bet with Prudence,” Billy said.

“Argh! As if,” Prudence said.

“I’ll tackle the reschedule if you guys pack up the van,” I said.

“Then we need to find somewhere to play,” Dave said.

“What about the abandoned school?” Billy asked.

“Yeah, the old school hall,” Dave added.

“Is there power?” I asked.

“Didn’t need it last night. Not with the sparks Dave and Hannah were generating,” Billy replied.

“I’m lost. Who’s Hannah?” I asked.

“The lead girl at the diner last night,” Billy replied.

“All of a sudden, 2:00 am makes perfect sense,” Prudence said.

“It wasn’t like that. We’re taking it slow,” Dave said.

“Was she the one in the leather mini and the white see-through blouse?” I asked.

“Yeah, but she wasn’t giving it away,” Dave replied.

“Okay, empty the room, load the van and bring me the key when you’re done,” I said.

“I forgot you now receive family discount,” Billy said, before heading off with Dave.

“What does Billy mean?” Prudence asked.

“I’m not sure. But I’ll settle up and find a rehearsal space,” I replied.

“This comes straight back,” Prudence said, handing over the credit card as if I was a five-year-old child.

Within ten minutes, the boys had returned the key to The Bat Cave and were off on another Transylvanian adventure. I headed to the counter. Madison raised her head and smiled as I approached. A surge of excitement radiated from within.

“Morning Madison. Checking out of The Bat Cave,” I said.

“Do I need to check for broken televisions or faeces smeared on windows?” Madison asked.

“No, family doesn’t do that sort of thing to one another,” I replied.

“In my experience, family are the ones you need to watch the closest,” Madison said.

“I assume you accept credit cards?” I asked.

“Yes. That’ll be fifty bucks for the accommodation and two hundred bucks for the Batman poster,” Madison replied.

“Let me phone a friend first,” I said.

“Sure,” Madison said, returning to some work on the computer.

“Billy, return the poster or you pay,” I said.

“How much?” Billy asked.

“Billy, return the poster,” I replied.

“It’ll be back in ten minutes,” Billy said.

“Return the key when the poster is back. Fifty bucks for the accommodation then,” Madison said.

“We need to find a quiet place. Somewhere discreet,” I said.

“Aren’t you the eager beaver?” Madison said with a broad smile.

“No, for the band to practice,” I whispered.

“Somewhere quiet and with power,” I added.

“I’ll text you a few options,” Madison whispered.

“You are the best fiancé a man could ever wish for,” I said.

“I’m hoping you’ll return the favour, real soon,” Madison said.

After spending four hours rescheduling a full week’s worth of gigs, I’d achieved what I feared was almost impossible. I had successfully rescheduled the three largest of the gigs, while two smaller gigs got cancelled. I took that as a significant win. That signalled it was time to sort out the future of the van.

“You can take the van for five nights, but I need it back for one night once the parts arrive,” Walter said.

“Could you help us with a tow?” I asked.

“Sure. I’d suggest the RV Park. It provides power and water,” Walter replied.

That might provide a rehearsal opportunity. Perhaps we could run a lead to somewhere undercover?

“And it only costs ten bucks a night. With the family discount,” Walter added.


CHAPTER SIX


“THANKS FOR HELPING us to move the van, Walter,” I said.

“It’s taking up valuable space in my workshop,” Walter said.

“And you’ll pick it up again on Friday morning,” I said.

“Yep,” Walter said.

The RV Park provided the perfect answer to our accommodation problem. It kept us out of sight while still being close enough. And with unlimited power and bathroom facilities, we could carry on working while we waited for the van to be repaired. Having our possessions in our control encouraged me. Even though we were in the bible belt, Route 65 carried a solid amount of north and south travelling traffic. Especially trucks.

“Let’s run through the sleeping arrangement,” I said.

With four of us to accommodate, compromises needed to be made.

“I’m sleeping across the back seat,” Prudence directed.

“Then Billy sleeps on the floor in the back,” Dave said.

“I’m not sleeping inches away from Billy,” Prudence said.

“Don’t worry, babe. I’m happy to wait for our special night,” Billy said.

“Dave and I are six inches taller than you two,” I said.

“We couldn’t shut the door if either of us lay across the van,” Dave said.

“That leaves me in the passenger seat, and you in the driver’s seat,” I said.

“I guess I’m skinnier, so it makes sense,” Dave said.

“We can lay the seats back and put our feet up,” I said.

While not ideal, we all agreed with the plan. The equipment filled the rear of the van, placing passenger accommodation at a premium.

While I assured Prudence that the arrangements could work, a series of loud crashes came from behind the van. Dave had unloaded a few of his drums and was going at it full bore.

“Dave, we can’t play here,” I screamed.

“Then where?” Dave asked.

“That’s our next challenge. But here’s not an option,” I replied.

“We need to find somewhere discreet. Where no-one will hear us,” I said.

“What options did your fiancé flag?” Billy asked.

“Who?” Prudence interjected.

“Billy’s simply being Billy,” I said.

“There are a couple of empty farms a few miles out of town,” I replied.

“How the hell are we gonna move our gear out there?” Dave asked.

“We could each carry our own gear,” Prudence replied.

“Have you been told yet today, sis?” Dave said.

“How did you go at the school?” I asked.

“No connected power,” Dave replied.

“I’m not hearing a simple solution,” Prudence said.

“Perhaps we need to go un-plugged,” I suggested.

“Brushes. Kill me now,” Dave said.

“Madison might know how to switch on the power at the school,” I said.

“Then we have a plan A,” Dave said.

“But we need to be discreet,” I said.

“We can sleep during the day and play all night,” Billy said, suddenly upbeat.

“I don’t like leaving my gear at an abandoned school,” Dave said.

“Then I’ll camp at the school. Its gotta be better than the floor of the van,” Billy said.

“I’ll join you. The driver’s seat won’t be much fun either,” Dave said.

“I’m staying in the van,” Prudence said.

“Are you guys sure?” I asked.

“An abandoned school is more my thing than the RV Park,” Billy replied.

“You can come back for a shower each morning,” I said.

“Or not,” Prudence interjected.

“Now we need to move the gear over there,” I said.

“I got lyrics to write,” Prudence said.

“Can your girlfriend help, Dave?” Billy asked.

“Hannah’s not my girlfriend,” Dave replied.

“Doesn’t her father drive a truck?” Billy asked.

“I can’t imagine Hannah driving a truck in those heels,” Dave replied.

“And we need to keep this discreet,” I said.

I messaged Madison, who promptly replied. She was in.

“Madison’s gonna help us. But she can’t do it until midday,” I said.

“Caleb’s fiancé comes to the rescue again,” Billy said.

“At least he’s got one and I’ve got a girlfriend,” Dave said.

“I’m waiting for Prudence to come to her senses,” Billy said.

“Sounds like we have a plan,” I said.

“We’ll be jamming by mid-afternoon,” Dave said.

“That school had better not be too creepy,” Prudence interjected.

“I’m sure it will be fine,” I said.

I headed up to the diner around 11:30 am. Grabbing a coffee, I sat at the counter waiting for Madison’s lunch break.

“Given the lack of customers, why is the kitchen always busy?” I asked.

“We deliver hundreds of meals into the local community each day. The diner is a fraction of the business,” Madison replied.

“Can we borrow the truck, dad?” Madison asked as we entered the workshop.

“Sure, do you want me to drive you?” Walter replied.

“No, my fiancé knows how to drive a truck,” Madison said.

“He may be useful to the family, after all,” Walter said.

Madison’s comments got me worried. I’d only given her a wrapped guitar string and her father was talking happily ever after. Not that it would be a bad thing. Although I’m sure the band wouldn’t be happy if I bailed in Transylvania. Madison directed me past her house, and we grabbed some camping gear for Billy and Dave. She also picked up some keys from the real estate section of the gas station.

Billy and Dave were ready to move the gear when we arrived at the RV Park. In less than fifteen minutes, we were at the abandoned school. The boys set up the gear while Madison and I worked on the power.

“The backup diesel generator will provide enough power for the instruments. But you need to remain hidden from view,” Madison said.

It turned out that the school hall faced away from the road, making it the best place to set up. Shielded from the road for both sound and light, we could play day or night. After checking the diesel tank, the generator roared into life. But the generator was for band use only. Else, we used the camping equipment.

Leaving the boys at the school, I drove Madison back to the workshop. After dropping off the truck, Madison gave me a lift home. Driving up to the van, it sat a few inches higher.

“Thank you for all your help. You’ve saved the day, again,” I said.

“What’s a good fiancé for?” Madison quipped.

“No, you’ve gone over and above. I only hope I can make it up to you,” I said.

Unexpectantly, the rear door of the van opened and out stepped Prudence. She wore a black negligee, stockings held up with a suspender, and black five-inch stiletto lace-up ankle boots.

“I’ve set up our bed in the back of the van,” Prudence said.

“I’m looking forward to four days of alone time with you,” Prudence added.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“WHAT THE HELL was that performance about?” I asked as Madison drove off.

“Don’t you like what I’ve done with the van?” Prudence replied.

“You know what I mean,” I said.

“I’m simply protecting my turf,” Prudence replied.

“Well, the performance is over. We need to join the boys,” I said.

“I’m right to go,” Prudence said.

“And you’re gonna walk two miles in those shoes,” I said.

Prudence gave me a blank stare.

“I can only imagine how excited Billy will be when he sees you dressed like that,” I said.

“At least I got your attention. If only for five minutes,” Prudence said.

“I’ll be ready to go in fifteen minutes,” Prudence added, before heading into the van to change.

As we approached the abandoned school, the rhythm section rocked out. When he came into view, Dave sweated like a boxer in the fifth round of a prize fight. Meanwhile, Billy limbered up with a series of jazz exercises. His fingers caressed the fretboard like it was a beautiful woman. Not that he likely had any experience with that. But this guy knew how to rock the bass like no-one I’d ever met.

“Let’s run through the set list from top to bottom,” I said.

“Which end is top?” Billy asked.

“That would be the first song of the set,” I replied.

“Okay. I’ve been practising it both ways,” Billy said.

“Count us in, Dave,” Billy said.

The boys had made a brilliant call. The acoustics in the abandoned school hall were incredible. They provided a dark and moody vibe that suited our set list perfectly. Everything we played sounded brilliant. If only we could play in a venue that sounded like this every night. Still, we had it for a few days and could probably arrange a few live recordings. Although the diesel generator was a little annoying.

Around 4:00 pm, we stopped for a break. Billy disappeared into the shadows while Dave towelled himself off.

“How about we unleash the new songs?” I suggested.

“I’m happy to, as long as you can keep the other two on a short leash,” Prudence replied.

“Then let’s riff along and see where it goes,” I said.

Incredibly, after merely a couple of play-throughs, a lyric and set of chords quickly became a fully formed Plastic Hippos song. Billy wove an intricate bass line between the chords, one that worked in beautifully with the main riff. And Dave provided the trademark driving beat that underpinned our sound. By 6:00 pm, we had two fledgling songs for the set list, and the hunger pains had reached a crescendo.

“How do we want to do dinner?” I asked.

“I’ll stay with the gear while you guys go to the diner,” Billy replied.

“I can stay with you,” Dave said.

“No need. Bring me back a Bat-burger,” Billy said, causing Prudence to faux-vomit.

Prudence bitched and moaned about the lack of vegan options during the ten-minute walk. I was glad to enter the front door and receive some respite. Prudence handed me the credit card while she and Dave headed to our booth in the far corner. Not that the diner had any other patrons. It was simply our spot. While paying for three Bat-burgers and a garden salad, I noted Madison appeared a little offish.

“The rehearsal space is awesome. Thanks for all your help,” I said.

“We can’t have four bored indie-band members causing havoc in our town, can we?” Madison said.

“You should come past when you knock off,” I said.

“I don’t think your girlfriend would be as welcoming,” Madison said.

“She’s not my girlfriend. She’s merely a band mate,” I said.

“Does she know that?” Madison asked.

“I’ve told her a million times, including this afternoon,” I replied.

“Well, she’s giving me the evil eye as I speak,” Madison said.

“Don’t worry, I’d bet you could take her in a fight,” I said with a wry smile.

“Hannah already told me about the concert,” Madison said.

“The what?” I asked.

Madison turned her phone to show me a trail of messages, starting with Billy.

“The concert. All the girls are buzzing about it,” Madison replied.

“Hey Hannah. Drop by the abandoned school tonight for a musical treat you’ll never forget. And be sure to bring your friends. Billy xoxo,” the message read.

The message was wrong on so many levels that I didn’t know where to start. But Hannah sent it to a group chat, of which Madison was a member.

“Nice to know you were gonna invite me,” Madison said.

“I wanted to keep it discreet,” I said.

“Then you shouldn’t have told Billy,” Madison said.

“Bloody Billy. I can’t leave him alone for five minutes,” I said.

“But I’d love to hear you play,” Madison said.

“I promise we won’t start until you arrive,” I said.

“Well, you need to repay some fiancé points,” Madison said.

“I’ll even dedicate a song to my favourite fiancé,” I said.

As we left the diner, the crowd had swelled to around a dozen. Mainly the church girls, although a few of the boys had arrived too. Each group sat in the same seats as the previous night. Billy was right. It reminded me of a scene from a fifties motorcycle club movie. Grabbing Billy’s Bat-burger, we hurried back to find Billy entertaining a half dozen girls. All from the group he liked to call the prey.

“Babe, I was hoping you’d arrive soon,” Hannah said, running up and throwing her arms around Dave.

And she didn’t stop there as their lips locked for a solid two minutes. Not that it was surprising. She wore a black PVC catsuit, with a massive zipper right up the front showing a little too much cleavage. Taking it slowly. I couldn’t envision that.

“Babes, what a surprise. I didn’t know you were coming,” Dave replied.

“I hope you didn’t mind me inviting a few friends over,” Billy said.

“As if I could stop you,” I said.

“I promised them a concert,” Billy said.

“And I promised Madison we’d wait until she arrived,” I said.

“I’m not trying to cut your lunch, Dave,” Billy said.

But Dave and Hannah were oblivious. A day had been a long separation, and they were out to make up for lost time.

“As if that would ever happen,” Prudence interjected.

“Don’t worry. I’m saving myself for you, Prudence,” Billy said.

We ended up having a wonderful time, sharing stories and introducing the girls to music, instruments and musicians. As expected, Prudence headed into a safe corner to work on lyrics. Around 10:00 pm, Madison arrived. We’d blacked out the lights and remained silent. And when she turned the corner, I yelled surprise, and we kicked off the concert. We played for two hours, eventually receiving a rousing round of applause as the patrons understood the concept of a concert.

“You were wonderful,” Madison said, once we’d finished.

“Did I earn a few fiancé points?” I asked.

“Well, dedicating a love song to me didn’t hurt,” Madison replied.

“Argh! I need to go home,” Prudence said.

“Does it have to be now?” I asked.

“I’m not walking home alone,” Prudence replied.

“I can give you a lift,” Madison offered.

“I need to walk the buzz off,” Prudence replied.

“I’m sorry Madison. I’ll catch you in the morning,” I said.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


RATHER THAN SHARING the back of the van with Prudence, I slept curled up in the back seat. While I couldn’t forgive her rudeness, her point was valid. Touring with a band offered additional challenges for girls. And it was the rest of our jobs to ensure she was always safe. We were sort of like three crazy brothers that needed to look out for our sister. And she made it clear sowing her wild oats was not on the agenda. Except selectively.

For the sake of band stability, I’d vowed to be the responsible one. I took the hit and looked after Prudence. Even if that meant I missed out on some fun, protecting the band ranked above everything else. It simply sucked being me sometimes. While Billy went nuts, and Dave ploughed a field full of oats, I wrote songs. Perhaps that’s why all the recent stuff had started in such a dark place. Either way, I’d made a commitment and swore to keep it.

Cold and stiff, I grabbed my phone and messaged the boys.

“Coffee with bacon and egg rolls is on its way,” I messaged the group chat.

The deafening silence worried me. Especially where Billy was concerned. A twenty-four-seven guy, Billy was always quick with a wisecrack. But not this time. He’d either scored after the concert, which was as likely to happen as Prudence being upbeat, else it signalled concern.

“I’m heading over to the diner on the way to the school,” I yelled at the back door of the van.

“I gotta work on some lyrics this morning,” Prudence said.

“Okay, I’ll catch you at rehearsal around lunchtime,” I said, stopping as Prudence opened the door.

“I may need some help,” Prudence said, kneeling seductively in nothing but a black teddy.

“Call me if you become stuck,” I said, before marching defiantly in the diner's direction.

By the time I reached the diner, I’d received a proof of life message from the boys.

“Bring a double helping for Dave. He’s had an extra-large night,” Billy messaged.

I responded with a thumbs up. As usual, I didn’t understand the subtext of Billy’s message.

“And bring him a massive sausage. The biggest you can find,” Billy added.

Raising my head from the screen, Walter motioned me over.

“Good morning, Walter. What can I do for you?” I asked.

“I’m worried about my little girl,” Walter replied.

“In what way, sir?” I asked.

“She appears strong and talks a good game, but underneath, she’s quite sensitive,” Walter replied.

I wasn’t sure whether Walter’s eloquence, or the contents of his message, surprised me more.

“Your daughter is a credit to you, sir,” I said.

“She hasn’t had an easy life, what with her mother passing ten years back,” Walter said.

“I’m sorry for the both of you, sir. I wasn’t aware,” I said.

“That’s when I first learned of her existence,” Walter said.

“You weren’t always part of the community?” I asked.

“No, I was in the army when I met Madison’s mother. While passing through, we shared one night together. I never considered the consequences of that night until later,” Walter replied.

“Wow, and you’ve only known Madison for ten years,” I said.

“I’ve done everything possible to make up for the horrible things her grandfather did to her,” Walter said.

“Who was he?” I asked.

“Pastor John Smith. He’s since passed too, but I tried to give her a normal life,” Walter replied.

I had copious questions. But Walter needed to disclose what he felt comfortable with. I wondered what trauma Madison had been through. And what Walter had done to help.

“You’ve done a wonderful job, sir,” I said.

“I couldn’t stand by and let her fall through the cracks like most of her friends,” Walter said.

“She’s a real credit to you, sir,” I said.

“You need to know. I’d do anything to protect her,” Walter said.

Heading into the diner, my mind raced in all directions. How could Madison appear so confident and well-adjusted if she’d had such a difficult upbringing? And which of her friends had fallen through the cracks? Also, what were the cracks Walter referred to? Unsure about how to approach Madison, my head started spinning. It sounded like she had been on the wrong end of an awfully nasty individual.

And then I entered the diner, where the fragrance of freshly ground coffee accosted me, and sizzling bacon caught my eye. My stomach bucked in anticipation of a hearty feed. Something about Madison appeared different when she appeared at the counter. With her hair tied back with a scarf, and wearing a bright, summery yellow dress, she almost appeared like one of the church girls.

“Hey fiancé, someone looks mighty fine this morning,” I said.

“What, this little old thing?” Madison said, suddenly beaming.

“Can I order some breakfast to go?” I asked.

“Sure. What, no anchor today?” Madison replied.

The boys greeted me with broad smiles as I laid out the feast on the floor. While I knew Billy had been up for a while, Dave hadn’t slept a wink.

“What happened after I left?” I asked.

“Dave is asking the same thing,” Billy replied.

“What does that mean?” I asked.

“He should be the one to explain,” Billy replied.

“And what about you? Does Prudence need to be concerned?” I asked.

“I’m not looking to rush into anything,” Billy replied.

“Isn’t rush your middle name?” I said.

“The prey is not as it appears on the surface,” Billy said.

Once again, Billy had lost me within a few words.

“But I recorded the session last night,” Billy added.

“You are freakin’ kidding me. How does it sound?” I asked.

“Incredible. The acoustics are even better on tape,” Billy replied.

As Billy played samples of the recording, my excitement level skyrocketed. We’d planned to capture our live sound for years, but never had the opportunity, or the venue, to do it. Especially with a cheering crowd.

“You, sir, are a master,” I said.

“I’m thinking Plastic Hippos, Live in Transylvania,” Billy said.

“No improving on perfection,” I said.

“I can have the disks ready to sell by our next gig and on the website a week later,” Billy said.

“You, my friend, are a flaming genius,” I said.


CHAPTER NINE


“ARE YOU ALRIGHT, brother?” I asked when Dave finally surfaced.

“Yeah, I got no sleep last night,” Dave replied.

“Is that a good thing?” I asked.

“Yes. But give me until after breakfast, buddy,” Dave replied.

“Well, if Billy knows, the world will soon enough,” I said.

“Don’t let Prudence find out,” Dave said.

“Find out what?” I asked.

“Dude, you gotta promise me,” Dave replied.

Dave was always calm and measured. For a sweaty drummer in a band, he rarely had even a hair out of place. For the first time since I’d known him, he appeared rattled. Almost panicked. Dave was the perfect antidote to Billy’s crazy ways. Mister reliable. A platform that I could forever rely upon, whether on-stage or between gigs. But his eyes were as wide as saucers and sweat poured from his temples. Something had really thrown him for six.

“I promise I won’t utter a word to any living soul, especially Prudence,” I said.

“The living souls don’t bother me. But Prudence does,” Dave said.

“I promise Prudence won’t hear it from me,” I said.

“Why are you standing out here, letting the feast go cold? I already know,” Billy interjected.

The three of us sat around a breakfast offer fit for a king. Well, in money-strapped touring band terms, anyway. As I unwrapped baked pastries, eggs and bacon rolls, scrambled eggs, and the biggest sausage I’d seen in real life, Billy handed around the coffees. Billy grabbed an egg and bacon roll, which he demolished in two massive bites. I started with the scrambled eggs, light and fluffy and with tomato ketchup splashed all over them.

“The extra-large sausage is for you, Dave,” Billy said, holding it out and laughing outrageously.

“I don’t understand,” I said.

“Do you want me to lead off?” Billy asked, to which Dave nodded.

“You know how the prey is a bit ying and yang?” Billy asked.

Within a few words, Billy had lost me already.

“You may have to dumb it down for me,” I replied.

“Hannah, Chloe and a few of the others are total buxom babes, right?” Billy said.

“Which one is Chloe?” I asked.

“Leopard skin boob tube Chloe,” Billy replied.

“I understand,” I said.

“But many of the others are completely flat chested,” Billy said.

“I’m following, I think,” I said, unsure why Billy insisted on collectively calling the girls the prey.

“Well, there must be a reason for that,” Billy said.

I waited for him to elaborate, but nothing was forthcoming.

“You show him, Dave,” Billy said, offering Dave the sausage for the second time.

“Billy believes members of the prey are outcasts for a reason,” Dave said.

“And what reason would that be?” I asked.

“Because they aren’t like the boys or the church girls,” Billy replied.

“I’m still not following,” I said.

“Dave got a handful of nuts when he rounded third base last night,” Billy said.

“And Hannah was quite proud of her endowment, too,” Dave said.

“What did you do?” I asked.

“I did what any eighteen-year-old horny guy would do,” Dave replied.

“He fucked her stupid all night,” Billy said.

“But I don’t want Prudence to find out. She twists stuff around with my parents. And they might make me leave the band,” Dave said.

Of all the things I expected to be discussing over breakfast, this wasn’t one.

“Does that mean…” I said.

“… that they are all the same? I’m trying to confirm it,” Billy interjected.

“Only Hannah stayed the night, and she left before sunrise,” Billy said.

“She had to sneak back into her house,” Dave said.

“Then what’s gonna happen next?” I asked.

“Billy invited everyone back again tonight,” Dave replied.

“What are you gonna do, request a line-up?” I asked.

“Do you think that would work?” Billy replied.

“How do you feel about Hannah, Dave?” I asked.

“She’s incredible. But I don’t want Prudence to stuff it up,” Dave replied.

“You’ve got to keep Prudence away. I’d do it, but she doesn’t have a schoolgirl crush on me,” Billy said.

“There’s no crush,” I said.

“Either way, she hates Billy,” Dave said.

“Then are we gonna skip the concert tonight?” I asked.

“Luckily, I recorded it last night,” Billy replied.

“Something more intimate tonight, perhaps?” I asked.

“That is the plan,” Dave replied.

“Okay, then we’ll practice with Prudence this afternoon, but her and I won’t come back after dinner,” I said.

“Thanks for the support, brother,” Dave said.

“Whatever it takes, brother,” I said, reaching forward and hugging Dave.

As I sat and finished breakfast, I tried to digest everything that I’d heard. How many of Billy’s the prey possessed an endowment? Did that include Madison? Was that what Walter had meant earlier in the day? Surely not. She looked totally feminine. But Hannah did too. Who would have known? But Walter said Madison had been through difficult times. Surely there couldn’t be more than a couple of transgender girls in such a small town?


CHAPTER TEN


AFTER BREAKFAST, WE broke out the instruments and worked on the new songs. Even without Prudence, the band needed to explore options for each track and find the perfect groove. Both songs headed in slightly different directions, creating two new set list-worthy songs by the end of the session. Around halfway through the morning, we had an unexpected visitor.

Hannah dressed in black skin-tight leather jeans and a brown, long-sleeved wrap top, complete with a deeply plunging neckline. A pair of black four-inch stiletto sandals completed the ensemble, making me wonder how she’d navigated her way through the abandoned buildings. A small wave between beats from Dave encouraged a broad smile. I struggled to reconcile this gorgeous woman possessed the equipment Dave described.

“Hey babe,” Dave said as Hannah approached.

“Hey lover,” Hannah said, striding Dave on the drum seat and kissing him passionately.

With their lips locked solidly, Dave and Hannah’s hands moved in all directions as the scene quickly became a little R-rated.

“Let’s take five,” I suggested.

Billy wasn’t one to offer privacy. If there was action, he focused on it and provided me with a blow-by-blow description.

“That kiss will last longer than five,” Billy said.

“Then let’s work on the live recording,” I said.

Hannah stayed for around half an hour, long enough for me to give Billy a list of feedback on the live recordings. A gifted sound engineer, Billy took everything on board and promised to have the finished recording by the end of the week. As Hannah dismounted from Billy’s drum seat, we knew it was time to return to the songwriting.

“Before you go, Hannah. Caleb wanted to know if all your friends are as equally well-endowed,” Billy said.

Hannah didn’t comment. She walked directly towards me, hips swaying seductively and breasts on full beam after the session with Dave. She didn’t stop until her erect nipples pushed against my chest. Staring into her sparkling violet eyes, I struggled to reconcile the truth Dave had shared with me.

“You had your chance. But unlike Dave, you didn’t step up to the plate,” Hannah said.

A flood of sweet vanilla infused my body as Hannah slowly slid her hand into the front pockets of my jeans.

“What did I miss out on?” Hannah said, as she moved her perfectly manicured fingers onto my hardening cock.

For a second, I got lost in what might have been.

“But as you know, Dave rounded third, and scored a home run,” Hannah said.

Hannah looked deeply into my soul, licking her lips seductively as she did.

“Some of my friends are similarly blessed. But that’s their secret to tell,” Hannah whispered.

With that, she kissed me softly on the lips, before heading out the way she’d come in, allowing me to breathe again. Albeit heavily.

“Tell me when the coast is clear, lover,” Hannah said, before she rounded the corner out of sight.

“You kids seem tight,” I said.

“She’s the most incredible person I’ve ever met,” Dave said.

“And you say she’s packing heat down below,” I said.

“It’s my second favourite part of her,” Dave said.

“And you’re fine with her being transgender?” I asked.

“It was unexpected, at first. But last night was a game changer,” Dave replied.

“I won’t dig into your private life,” I said.

“Best night ever. I don’t regret it for a second,” Dave said.

Dave appeared more than a little smitten with Hannah. And I’d seen a side of him I didn’t know was there. Perhaps the road had matured him. He knew what he liked and didn’t care what anyone else thought. Except for Prudence, that is. And everyone was worried about telling her anything. So, that wasn’t overly surprising.

After working on the songs until midday, we were all ready for a break. Billy stayed with the gear while Dave and I headed to the diner to grab lunch. I messaged Prudence to join us. Dave and I arrived first and went inside. Dave assumed his usual position at the booth, while I headed towards the counter. Madison looked a vision of purity dressed in a white long-sleeved lace blouse, with a short white pleated dress and white, four-inch stiletto patent leather ankle boots.

“Dave appears to have enjoyed his night with Hannah,” Madison said.

“Best night of his life, apparently,” I said.

“Opportunities like that don’t come up too often,” Madison said.

I wasn’t sure how to take the comment.

“I’m really sorry about last night,” I said.

“You went from hero to zero quickly,” Madison said.

“I’m the responsible one, and someone has to look after Prudence,” I said.

“Somehow, I don’t think she’s as hopeless as she pretends,” Madison said.

“Look, if there was an alternate, I’d jump at it,” I said.

“You mean you’d rather spend time with me?” Madison asked.

“More than anything,” I replied.

“Then meet me here with Prudence after lunch,” Madison said.

Madison’s smile spoke volumes. A combination of church girl innocence, with schoolgirl naughtiness, and overlaid with womanly sexiness all at once. Prudence was at the booth by the time I’d ordered. After sending Dave ahead with Billy’s lunch, Prudence and I followed Madison to her car.

“Where are we going?” Prudence asked.

“I have a surprise for you,” Madison replied.

“I’m not interested in any menage de trios that involves you,” Madison said.

“Thank goodness. I couldn’t stomach that either,” Madison said.

Madison drove out of town towards the RV Park.

“Caleb mentioned you were tired of living in the RV Park,” Madison said.

“That’s stating the obvious, isn’t it?” Prudence said.

“Grab your things. I got a better option,” Madison said.

Prudence took less than five minutes before she was ready to go. Madison drove back past the diner and out of town, heading north. Ten minutes later, we were standing at the reception of The Economy Inn of Lake Providence.

“Can we afford to stay here?” I asked.

“I receive a family discount for one room,” Madison replied.

“But how will I travel to rehearsals?” Prudence asked.

“Call Caleb. He has my spare key,” Madison replied.

The second we entered reception, Prudence confirmed her decision. Madison showed me around the town while Prudence showered and dressed for rehearsal. After another ten-minute drive, Madison dropped us off at the school.

“Thank you for helping Prudence,” I said.

“Chalk it up to fiancé points,” Madison said.

“I don’t know how I’ll ever be able to thank you,” I said.

“Oh, don’t worry. I got firm ideas about that. Very, very firm,” Madison said.

“The pressure of expectation is weighing me down. I hope I can deliver,” I said.

“Oh, I’m banking on it, fiancé,” Madison said.

After rehearsal, I dropped Prudence off and returned Madison’s car. But not before returning to the RV Park to make a few changes to my sleeping arrangements. As I waited for Madison to finish her shift, I dreamed of watching her walk towards me in her white outfit. A ‘November Rain’ image ran through my head. And excitement flooded every inch of my body. I wasn’t sure what the night would bring, but had prepared myself for anything.

“Aren’t we heading to the school?” Madison asked as I drove from the diner.

“I thought something more intimate may be in order,” I replied.

Parking to the side of the van, I opened the door for Madison before pulling out a white scarf.

“I have a surprise for you,” I said, before tying the scarf around Madison’s eyes.

“This sounds dangerous,” Madison said.

I led Madison to the back of the van before opening the doors.

“You can take the scarf off now,” I said.

“How did you arrange this?” Madison asked, before squealing with delight.

“Let’s say a couple of cupids helped me out,” I replied.

“From the just married sign to the rose petal heart, this is perfect,” Madison said.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


MADISON STARTED CRYING. For the first time, I’d seen a vulnerability previously hidden.

“I need to tell you something,” Madison said.

“Hey, I’m not asking you to do anything you don’t want to do,” I said.

“I want to, so much. But I need to tell you something first,” Madison said.

What Madison told me blew my mind. It was completely unexpected, even given Dave’s discovery. Around twelve years earlier, her community had battled the changing times. The younger folk wanted open access to the outside world. Eventually, after much debate, a church leader agreed to allow radio into the community for the first time. But only if they protected the youth from the sexualised messages of the music. All agreed to the terms.

But they caught a group of young boys listening to rap music one night. They’d snuck out and headed to the diner after it had closed. The community leader caught them listening to sexualised popular music. There was fear that the boys would become a threat to the girls and the wider community. They gave the group of boys between eight and twelve testosterone blockers. Told that the medicine would make them female, and that they would live like that from then on.

Five years later, after the community leader had passed, Walter arrived in the shadow of Madison’s mother’s passing. Walter and a few other parents battled to provide Oestrogen to some kids. That transitioned Madison, Hannah, and Chloe, while the others remained stuck in a holding pattern. Their parents wouldn’t budge, and without the community leader, no action was the only answer.

“I’m transgender. I understand if you want to call the engagement off,” Madison said, trying unsuccessfully to hold back the tears.

“The engagement is history, I’m afraid,” I said.

“I fully understand,” Madison said.

“Can’t you read the sign? It says just married,” I said.

Madison’s expression instantly switched from night to day.

“It’s a lot to take in. I’ll need you to guide me,” I said.

“I’m not exactly an expert. I’ve only ever slept with Jacob,” Madison said.

“But he’s…” I said.

“… old. Yeah. But I got limited options in town,” Madison interjected.

I was thinking married, but chose not to pursue it.

“How do we approach this?” I asked.

“Have you not had a girlfriend before?” Madison replied with a cheeky smile.

“Of course,” I said.

“Then follow your instincts, or call Dave for advice,” Madison said.

I slid my hand around Madison’s back, pulling her close to me. She looked innocent, dressed in white from head to toe. To anyone driving past, it could have been our wedding night. Although spending my wedding night in a smelly old tour van was not something either of us would have dreamed of. Madison’s moist red lips looked too tempting for me to wait any longer. I reached up and gently turned her head before electricity surged between our lips. Slowly sliding my hand down Madison’s arm, I moved it onto her stocking clad thigh.

“Let’s find out what Santa has brought me,” Madison said.

Madison slid her hand down my torso and skilfully removed my belt. After undoing the button on my jeans, I glanced down to see Madison’s blood-red fingernails fumble with my zipper. It was clear to both of us that little Caleb was aching to join the party. But Madison took it slowly, tracing the outline of my six-inches over my soft cotton trunks.

“Show me yours and I’ll show you mine,” Madison said.

I gathered she was joking, but her stare signalled she yearned for acceptance.

“You’re on,” I said, removing my shoes and jeans.

Madison stood facing me while we both slid our underwear to the ground. Her white pleated skirt tented in exactly the right place.

“Not fair. You cheated,” I said.

“Then do something about it,” Madison said.

I remembered Dave’s comment about the game changer. This was my first opportunity to understand what he meant first hand. And I would not miss it for anything.

My phone rang.

“You better answer it. Prudence may need a lift,” Madison said.

Instead, I dropped to my knees and lifted Madison’s left foot. Starting at the top of her soft leather boot, I kissed my way up her silk-clad leg, past her toned thighs and under her tenting mini skirt. What greeted me was a stunning five-inches, with a perfectly manicured landing strip sitting directly above.

“Are you just gonna stare at it, or are you gonna earn some major fiancé points?” Madison said.

Lifting the skirt with both hands, I sunk my mouth over Madison’s stunning gift, taking it deep enough to feel her balls against my chin. Madison quivered with excitement as I pulled out and went again, deeper this time.

“Oh yes, you move straight to the good stuff, don’t you?” Madison said.

Madison leaned back, grabbing the back step of the van, her legs quivering. I lifted her hips until she sat on the mattress, before fulling consuming her cock again and again. With encouragement from Madison’s hands, twisting and tearing at my hair, I worked up a rhythm that soon had Madison struggling to breathe. Each laboured breath signalled I was one step closer to the perfect climax. Faster and faster, I worked, maintaining a depth that Madison adored, until she twisted her hips as a torrent of nectar flowed deep down my throat.

“That was not what I expected from a newbie,” Madison said.

“Some things are instinctive,” I said.

“Well, with instincts like those, I’m keen to find out where this goes next,” Madison said.

“Wasn’t there something you said about give and take?” I said with a broad smile.


CHAPTER TWELVE


“SO, YOU ARE looking for some take now, are you?” Madison said, removing her blouse.

Madison pulled me down on top of her before rolling on top of me. After slipping my t-shirt over my head, she kissed her way down my neck and onto my chest. Nipple play was not something I’d experienced before, but it sure proved effective. Positioning her body over mine, Madison kissed me deeply while she locked her soft leather boots into position against my feet.

Once anchored, Madison gently rocked her body against mine, sliding her soft 36Cs against my chest, while her stiffening five inches tantalised my rock-hard six inches.

“Oh fuck, that’s nice,” I said, as the blood rushed from my head.

Staring up at Madison’s gorgeous face, framed perfectly by her long ruffled hair, I wondered how I could be only her second lover. She was beautiful, smart, and incredibly sexy. Everything a young lad desired.

Madison rocked up and down my body slowly, fast enough to keep me rock hard, but not enough to send me past the point of no return. And every time our swords crossed, a spark of electricity surged through my body from top to toe. But soon enough, my breathing laboured. Signalling that a climax was not far up the road. Sensing my heightened excitement, Madison upped the pace. With a more ragged action, our swords crossed with every change in direction. The excitement was too much for me to hold in.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

What followed was an orgasm for the ages. With Madison’s tongue thrust deep down my throat, and her nipples pressing hard against my chest, I let go a torrent of nectar between us. Seconds later, Madison did the same, creating a far-reaching warmth.

“You weren’t the only one who was excited,” Madison said with a cheeky smile.

“That’s two to one,” I said.

“Married folk don’t keep count,” Madison said.

“Wrong. Folk keep count once they’re married,” I said.

“Alright, you head to the shower first,” Madison said.

I kissed Madison with intent before she rolled off me and lay beside me on the mattress. Grabbing a handy towel, I left the van and walked the fifty yards to the shower block. Replaying our shared experience, I stepped into the shower and soaped up my hair. I wanted to return clean and fresh for our next act.

“Hands against the wall,” Madison said in a deeper, fake voice.

“I’ve got nothing of value on me,” I said.

“I’ll be the judge of that,” Madison said.

“Then do with me what you wish,” I said.

With my hands on the wall and soap in my eyes, I was at Madison’s mercy. A hand slid down my wet torso and up between my thighs.

“Spread those legs and clasp your hands behind you,” Madison said.

I complied, allowing Madison to grab both of my arms. As Madison stepped forward, I excitedly waited for her next move. And what a delightful move it ended up being.

Madison’s cock head brushed against my ball sack as she slid her rock hard weapon between my legs. A quiver of excitement rushed through me as she positioned it against my flower.

“Bend down and brace for the headline act,” Madison said.

I dropped my head as Madison entered an inch at a time. It hurt at first, but more because I tensed and resisted her actions. Once I relaxed, Madison’s heavenly five inches filled me to bursting point.

Still holding my arms, Madison thrust her weapon deep inside me time after time. By now, the soap had washed from my hair and water poured down my back. But I thought of nothing but the pleasure Madison provided with every thrust. Madison changed the angle by changing her grip on my arms. Each bettered the previous angle until her weapon caressed my G-spot for the first time. A surge of excitement shot through my body, causing my legs to shake uncontrollably.

“Deeper, deeper,” I screamed.

But Madison was too far gone to take instructions. At the end of each delightful thrust, her ball sack whipped me gently. While at the end of each drawback, I begged for her to push back in, hard. Madison’s thrusts hastened, pushing deeper and deeper until she stopped, and her weapon shuddered, before unloading a warm treat deep inside of me.

“Oh, yes. That feels amazing,” Madison moaned.

As Madison let go of my arms, I leaned against the shower wall, water rushing down every nook and cranny of my body. I watched Madison’s nectar wash down the drain, still unable to regain my composure. What had I experienced? Why did it feel so good? When could we do that again?

“So much for give and take,” I said.

“Remember, you still owe me a pile of fiancé points,” Madison said.

“Oh, is that how it’s gonna be?” I said, pushing Madison against the wall and kissing her deeply.

As our tongues wrestled for dominance, Madison positioned little Caleb against her flower.

“Show me what you got, big boy,” Madison said.

I knew it was time to take charge and drive this session home.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT NIGHT I never made it to the school hall. I had way too many fiancé points to pay back. And after a disciplined eight-hour session, I was well on track. The problem was that Madison kept guiding the way, building up her own bank ahead of mine. Still, I never let her get too far ahead of me. And as the sun came up, Madison agreed to call it even, providing I replayed one of her favourite moves. Who was I to knock back such a wonderful deal?

At first-light, I checked my phone. I ignored the seventeen messages from Prudence. But Billy had sent a dozen of his own. They were mostly wingman requests. The calls perfectly documented the journey of Billy hooking up with Chloe. Billy’s messages shifted from pure lust, to fear and terror, until he’d obviously done the deed. He then bragged about his performance incessantly. I saved them all for another day, knowing I could use them at a future date to control Billy. When Madison and I finally arrived at the school hall, Billy had the broadest smile. Something quite scary, when combined with his goth dress style.

That week spent in Transylvania turned out to be pivotal for the Plastic Hippos. Dave, Billy and I clicked into a new gear musically, allowing us to compose two future albums worth of songs. And it turned out that Prudence was more than happy to sit in her hotel room and write lyrics. She’d email them to us, and Madison, Hannah or Chloe would stand-in on vocals while we thrashed out the accompaniment. That’s why we gave co-writing credits to the Three Sirens, as we called them. Something that Prudence never figured out.

At the end of the week, the van headed back into Walter’s workshop. I spent that night in The Bat Cave with Madison, while the boys remained at the school and Prudence stayed out of town. Madison even pulled out a Batgirl costume, which well and truly set the scene for a fabulous last night together. Walter gave me a family discount on the van repair, and even cracked a smile when I picked it up. He commented that he’d never seen Madison so happy. And thanked me for showing her that true gentlemen still existed.

Leaving Madison in Transylvania was the hardest thing I’d had to do. On the morning of the band’s departure, I switched out the guitar string ring with a proper engagement ring. One that I’d scouted when dropping Prudence off in Lake Providence. Madison agreed to trial a distance relationship with an indie musician. And with ‘Plastic Hippos, Live In Transylvania’, securing substantial airplay across the Southern states, our tour schedule saw us spend many more nights in a town that helped break the band, and not just the van.
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FAMILIAR FACE
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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?


THE FRIEND ZONE
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How far would you go to protect the love of your life? Would you put your own happiness aside, or risk alienating your family, for love?

Edward Alpine believes that life couldn’t get any sweeter. He’s living in a wonderful studio apartment in downtown Manchester, just minutes from his favourite bars and restaurants, and sharing it all with his soul mate, Luna. And he still gets to catch up with loving parents at his suburban childhood home every Friday night for dinner. Things have never been so perfect.

But when his mother mentions a taboo subject once too often during Friday night dinner, her words cause actions that blow Edward’s world apart. When hot blooded Latino Luna takes offence at the comments, Edward’s life spirals completely out of control, creating an outcome that he never saw coming.

Edward finds himself in the friend zone, permanently. And not the friends with benefits zone, either. And with Luna determined to find a replacement soul mate, Edward gets dragged along by the friendship leash, to help Luna’s quest to find her alternate dream guy. Somehow, Edwards must convince Luna to fall in love with him all over again, before helping her find his replacement, or risk losing his soul mate forever.

If you like your romances with equal measures of drama and heart, like ‘The Notebook’, then you’ll love ‘THE FRIEND ZONE’. The latest story from indie author, Yumi Cox.

How will Edward convince Luna that her true soul mate is right in front of her, before she settles for a second-rate replacement?


FREE DRESS FRIDAY
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How far would you go to secure the job of your dreams? What lines would you cross? What lines wouldn’t you?

Harrison Tate is a mid-western farm boy looking to launch a stellar legal career with the most prestigious anti-discrimination law firm in the country. Securing one of the rarest and most sought after legal practice internships, Harrison knows he’s only one step away from the graduate role that could pave his future career with gold. After five years of hard work, he must make every post a winner during his ten week stint, or risk losing the opportunity of a lifetime.

From his first day at the firm, and first interactions with his co-workers, Harrison discovers his kryptonite. And there’s no shortage of it. It seems there’s a gorgeous woman around every corner. And most of them fall into his sexy mature woman sweet spot. Harrison finds it impossible to shift his focus from his colleagues and onto the work. And having been nick-name headshot Harry, it seems he may just about have the pick of any girl in the office. He even thinks there’s a bounty been placed on his back.

So, when Harrison gets a reprieve, he jumps at it. Two weeks in a sister office supporting the firm’s top legal eagle, gives Harrison a first-hand view of his future career. And removes him from temptation. Or so he thinks. Because his gorgeous boss, Karen Smith, is more of a handful than an office full of stunners. ‘Don’t sleep with the boss’, was his mentor’s parting words. But that looks increasingly difficult as Karen has him well and truly in her sights. Like a lamb to the slaughter, he finds himself in the hands of a seductress, in what seems like a very faraway land.

If you like transgender romances with more than a touch of drama and intrigue, like ‘The Crying Game’, then you’ll love ‘FREE DRESS FRIDAY’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Harrison be able to navigate his way through deep and treacherous waters, or will one night of pleasure destroy his dreams 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?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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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