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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“A TOAST,” DAD said. “To wonderful new experiences in Japan and a broadened outlook. Safe travels Ryan.”

“Thanks dad,” I replied. “And thanks everyone for coming to my send off. I’ll miss you all. But I can’t wait to soak in the culture in Tokyo for the next six months.”

I was about to leave my International Business degree at The University of Sydney for a Semester exchange at Temple University of Japan. Since commencing in my course, I’d always had my sights set on a semester abroad. And Tokyo attracted me for its strong business and cultural reputation.

My whole family attended, with a few additions. Dad and mum encouraged university study. They ensured my three brothers and I got a secondary education that led us to university. Mark, the eldest had studied Law, Colin, next in line studied Accounting, while John, my younger brother studied Engineering. So, dad and mum were pretty happy.

“Do you know anyone in Tokyo?” Colin asked. “Sarah’s friend is on exchange. Perhaps she can hook you guys up?”

Sarah was Colin’s girlfriend. Well actually they were more than that. They’d been together since the start of secondary school. Although just twenty-two, they seemed destined to be the first marriage in the family.

“Her name is May Long,” Sarah replied. “She studies Fashion Design at my uni. I’ll show you her Facebook profile.”

Sarah handed over her phone and my jaw visibly dropped. This girl was stunning. With long black hair and deep brown eyes, there were photos of her with Sarah and her friends, as well as photos of her in Tokyo.

“At least that will be a break from dating models,” Colin quipped. “Although, if she’s the girl I remember, she could be a model herself, if she wished.”

“Yes, we can all see she’s attractive,” Sarah said grabbing her phone back. “Let me know if you want me to introduce you.”

“Thanks Sarah,” I said. “She looks nice. Let me get established and I’ll let you know.”

I looked around the dining room and soaked in the atmosphere of home while I could. There would be no twelve-person dining table, no tennis court, no twenty-five-metre saltwater pool. Hell, even my classic 6 series BMW and kayak would lay idle in my absence. Moving from a forty square home in the Northern suburbs of Sydney, to a six square apartment in Hiroo, Tokyo would be a culture change in many ways.

“Why did you pick Temple University?” John asked. “What’s wrong with Tokyo University?”

“It came down to three things,” I replied. “Temple University is a US based college, so the course work was easier to get credited for. Secondly, while I’ve studied Japanese for a few years, at Temple all classes and materials are in English. Finally, around forty percent of the student body is American, so I’m hoping to make a broader range of contacts.”

“Bloody hell,” Sarah said. “You business guys never stop networking, do you?”

“As they say,” I replied. “Contacts make the world go around.”

Sarah studied photography at University of Technology Sydney. That’s why she knew May, as the photography students did work with the design students.

“Well, I’m just hoping you get to feed yourself while you’re away,” mum said. “You’ve never had to fend for yourself before. When your father and I went to Greece for a month, we organised your meals in advance.”

“Yes, that will be a challenge mum,” I replied. “But the Japanese food culture is quite different to ours. I’ll be living in a small apartment in the middle of the city. They’ll be hundreds of food options within one hundred metres of where I’m staying.”

“I think it’s time to retire into the lounge room for some coffee and cake,” dad said. “We won’t embarrass you Ryan, but your mother wasn’t going to let you go without an early birthday cake for next week.”

“Mum, you shouldn’t have,” I replied a little embarrassed. “But if it’s chocolate cake, I’m all for it. But no singing please. We can do that via Skype.”

“Sounds good,” dad said. “That’ll give your mum something to look forward to.”

We retired to the lounge where I worked through all the technical aspects of Skype with John. As an Engineering student, he was IT support desk for the family. Someone had to do it, as dad and mum were digital dinosaurs. While they loved what the technology offered, they didn’t have a clue how to make it work.

After checking all the accounts and running a test Skype call between the family and me in the pool house, we filled ourselves up on my favourite devil’s food chocolate cake.

“I’m gonna miss your cooking, mum,” I said ploughing into my second serve of cake. “This chocolate cake is amazing.”

“It’s your grandmother’s secret recipe,” mum replied. “Don’t worry, I’ll pass the recipe on to your wife one day.”

“I’ll hold you to that,” I replied.

As the night came to a close, I got a little teary. This would be my first real time away from the family. And although it was only a three-hour time difference, the ten-hour flight put the distance into perspective. That’s about as far as from Los Angeles to London. It sure shows how far Australia is away from the rest of the world.

Mum cried her eyes out at the send-off the next morning. I got hugs at check-in, the coffee shop and at the gate. Finally, I waved goodbye before wandering through customs and into the departure lounge. This was it. It was really happening. I looked around, and immediately the crowd was a different mix to my local North Shore set. It may be different, but I was excited to escape the bubble of home and experience the real world.


CHAPTER TWO


TOKYO HIT ME like a cultural wall. From the moment I set foot in the terminal at Haneda, I was transported into the hustle bustle of a city of over 13 million people. And it felt like each one tried hard to stand out.

After clearing immigration, I took the train to Hiroo. I would be using the train system pretty much exclusively during my stay, so had planned to get stuck in straight away. Buying a ticket and navigating the system was easy. Everything was colour coded. I took the Kelkyu Main Line to Shingawa station, then took the Yamanote Line to Ebisu station. I would become quite familiar with the railway system during my stay.

The apartment was around a five-minute walk from Ebisu station. Even carrying a large backpack, the walk was pleasant. I could smell the flowers of spring from the gardens as I walked. While not manic, the traffic noise was constant. It seemed horns were used differently in Japan. I made sure to take in landmarks along the way, as I knew this would become a track well-travelled.

I couldn’t believe how efficient everything was. The key to my apartment was easy to find in the safe box, to which I’d been sent details in a message. Not knowing what to expect, I was more than pleasantly surprised when I opened the front door. The first thing to hit me was how light and bright the apartment was. That would make a huge difference during my stay.

My apartment was termed a studio apartment. So, the bedroom was the lounge room and the dining room. A separate bathroom adjoined the all-purpose room, else everything was combined into a single space. Now this was perfect for me, as I could lay in bed and watch the television. Not that I found much to watch. But the option was there. At the foot of my bed was a glass topped coffee table. I could sit on one of two chairs or the bed to use it.

At the opposite side of the room was a massive window that let heaps of natural light in. I had a somewhat obscured view but could lay in bed and see the greenery of trees in my vista. The apartment had an industrial feel. This had been embraced by the decorator. The wall behind my bed was brick painted white. Two sets of track lighting stretched the length of the roof. The roof and walls were painted white with a few pieces of modern artwork dotted around.

Most importantly, for s six-foot-three guy, I had a queen-sized bed. That gave me just enough length, while keeping me hopeful about sharing it with someone during my stay. The bathroom was tight. I could shave, shower and shit without having to move an inch. But it did have a deluxe toilet that made whirring noises and shot water gushing into my nether regions on command.

It was late Sunday afternoon but the time I settled in. Temple University had assigned me a buddy to help get me settled and I had received a message from her.

“Hello Mr Ryan, please message me when you are settled and we can catch up for coffee and I’ll show you around,” Yuki messaged.

I took the bull by the horns and called Yuki. We agreed to meet at a coffee shop near the Ebisu Station half an hour later.

I arrived first and made myself comfortable. Yuki messaged me as she arrived. I have to admit, my first impression of the Temple University buddy program was extremely positive. Yuki stood around 5ft 3in with grey dyed hair and the face of an angel. As she removed her sunglasses, I noticed her emerald green eyes. She wore an oversized fawn jumper with a belt that sat around four inches above her knees. The jumper was matched with a pair of thigh high black leather boots.

“Hi Mr Ryan,” she said as she sat down. “I hope you had a comfortable trip.”

“Yes, thank you Yuki,” I replied. “The service was wonderful and I’m quite impressed with my apartment.”

“I’m so glad to hear that, Mr Ryan,” she said with a twinkle in her eye. “I look forward to maybe seeing it one day.”

My first impression of Japan just jumped one hundred-fold.

“So, classes start tomorrow, and you’ll need to know how best to get to campus,” Yuki said. “Take the Yamanote Line from Ebisu station to Shibuya station, then change onto the Den-en-toshi Line to Sangen-jaya station. To make it simple, you start on the light green line, then move to the dark green line.”

“All good,” I said before deciding to go fishing. “So, do you live nearby?”

“Yes, Mr Ryan,” Yuki replied. “I live in Shibuya. So, I’ll meet you at Shibuya station in the morning if you like.”

Yuki was extremely friendly and set me up for success. After coffee, she showed me the local supermarket and a couple of excellent places to eat near to my apartment. We finished up around 6:00pm.

“How can I ever thank you enough, Yuki?” I said. “Perhaps, I can buy you dinner?”

“Unfortunately, I have a prior commitment,” she said. “Perhaps, another night.”

“Well, my diary is pretty empty right now,” I replied. “How about Friday night?”

“That will work out fine,” she said. “A group of us go for dinner each Friday night. So, you can come along.”

Not the answer I hoped for. But it was a start.

I grabbed some take-away sushi and went back to my apartment. After dinner I made a quick Skype call before it got too late and hit the gym for a workout. Travelling had meant I hadn’t worked out for a couple of days. So, it was rewarding to work up a sweat. The gym was part of an excellent set of apartment facilities.

I went to bed pleased. I loved my apartment, my university sounded exceptionally well organised and I’d made a new friend in Yuki. Someone, I looked forward to finding out more about.


CHAPTER THREE


MONDAY MORNING, I woke at 6:00am. I went for a run before getting prepared for my first day of university. After packing some lunch, I headed for the station. The trip to Shibuya was quite quick. I ended up about twenty minutes earlier than I’d agreed with Yuki. While I waited, I soaked in the atmosphere of Japanese peak hour travel. The efficiency of the system left me staggered. John would have loved to have seen this organisation in motion.

After around ten minutes, I grabbed a coffee. I felt like a giant. Scanning the crowd, I was at least six inches taller than anyone else at the station. Except for a girl standing a couple of spots ahead of me in the line. From the back she looked tall, probably 5ft 10in at least. Adding to her presence, she wore four-inch stiletto boots. She towered over everyone else. As she got to the front of the queue, I could have sworn I heard an Australian accent.

I watched closely until the girl turned around. I wasn’t disappointed. She was stunning. With long black hair, espresso brown eyes and plump red lips this girl was a knockout. She wore a pair of silky black shorts and a matching cropped top exposing her finely toned abs and legs. I tried to catch her eye, but she headed across to the other platform and was gone. Something about her looked familiar. But I always imagined that when I saw attractive girls.

With two coffees in hand, I went in search of Yuki. Walking up to the platform, I caught site of her about twenty feet ahead. As I approached, I noticed she had her arm around another attractive Japanese girl.

“Hey Yuki,” I said. “I got you a coffee to thank you for all your help.”

“Thanks Mr Ryan,” she said. “This is Aiko, my flatmate.”

After exchanging pleasantries, Aiko gave Yuki a kiss on the cheek and said goodbye.

“So, are you looking forward to your first day?” Yuki asked.

“I must admit, I’m quite excited.,” I replied. “If everyone is half as nice as you, I’ll be more than happy here.”

The trip to Temple was uneventful. The train was unexpectedly quiet. It didn’t rattle along like the trains in Australia It was quiet and unobtrusive. Sort of reminded me of the rest of my Japanese experience to date.

I didn’t have any trouble keeping my eye on Yuki during the trip. She wore a bright yellow oversized knitted jumper with black leggings that were torn to expose her thighs. Completing the outfit was a pair of black 4-inch stiletto boots and a matching purse. A pair of sunglasses finished off the movie-star-esque ensemble.

“So, tell me about the other students,” I asked. “Who’s who in the zoo?”

“There’s forty in our class,” Yuki replied. “As it’s international business, there’s a real mix. We have around thirty percent Americans, fifty percent Japanese and the rest come from other countries in Asia.”

“Who’s the crowd you hang with,” I asked trying to flesh out Yuki’s relationship status. “Who’s the Friday night crowd?”

“There’s a group of six of us who have been together since first year,” she replied. “I’ll introduce you to them, but again, it’s a mix.”

“So, what are the plans for Friday night?” I asked. “Where do you guys hang out?”

“We typically hit the bars in Shibuya or Harajuku,” she replied. “That’s central for everyone. We start off with dinner, then drinks and finally karaoke.”

The first week of university flew by, so by Friday I looked forward to socialising with the gang. We headed out straight after final class, so I came dressed for the occasion. Standing six inches above anyone else, my outfit made me a beacon in the crowd. But I wanted to impress Yuki, well at least put my best foot forward.

Dinner was booked at a hip sushi bar near Shibuya station. It was standing room only, but one of the busiest restaurants in town. As soon as you walked in the smell of the fish hit you. Not in a bad way. Everything on the menu was so fresh. And the knife skills of the sushi chef were insane. The clickety-clack of knives and the scraping of sharpeners almost drowned out the crowd noise from time to time.

After dinner, we retired to a nearby bar. This gave me a much better chance of chatting to Yuki and finding out more about her.

“So, what do you do when you’re not studying?” I asked.

“I like to stay fit,” she replied. “And I spend a fair amount of time helping out Aiko. She’s an artist.”

“Wow, what sort of art does she create,” I asked.

“Mainly portraits,” Yuki replied. “I suppose you could call me her muse.”

I wasn’t quite sure how to take Yuki’s comment, so thought I’d leave the romantic approach for another night.

Our final stop for the night was ‘5ive Bar’ Shibuya for a spot of karaoke. From the moment we walked in the door, the energy level switched to maximum. The gang consisted of three girls and two guys in addition to Yuki and me. There were two guys and five girls. We headed straight to a private room and cranked the music up.

“I’ve picked out a duet for us to sing,” Yuki said sitting close in the booth. “Come on, we’re up.”

I wasn’t quite sure what I’d been signed up for, but when a hot Japanese girl wants to sing a duet with you. You sing.

The song was ‘Endless Love’. I did my best Lionel Ritchie but fell a little short. Still I got to sing to Yuki and drink a substantial amount of rice wine.

When we finished singing, Yuki led me by the hand back to the booth. I sat first, and then she dropped onto my lap. I already had a half boner from the close singing. I felt Yuki slide back on my lap and squeeze my now full boner between her warm arse and my groin. I felt she knew exactly what was happening in my pants, though she didn’t make it obvious to anyone else.

After sitting through Mariah Carey, Whitney Houston and The Beatles, it was my turn again. I wowed the crowd with a classic rendition of ‘Shake It Off’ by Taylor Swift, before heading to the toilets. Passing the fifth of six other private rooms, I heard a familiar song reverberate into the hall. It was ‘By My Side’ by INXS sung with style in an Australian accent. I couldn’t resist. I had to see who was singing.

Pretending to enter the wrong room, I walked in to see a group of Japanese fashionistas sitting around a table drinking Sake. Then I saw the tall girl from Shibuya station belting out the song. What was the chance of seeing her again? I had to meet this girl but apologised for disturbing them and left. I took a sneaky phone pic on the way out.


CHAPTER FOUR


LOOKING AT THE photo of the tall girl, I suddenly joined the dots. Was this Sarah’s friend from university? I had to know. I got straight onto Facebook and messaged Sarah for her friend’s details. Sarah sent the link along with a short message.

“If you do anything to embarrass me or her, you’d better not come back,” she messaged.

“Thanks Sarah. We’ll be sure to name our first born after you.” I replied

I felt excited, having convinced myself I had a shot with both Yuki and the tall girl. Now, I could relax and enjoy the weekend. I explored the beautiful city of Tokyo, taking in the usual sights of Senso-ji Temple and Tokyo Skytree Tower. Likewise, I checked out the Akihabara Electric Markets and Shinjuku Fashion Boutiques. It wasn’t quite Sumo season, so that would have to wait for another day. A day trip to Hakone on Sunday completed an awesome weekend.

Sunday night Sarah finally sent through the Facebook link. I immediately went into stalker mode and checked out May’s photos. There she was with Sarah and her friends. There she was at the Shinjuku crossing. Bingo. I saw recent photos of her with the gang of fashionistas. I knew it had to be her. Now, I had an excuse to say hello.

I thought long and hard about what to say. I decided to ask Sarah for one more favour.

“Hey best friend, would you mind introducing me to May on Facebook? You could tell her I’m new in town and would appreciate someone showing me around,” I messaged.

“That’s so lame. Leave it with me.” Sarah messaged.

Within five minutes, I had a message from May welcoming me to the city. She suggested we catch up the following Saturday morning. I immediately agreed. It was a date.

“Thanks so much Sarah. If Colin doesn’t marry you, I will,” I messaged.

“Why wouldn’t Colin marry me?” she messaged.

I decided not to try to get out of this one.

Monday morning and I was back at Shibuya station looking for Yuki. This time she wore an apricot top tied to hold in her breasts, a white leather mini skirt and matching white ankle boots. Her hair was pulled back tightly into a bun. As I approached, I heard her on the phone.

“I’ll be home around 6:00pm,” she said. “Love you babe.”

“Hey Yuki,” I said. “I hope I didn’t interrupt something?”

“No that was just Aiko,” she replied. “All good.”

We chatted while waiting for the train. As I became used to, the train arrived right on time. As we boarded, I saw May arrive on the other platform. I considered waving but thought better of it.

“Who’s that?” Yuki asked. “Do you know her?”

“She’s a friend of a friend from Australia,” I said. “I’m catching up with her on the weekend.”

“She’s gorgeous,” she said with a smile. “A bit out of your league, maybe.”

The work week went quickly. We started getting assignments and split up into project teams. I ended up in a team with Yuki and Georgia. She was one of the gang, an American girl. While somewhat attractive, it was hard to notice anyone else when Yuki was around.

Towards the end of the week, I checked in with Yuki and Georgia about plans for Friday night.

“So, where are we headed this Friday?” I asked. “Do we always go to the same venues?”

“I’ve got other commitments this week,” Yuki replied with a giggle. “But perhaps Georgia can show you a good time?”

“I’d be happy to go out with you,” she said before I could respond. “Let’s head into Harajuku, where I live.”

I suddenly got the feeling I’d been played.

Knowing I was catching up with May on Saturday morning, I planned on having a quiet Friday night. But I didn’t want to seem unfriendly towards Georgia. After all we were project team members. We started with drinks in the ‘Baird Beer Taproom’. This was more like the boutique breweries I was used to.

“So, do you have a girlfriend back home?” Georgia asked getting straight to the point.

I tried to scare her off.

“There’s someone special,” I replied. “But it’s quite new.”

“Okay, that’s cool,” she replied. “It’s just you seem to be pining over Yuki, and I hoped you weren’t expecting a miracle.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well you know she’s virtually married to Aiko?” she replied. “They’re a couple.”

Well, that took the wind out of my sails. It sounded plausible. Maybe that’s why she had resisted my charms?

“Well, they make a stunning couple,” I replied. “Yuki’s a wonderful girl and so lovely. Aiko should feel very lucky.”

“Okay stud,” she said. “Let’s go to bar number two.”

She led me up the road to ‘Rock Bar Half Moon’. It was packed. The crowd spilled right across the street. And packed in Tokyo means you had to breathe in to move. It was really vibing, and the noise from the crowd was deafening. As I scanned across the crowd, I spotted May. But this time she was with a couple of girls. I couldn’t wait ’til tomorrow.

“Hey May, fancy seeing you here,” I said half introducing myself.

It took a moment to register but then she responded.

“Oh, Ryan,” she replied. “I didn’t think we were catching up until tomorrow.”

“I saw you here and thought I’d say a quick hello,” I said. “I’m chilling here with a friend from university. Anyhow, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I didn’t want to screw up my chances but wanted to break the ice.

Upon returning to Georgia, I got the one hundred question routine.

“She’s hot. Who is she?” Georgia asked.

“She’s a friend of my sister in law,” I replied.

“Did you know she was here?” she asked.

“I didn’t know we were coming here,” I replied.

“You sure seem to have a preference for Asian girls, don’t you?” Georgia asked.

“I can see beauty in any races,” I replied trying to divert the discussion.

After a few minutes she settled down. I decided to call it a night shortly thereafter. Note to self; watch Georgia.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


ON SATURDAY MORNING, I woke at 6:00am and went for an early morning run. The mornings were crisp and the weather fine. I made it to the Olympic Stadium and back. Then I hit the gym. I wanted to look as good as possible for May. Knowing May studied fashion design, I went all out, wearing my most current outfit. Ready for action, I hit the streets.

May had suggested we meet in Shibuya. Halfway between where we both lived. She texted me the address of the coffee shop, ‘The Roastery’ by Nozy Coffee. I decided to walk the couple of kilometres. It helped me burn off some nervous energy.

I arrived first and took a seat. Even though it was Saturday morning, the relaxed and chilled vibe immediately hit me. The smell of coffee roasting dulled all other senses, until you heard the live music playing through the speakers. Light and bright, the shop had a massive feature window and industrial lights sprinkled across the roof line. The artisans behind the counter crafted mochas and lattes with style.

While ‘The Roastery’ was busy, I managed to secure a two-person table halfway down the building, opposite the main counter. I sat facing the door so as to grab May’s attention when she arrived. But when I saw her, I felt frozen to the spot. With the light shining behind her, she looked like an angel arriving from a cloud. She waved and came closer.

May was dressed in white from head to toe. She wore a long flowing white dress with splits to either hip. With the sunlight behind her you could clearly see the silhouette of her gorgeous body. Long black hair framed her face and flowed halfway down her back. Her white lace bra and panty set were obvious to someone looking closely; which I was. May finished her outfit with a black belt, black ankle boots and a small black bag. She smiled widely as she sat down.

“What can I get you?” I asked upfront. “How do you take your coffee?”

“I’d love a half-strength macchiato,” she replied.

I placed the order and sat down.

“How are you enjoying Tokyo?” May asked. “Is it what you imagined?”

“It’s early days,” I replied. “But it’s definitely different to the Northern Beaches of Sydney. But everything to date has been wonderful.”

We chatted small talk while waiting for the coffee.

“What do you want to see today?” May asked. “I’ve cleared the diary for you.”

“Sarah tells me you study fashion design,” I replied. “How’s about you show me into your world? I imagine it’s quite amazing here in Tokyo.”

“Yes, I attend Coconogacco,” she replied. “It’s an alternative fashion school. Not your typical teaching methods, that’s for sure. It’s over near the centre of town. I absolutely love it.”

“Has it changed your fashion outlook much?” I asked.

“Yes, I still want to establish my own brand in Sydney,” May replied. “But I’ve changed my approach to design and the vision for the brand.”

Wow, this girl had the full package. Gorgeous, smart, creative and ambitious.

“Well, if you want to experience my world?” May said as she finished her coffee. “Let’s hit Harajuku.”

May grabbed me by the hand and led me out of the coffee shop and to the station. While I was happy walking, May wore five-inch stilettos, so public transport was the go. Even with her high boots, I still had an inch or so on May. But each time I looked at her, those plump red lips called to me.

The conversation flowed. We didn’t even slow during the train ride. May was fascinating. Growing up in western Sydney, she was the child of Thai and Japanese immigrants. Her parents had met and fallen in love, which meant they needed somewhere new to live. She had a younger sister who was still in high school. Her mother was an artist, while her father worked as a chef.

Once we arrived at Harajuku, May introduced me to her area.

“Harajuku is the hub of street art and youth fashion,” she said. “It is also the location of choice for cosplayers on the weekend.”

“Cool, I love art,” I replied.

“Now you’ll need to stay close, as it’ll be loud and busy,” she said. “Even though we both tower over the locals, it’ll be easier to navigate if we stick close together.”

I wrapped my fingers in May’s. Sounded like a great excuse to get up close and personal.

The first thing that hit me when leaving the station was the energy. People lined the streets, spilling out onto the road as they tried to navigate street musicians and artists. The bright colours of the fashions shone like a beacon. Entering May’s world felt like stepping into a cartoon book. I recognised characters from Sailor Moon, Final Fantasy and Naruto to name but a few. The work involved in the costumes was incredible.

May pointed out a number of styles for me. There were Lolita, Gothic Lolita, Kawaii, Wa Mono and many more. Each was unique in appearance. Clothing, hair, makeup and accessories made up each style. I was surprised at how beautiful many of the girls looked. There was something for everyone. But I was more than happy to be holding May’s hand.

As lunchtime arrived, May suggested we grab some crepes and head to the park for a picnic. Over lunch I decided to find out about her romantic situation.

“So May, how did your boyfriend feel about you studying in Japan?” I asked.

“The relationship was pretty much over when the opportunity came up,” she replied. “So, it really wasn’t a factor.”

“And have you met anyone in Japan who’s taken your fancy?” I asked coyly.

“Well there is one guy I’ve seen a few times,” she replied with a smile. “But it’s early days. He seems to be quite popular with the ladies.”


CHAPTER SIX


AFTER LUNCH, MAY took me to the Meiji Jingu Shrine. After the hustle and bustle of Harajuku, the near solace the shrine offered was soothing. Aware fashion had its cost, I insisted we dawdled along the paths and fully soaked in the atmosphere. I loved the way May’s stilettos made her arse and legs look, but walking distances in the boots was a challenge.

The afternoon showed May in her element. We headed into the prime shopping area where she introduced me to the major youth fashion brands. Her passion for fashion was obvious, and she loved the impact of the new crop of designers. She also showed me the vintage and cosplay stores. Though she never tried the outfits on, I couldn’t help visualising May dressed in a Lolita cosplay outfit.

By late afternoon, we had developed quite a friendship. Things went well and I hadn’t let May’s hand go since coffee that morning. We stopped at a coffee shop, to refill our energy supplies. While ordering the coffees, I bumped into Yuki. She had been out shopping for cosplay outfits and proudly shared her shopping successes. Seems she was a fan of the Gothic Lolita style which suited her to a tea. I invited Aiko and her to join us.

“May, one of my university friends is at the counter,” I said. “I hope you don’t mind. I invited her and her girlfriend over.”

“The pretty blonde and the gorgeous brunette?” she asked with a wry smile.

“I guess you could describe them like that,” I said sheepishly. “Don’t worry, they’re a couple.”

May moved over and cuddled up to me. This seemed to be a demonstration of ownership, and I was more than happy to be owned.

“May, this is Yuki and her partner, Aiko,” I said. “And Yuki, this is May. She’s here on exchange from Sydney like me.”

“Is that how you know each other?” Yuki asked. “From Sydney.”

“Well sort of,” I explained. “May is a friend of Sarah, my sister in law. But Sarah suggested we catch up.”

I could feel the level of discomfort at the table. It seemed Yuki was unimpressed that I was out with May. I wasn’t sure why that was the case, but did my best to keep it civil while we finished our drinks.

“So, Georgia tells me the two of you are getting married soon,” I said looking at Yuki. “That’s exciting.”

“Why would I be marrying Georgia?” Yuki replied.

“No, sorry,” I said. “I meant you and Aiko.”

“So, why would I be marrying Aiko?” she asked. “We’re flat mates. Not dating.”

There was a long silence at the table. I avoided Yuki’s gaze for a moment while I tried to recover.

“Oh, I get it,” Yuki said finally. “Georgia’s got her eye on you and doesn’t like the way you look at me. She’s never gotten over me calling dibs on you from Australia.”

This was not going where I expected it to. I could tell May and Aiko were as embarrassed as Yuki and me. I wanted to understand what dibs meant but thought better of asking. At that point we parted ways.

“Wow, you’ve only been here a week and already you’ve got multiple girls throwing themselves at you,” May said. “I gather you’re quite the player?”

“I apologise for that,” I said. “I’m no player. Can we just forget that ever happened?”

“Forgive but don’t forget,” she replied. “That’s my mantra.”

“So, please let me make it up to you,” I said. “Can I take you out to dinner?”

“Only if you tell me the full story,” May replied.

“Do you like lobster?” May asked.

“Sure,” I said. “Who doesn’t like lobster?”

“Okay, so let’s head off to Luke’s,” she replied.

We walked around five minutes. There was quite a crowd stretching out of the hole-in-the-wall eatery. But the squeals of glee and moans of joy told me this place was good. Really good.

After grabbing a large and regular lobster roll, May and I wandered over to the street-side seating. One smell was all it took. The food was heavenly. Cooked to perfection, the lobster meat played off the crispy bread roll beautifully. I couldn’t help myself, I took a photo and sent it straight to Instagram with a five stars hash tag.

I sat close to May and felt her warm leg against mine. She took one hand off the roll and placed it on my thigh.

“All is forgiven stud,” she said as she rubbed my thigh. “You’re lucky I know Yuki and the other girls don’t stand a chance. But that’s one strike.”

I wasn’t quite sure what she meant by the comment. But hell, I was on probation with May, and needed to keep in her good books.

After dinner, May walked me past her place on the way to the station.

“Well, this is me,” she said. “I’d invite you in, but perhaps we’ll leave that for another day.”

“Thank you so much for spending the day with me,” I replied. “I never knew anywhere like Harajuku existed. I can see why you are so excited to be here.”

May turned to me and I kissed her. Gently at first, but when she didn’t pull back, I broke through with my tongue and explored her mouth. As her musky scent filled my lungs, I moved my hands down to her firm arse. She did likewise and pulled my hips towards hers. We held each other for a few minutes before she pulled back and sent me home. I watched her cute arse and toned legs head up the stairs. Then it was time to go.


CHAPTER SEVEN


SUNDAY NIGHT I called home. I let the family know everything was great. And I thanked Sarah for helping me get in contact with May. I talked about the day in Harajuku and suggested there may be something between us.

“That’s wonderful, Ryan,” mum said. “At least she’s a Sydney girl, so I’ll see the grandchildren.”

“I think that’s a bit premature mum,” I replied. “But you would love her.”

After the call Sarah messaged me.

“Great to hear you are getting along well with May,” she messaged.

“She’s perfect. I’m so glad you hooked us up.” I messaged.

“Just do me one favour,” she messaged.

“What’s that?” I messaged.

“Let me know before you get serious with her,” she messaged.

Monday morning, I was back in the old routine. I picked up two coffees at the station and wandered down onto the platform to find Yuki. She looked incredible in a pair of blue plaid shorts, a white bustier, a white lined jacket and white ankle boots. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail highlighting her perfectly proportioned ears. I handed her the coffee.

“I’m so sorry for the misunderstanding on Saturday,” I said. “I had no idea Georgia would mislead me.”

“Well it looks like she timed her hit on me perfectly,” she replied. “Anyhow, May seems nice. Is it serious?”

“We had an amazing time together,” I replied. “So, I think it may be serious.”

“Sounds like you’re still deciding to me,” she replied. “Let’s see where it goes.”

Things got back to normal until later that afternoon. Our project team had a closed meeting, which meant Yuki, Georgia and I got to share a small meeting room for an hour.

“Hey Georgia,” Yuki asked. “Why did you tell Ryan I was a lesbian?”

Georgia looked at me and went bright red.

“He must have misunderstood me,” she replied. “I never used the word lesbian.”

“So, are you still pissed at me for calling dibs on him first?” Yuki said.

“Well, you can’t call dibs from overseas,” she replied. “It’s not right.”

“That’s how we roll here in Japan,” Yuki said. “Too few good men to go around, sister.”

“Like you’d ever be short of a man,” Georgia replied. “Okay, I’m sorry, but I find it hard to compete. Just look at you.”

As quickly as it started, the discussion was over, and we moved on. It was an uncomfortable experience for me, but I’d recover.

“So, what’s the plan for Friday night?” I asked trying to change the subject. “Karaoke was fun.”

“Sounds like a good idea,” Yuki said. “I’ll let the gang know.”

In a flash Yuki hit the group chat and things were organised.

I forwarded a copy of the group chat invite to May. I couldn’t invite her along. But she could happen by. I confirmed my thoughts in a message.

I caught glimpses of May a couple of times during the week. She took my breath away each time I saw her. But we’d agreed to catch up on weekends, when both of our schedules allowed it. Each night we did Skype though, though we were a mere thirty minutes apart.

Friday morning, I caught up with Yuki at the station. She had pulled out all stops. She wore a black leather bustier, black leather pants, a sheer apricot top that had a cape like flap at the back and black ankle boots. She looked so feminine but so kick arse at the same time. My mind flashed back to her cosplay outfits. I got the distinct impression she was dressed for my benefit. And she’d done a superb job.

“Are you looking forward to karaoke tonight?” I asked. “Is the whole gang coming?”

“Yes, everyone wants to let off some steam,” she replied. “So, it’ll be game on alright.”

The day seemed to drag a little. I think it was the expectation of seeing May again. But as we headed off to Shibuya, my spirits immediately lifted.

At the karaoke lounge, Yuki sent Georgia to get drinks and planted herself right next to me. I felt the warmth of her leather pants against my leg. Her legs were crossed, and she kept rubbing her ankle boot on my calf every time she turned to the television screen. I was developing quite a chubby already.

“Our turn, Ryan,” Yuki said. “Grab your microphone.”

“What are we singing?” I replied.

“Don’t worry. You’ll know it,” she said with a devilish smile.

We started with ‘You’re the One that I Want’ by Olivia Newton John and John Travolta. Yuki acting out most of the fun park scene. Boy was it sexy. Next came ‘Up Where We belong’ by Joe Cocker and Jennifer Warnes. Finally, we sang ‘I Got You Babe’ by Sonny & Cher. Yuki was going all out. At the completion, Yuki hugged then kissed me, before leading me to the chairs by my hand.

When we returned to the booth, Yuki sat on my lap. The warmth of her leather pants was almost too much for me to withstand. I felt my cock spring to full attention. She shuffled on my lap to ensure it was pressed up between her thighs. I struggled to say a word but didn’t want to make a scene.

Five minutes later, I received a text. It was May, and she was drinking nearby. I jumped up and went to meet her out front.

May looked like an angel in a white leather mini and white tank top. She wore her platform boots which brought her almost eye to eye with me. I leaned forward and kissed her deeply.

“I’d love you to come in,” I said. “But be warned the girls are on the hunt. Especially Yuki,”

“That’s okay,” she said. “It’s no point delaying the inevitable. Unless, you don’t want me there?”

“I would love you there,” I replied. “There’s nothing I want more right now.”

May and I walked back into the room as Georgia was singing. I saw a scowl take over her face as she realised, we had a visitor. Yuki begrudgingly moved over to let me sit next to her. She was still a little too close. I pulled May down to sit on my lap while we checked through the song list.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


“YOU’RE UP,” YUKI said handing me the karaoke microphones.

Grabbing May, I jumped up and headed for the stage. First, we sang a perfect duet version of ‘By My Side’ by INXS. We followed up with ’Somebody That I Used To Know’ by Gotye & Kimbra. We received a standing ovation for that. Finally, we ended with a version of ‘Downunder’ by Men At Work complete with full crowd participation. Disaster averted, we returned to our seats.

Our hugging and kissing seemed to spoil the moment for Yuki, as she called stumps shortly after our performance. But most importantly, I had helped May engage with the group in a positive way. Also, May had given Yuki and Georgia the message this Aussie guy is taken.

May was on a high after the karaoke and suggested we hit a couple of local bars with her friends. I’d yet to officially meet May’s group, so jumped at the chance. We headed off to the station and caught a train to Shinjuku. I was excited about spending more time with May and found it hard to keep my hands to myself. Still she didn’t mind.

After a short walk, we reached a bar called ’The Annex’. There was club music pumping and plenty of patrons. We towered over everyone, so was able to spot May’s gang sitting over in one corner. After introductions, I went to the bar.

“What can I get you handsome?” the bartender asked. “Don’t think I’ve seen you round these parts before.”

“A couple of whiskies, neat, would be great,” I replied. “No first time here.”

Back at the table May sat on my lap. Her gang was a mix between male and female, two female and three male and of varying nationalities.

I took a selfie of May and I and sent it to Sarah with the message ‘date night’.

“Let’s dance,” she asked.

“Sure, I’d love too,” I replied.

The music was quite intense and so was the dancing. May was the only female on the floor and we both towered over the other punters. She moved beautifully for someone wearing 5-inch stilettos. Graceful and sensual combined. May started to grind me as I felt my manhood rise. I held her from behind while she worked up and down my body. The softness of her leather skirt kept my cock fully aroused. This gal must be heaven in the sack.

May turned and wrapped her arms around my neck. She pulled me closer while sliding her tongue deep into my mouth. I felt her hand reach down and start to massage my cock. I was unable to do anything but stare into her seductive brown eyes and hope not to make a mess.

She grabbed my hand and led me to the women’s toilets. They were deserted. She sat me down on the bench and released my cock. It sprung to attention the second it was released. I saw May’s fingers painted with black nail polish start to massage my cock. I leaned back and enjoyed the experience. It wasn’t long before May had me about to explode, before she eased me off and worked my balls.

I saw May’s head duck down and felt her warm moist mouth envelop my cock. She took it deep from first contact then eased up and kissed the tip gently. Her hand moved from massaging my balls to stroking my cock. Her touch electrified. I could only lay back and moan.

Finally, May brought my excitement up to full again. She sucked the full eight inches of my cock long and hard.

“I’m gonna come.” I screamed.

I let go of what seemed like a gallon of come. It shot straight into the back of May’s throat. After licking my cock head clean, she stood and kissed me deeply. I tasted my spunk on her lips but was turned on by her action.

After cleaning up quickly, May reapplied her makeup and we re-joined her group. Everyone knew where we’d been and what we’d been doing. No one cared. At this point I noticed the two girls were a couple. They had been busy kissing when we arrived. After acknowledging our re-arrival, they started getting hot and sweaty again. This group sure was different to mine.

I grabbed another couple of whiskies and chatted some more before May and I left. Her hand barely left my cock after the toilet break. I was hard again and looking forward to our next steps.

“How about we head to my place?” May suggested. “It’s about a ten-minute walk.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I replied. “Can I stay the night?”

“After that battle with Yuki,” she replied. “You aren’t going anywhere tonight.”

I wrapped my arm around May to keep her warm. She snuggled into me.

“So, what did you think of my friends?” May asked. “There a bit different to yours.”

“Yes, it was difficult to hear with the music pumping,“ I replied. “But they seemed nice.”

“The gay scene is actually pretty strong here in Tokyo,” May said. “You’ve just got to know where to go.”

“Oh, some of your friends are gay, are they?” I said. “I wasn’t quite sure what sort of bar it was.”

“Well obviously Amanda and Hinata are a couple,” she replied. “But the rest of the group are gay.”

“So that’s why there weren’t many girls in the club,” I said. “I suppose it’s part of the fashion industry is it?”

“Yeah, pretty much. There aren’t many straight guys,” she said. “Well, here we are. My place.”

As May opened the door, I received a text. It was from Sarah.


CHAPTER NINE


ONCE INSIDE MAY’S apartment, I was pushed back against the front door and she started kissing me.

“I’ve wanted you since the first time I laid eyes on you,” she said kissing her way down my neck. “I can’t thank Sarah enough for setting us up.”

“I couldn’t believe you didn’t have a boyfriend,” I replied running my hand through her thick locks. “When Sarah told me, I knew I had to move fast.”

May undid my shirt, pulling it off me. She reached down and quickly dropped my pants to the floor.

“Don’t get too far ahead of me,” I said. “I want to see what’s inside this gorgeous package.”

I lifted May’s top over her head and unclasped her bra. Her breasts weren’t huge, but they felt wonderfully warm against my chest. I felt her leg rise and massage my cock through my boxers.

I felt May’s fingernails running down my back. She grabbed my arse and pulled me closer, grinding me against the door.

I sucked on her pouty lips and explored every last inch of her delicious mouth.

“I need to feel you again,” she said. “I want to you inside me.”

May lowered her leg before running her fingers down my chest and into my boxers. She wrapped her black-painted nails around my cock.

May probed my mouth with her sweet seductive tongue until my steel hard cock was ready. In a second, she dropped to her knees and filled her moist cavern with my hard member.

“That feels heavenly,” I said. “Take me all.”

She ran deep with her first movement, holding my full eight inches in her throat before slowly sliding back. Her tongue teased the full length before circling the underside of my cock head. With both hands on my cock, she pinned me to the door. I was unable to move.

I felt May’s head move left and right as her lips run up and down my rod. Her hands worked back and forward between my rod, my balls and my arse. The variation in her action stopped me from blowing my load too quickly. I was in a heightened state of arousal, but not yet about to blow.

“Take my load,” I begged.

May upped the pace and the depth of her strokes. I felt her chin against my balls as her throat opened and welcomed my full erection. I leaned back hard against the door. I felt my legs starting to shake as sweat poured from my forehead and down my chest. Her luscious lips and playful tongue gave way to a firmer sensation.

“I’m gonna blow,” I screamed.

My load spurted from my cock deep into the back of May’s throat. She kept working my cock until every last drop of my fluid was exhausted. My legs trembled but May stood and kissed me, sharing her bounty of my sweet nectar. Her tongue spread the fluid to all corners of my mouth, leaving a salty after-taste as she moved.

“Oh my god,” I said. “That was insane.”

“You ain’t seen nothing yet,” she replied.

May dropped her hand and got me rock hard again in an instant. She dropped her panties to the floor and spat on her hand. Reaching down she applied a liberal dose of saliva to both my cock and her arse. She turned, bent over and slid her arse down over my cock. At first it went in an inch or so, then another. She withdrew and added more spit. In an instant my full eight inches was gone from sight and inside her.

“Drive me deep,” she said. “I want you all the way inside me.”

I reached out and held her by the hips. Her soft warm leather skirt was scintillating to the touch as I drove my cock deeper inside her with every stroke.

“Fuck, that feels so amazing,” she cried out. “Pump me harder.”

I pulled her hips stronger at the bottom of each stroke, increasing the penetration. Her screams were off the charts loud.

I knew an orgasm was seconds away as I pushed even harder for the lead up to the finale. I felt my warm load starting to break the seal and shoot into May’s cavern. I held her tight and kept myself at maximum stroke.

“Stay inside me longer,” May asked. “I want to feel your body and mine as one.”

I lay back against the door and May leaned back against me. I wrapped my arms around her breasts as sweat glistened on our bodies.

“I never want to let you go,” I said.

We were as one.


CHAPTER TEN


MAY WALKED TO the bathroom as my come oozed down her toned and tanned thighs.

“I’ll be back in a second,” she said. “Make yourself at home.”

Now the lights were on, I scanned her apartment. I saw why we had sex against the door. Her apartment was small and narrow with a bed at the far end, near the bathroom. In the ten feet between the bed and door was a small black leather couch with matching cushions, a narrow coffee table and a television. A few plants and paintings added colour to the otherwise monochromatic space.

I heard my phone beep again and turned it on. I had three messages from Sarah.

“Before you get intimate with May please contact me,” she messaged.

“There’s something I haven’t told you about May yet,” she continued.

“Please contact me asap,” she continued.

“What’s the problem?” I messaged

“I’m here at May’s place,” I continued.

“Here’s what you need to know,” she messaged.

“May wasn’t born a girl,” she continued.

“She’s transgender,” she continued.

I felt my heart stop.

“You mean to say she’s a guy?” I messaged.

“Well sort of. She was a guy,” she replied.

“I thought you should know,” she continued.

“That would have been useful to know before tonight,” I replied.

Oh shit. What have I just done? Can it be true? Sarah must be wrong.

But why would she make something like that up?

I was torn. I’d had the best sex of my life. And now Sarah tells me it was with a guy.

I thought it through. The one thing I hadn’t seen yet was between May’s legs. Perhaps she’s joking, but perhaps it’s true. I’m sure Sarah wouldn’t punk me about such a thing.

May walked back into the room. I’d better play it calm and cool. I don’t want to jump to conclusions.

She looked like an angel in her white leather skirt and white ankle boots. There is no way May could be a guy. I tried to look down, but the skirt was an inch too long.

“What was all the beeping about, lover?” May said. “I hope that wasn’t Yuki still trying to get into your pants?”

“No, it wasn’t Yuki,” I replied. “It was Sarah. I’d sent her a couple of selfies from earlier tonight and she messaged me.”

“Cool. I’d love to say hi,” she said grabbing my phone and kissing my lips.

She started typing and suddenly stopped.

“Oh fuck,” she said. “Don’t tell me Sarah never told you?”

I didn’t know how to respond. I couldn’t think of any way to put it. I stood there slowly turning a brighter shade of red.

“I’m so sorry,” she said. “You must be so shocked?”

May guided me over to the couch where we both sat.

“I understood Sarah had told you,” she said. “I thought you were okay with it. I promise.”

I sat there in silence as she tried to console me.

“I would never trick anybody,” she said. “I’m all about full disclosure.”

I knew May was a nice person. She felt for me. She regretted what she had done.

“Hey, I need to take some of the blame,” I said. “Sarah asked me to contact her before we became intimate. I was slack and it just happened so fast.”

“So, how are you feeling?” she said. “I can understand if you want to go. But the subway will be closed, and you’d have to walk the five miles.”

I looked across at May and saw the beautiful girl I’d fell in love with. Her soft plump lips, her mocha dark eyes, her tanned and toned body. Her perky breasts. I noticed her cock sitting on the leather couch. It was small and dainty, not at all like mine. She was uncut which made her cock look quite cute.

“I’m not sure what this means,” I said. “I’ve only ever been with girls before, lots of them. I’d never looked at a guy in a sexual way before.”

“Yes, I know,” she replied. “I can tell you’re straight. That’s why I like you so much.”

“But doesn’t tonight mean I’m gay?” I asked. “Or maybe bisexual at least?”

“So, you enjoyed our time together tonight, did you?” she asked. “You didn’t do anything gay. Only I did.”

I thought about it and looked her for a moment.

“But you couldn’t have done anything if I wasn’t aroused by you,” I replied. “But even after knowing, I still think you are gorgeous.”

“That’s because I present as feminine,” she said. “You aren’t gay.”

“But that was the best head job I’ve ever had,” I said. “I loved every second of it.”

“That makes sense,” she said. “Transgendered girls always give the best head. It’s in our DNA.”

“But what if I want to experience that again with you?” I said. “What does that mean?”

“It means you’re a guy,” she said. “And you like great sex.”

I was confused and I wasn’t sure what it meant. I knew May was my perfect girl in every way, except one.

“Look, you’ve had a shock,” she said. “And as much as I would love to fuck you stupid tonight, I’m not going to.”

I felt a wave of disappointment drift across me.

“You can either sleep on the couch or in the bed with me,” she said. “But there’ll be no more funny stuff tonight. You need time to digest.”

“Thank you so much for your understanding,” I said. “I know you did nothing wrong. But I appreciate you looking out for me.”

I decided to share the bed with May. I watched her undress and prepare for bed. She wore a gorgeous black baby doll that accentuated her cleavage and left her cock partly visible below. I thought it would repulse me, but I was fascinated by this special part of May.

“Thank you for tonight,” I said kissing her on her gorgeous plump lips.

“Good night my prince,” she replied.

Getting to sleep would be difficult, I reasoned. But it wasn’t the case. I lay there for ten minutes thinking through a blow by blow call of the best sex of my life. And to think how much more May could help me experience. I looked across and saw May’s beautiful face, her lithe and limber body, her pert breasts. I looked at her flaccid cock. It was so cute just sitting there. I drifted into a deep sleep full of salacious dreams.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


SATURDAY MORNING, I woke to the sound of the coffee machine. May was up first and had made a lovely breakfast for us both.

“I thought this was going to be a special breakfast,” she said. “For one reason or another.”

“How did you sleep?” I asked.

“Like a rock,” she replied. “Great sex always helps me sleep, but it gives me quite the hunger the next morning.”

I moved across and sat next to May on the couch. She looked so beautiful in the morning as sunlight streamed in on her tanned skin.

“So, how are you feeling about it all?” she asked. “If you need to hurl, you know where the bathroom is.”

I knew the next step had to be mine and it had to be definite. May had been respectful of me and I needed to be likewise.

“Well, I have to admit it was a massive shock,” I said. “I would never have pegged you for transgendered in a million years.”

“I’m not sure if that’s a back-handed compliment,” she said. “But do go on.”

“I look at you and all I see is a beautiful girl with a lovely spirit,” I said. “And discovering your little secret hasn’t changed how you make me feel.”

“So, the thought of dating a transgender girl isn’t grossing you out?” she asked.

“The idea of dating you excites me,” I said. “And that’s all I care about right now,”

“Are you sure?” she said. “Here’s your last chance to walk away. We both know that Yuki would jump into bed with you in a second. As would any of the other girls in your group. So, think about it. Do you want to walk down the street hand in hand with me now you know? Because that’s what I want. Do you want to kiss me and hold me when both of us are naked? That’s the real test.”

“I’m happy to walk down the street hand in hand with you now,” I said. “But first we have to finish something we started last night.”

I reached forward and placed my hand against May’s cheek. Her skin glowed in the sunlight, yet I felt her tremble with anticipation. I leaned forward and placed a gentle kiss on her moistened lips. A smile lit up her face. With my hand behind her neck I pulled her forward and gently pushed my tongue into her mouth.

“Well that part went well,” I said. “I’m rock-hard again.”

“That’s no biggie,” she replied with a smile. ”You’re always rock-hard.”

I slid over on the couch and lay May back with her head on a cushion. I removed my silk boxer shorts and stood over May with my raging boner standing to attention. I reached down and pulled May’s nightgown over her head. We were both now naked and facing each other. I leaned forward and kissed her. My tongue penetrated her mouth and sought our hers.

I raised myself up. My cock glowed bright purple.

“So, how does this work?” I asked staring at May’s semi hard cock.

“It all depends how open you are to new experiences,” she replied with a cheeky grin. “I could please you or you could please me or we could please each other, but only if you’re game.”

“Well there’s only one way to find out what I like,” I said. “I’m in your hands.”

“Lay back,” she said. “And let’s get started. Is there anything you’re curious about?”

“I would like to touch you,” I said. “Your cock looks so tempting.”

“Go ahead,” she replied. “But be warned. Once you’ve tasted cock, nothing else will ever compare.”

“Challenge accepted.” I said.

I reached out and touched May’s cock with my index finger. To my surprise it jumped a little as I touched it. It wasn’t anything like mine. It was smaller, both shorter and thinner. It also was surrounded by shaved skin and even her ball sack was bald. I saw so much more detail in May’s cock than I could in my own.

“It likes you,” May said with a smile. “I think it wants to get to know you much better.”

I wrapped my hand around her semi-hard cock and started to rub it up and down. It wasn’t like masturbating. It felt totally different having a feminine cock in my hand and looking at it from the other direction. I couldn’t resist any longer. I leaned down and kissed the head of her member. It was warm and soft and smelt of apple scented soap.

“Enough of the foreplay,” May said. “I’m gonna explode if I don’t have you inside me soon.”

May pushed me back onto the couch. She grabbed her cock in one hand and mine in the other and started stroking them both until they were rock-hard. She brought the two cocks together in both hands and started to massage them against each other. The sensation of two cocks together was incredible.

“Do you like that?” May said. “That’s something you couldn’t do with Yuki.”

May kept working our two members for a little longer before she straddled me and let the body grinding take over. Her deep penetrating kisses combined with the cock on cock action was almost too much to handle.

“I’m gonna blow,” I screamed.

“Blow on me,” she moaned.

In an instant both our cocks spewed a massive load of sweat and salty nectar up onto our chests.

“Look at what you’ve made me do,” May said with a huge smile. “Are you ready for dessert?”

She reached down and mixed our come together with her finger. She raised it to her mouth and licked it dry.

“Just right,” she said. “Would you like a taste?”

May wiped another mixture up and brought it to my lips. I opened my mouth and licked her finger clean. It was sweet and salty but not at all unpleasant.

“Just the right balance of you and me,” I said with a smile. “But I’d like some more of you.”


CHAPTER TWELVE


MAY STOOD AND led me to the bed. She turned me round and pushed me back with force. As she stood above me, I saw the bright morning sunlight glow through her hair as if she was sent from heaven. May had her eyes firmly focussed on my semi-hard cock. But I moved first.

I sat up and wrapped my fingers around May’s cock. It shot up and firmed immediately. The foreskin wound back, and her cute little girl cock was a mere inch from my mouth. I had to taste her for real.

Grabbing May’s firm butt cheeks, I pulled her groin towards me. As her cock arrived, I opened my lips and licked its head. It was warm and soft and responded to my touch by standing to attention. I kissed my way down the shaft before licking my way back up. With my hands guiding me, I bobbed my head up and down her hardened rod. I heard May’s breathing speed up before she grabbed the back of my head and sped up the rhythm.

I couldn’t believe how much I enjoyed giving head to my transgender girlfriend. I love the way it felt when her balls bounced off my chin at the end of each stroke. Once you had a rhythm it was almost cathartic. Her cock got harder and harder and drove deeper and deeper into my mouth as the pace increased.

“Oh my god, I’m gonna come,” May screamed.

An immediate burst of delicious white fluid hit the back of my mouth, before disappearing down my throat. I kept the warm member in my mouth as it shrunk in size and May panted for breath.

“Are you sure you’ve never done that before?” she said with a cheeky grin. “That was wonderful darling. But now it’s my turn to pleasure you.”

May turned around and grabbed something from her nightstand. It was a black silicon object, shaped like a cock.

“This may feel a little unusual at first,” she said. “But believe me this will increase your pleasure fourfold.”

She grabbed a tube of lube and applied a liberal coverage.

“On your stomach, honey,” she asked.

This was the first object that had willingly entered my arse. At first, I clenched tight, but May talked me through overcoming the unusual feeling. Once inserted, I wondered what all the fuss was about. It wasn’t unpleasant. But it was something new.

“We’ll start you with a little one,” she said. “But over time, we’ll use the bigger ones to give you greater pleasure.”

“I think this one is fine for now,” I replied.

Once plugged and ready to go, May turned me over to lie on my back.

“Now for your pleasure,” she said. “I’ve been missing your taste.”

May leaned forward and lightly kissed the head of my cock. It responded immediately. She worked her way down my shaft and sucked on each of my balls. She used one hand to play with the butt plug, which was lightly pressing on my prostrate. I groaned with pleasure.

May’s lips were plump and soft and her mouth moist and cavernous. I sat back and thought of nothing but her lips wrapped around my tool, and the response that was to come. She surprised me with her use and control of her tongue. With my member completely consumed, she tickled my shaft as she bobbed up and down.

“That’s the spot,” I moaned. “Just there.”

She sped up her motion and manoeuvred the butt plug with precision. This took me to the edge of orgasm, before she slowed her action and brought me back down again. I wasn’t counting, but there must have been a half dozen builds and releases before she increased the intensity with one final burst of activity.

In a frenzy of pleasure, I got extremely close to releasing my load. The combination of her warm moist lips on my cock and the constant prostate stimulation sent me into overload.

“I think I’m coming,” I said.

Such was the impact of the butt plug; I wasn’t sure where the pleasure was coming from.

May worked another couple of stroked before deep throating me as my come exploded into her mouth. She kept my cock fully enclosed and worked her tongue across my member until the pulsations had stopped. I collapsed back onto the bed in a pool of sweat. My cock went limp but the butt plug still probed my prostate, maintaining a gentle level of pleasure.

I saw May’s gorgeous face appear in my sights. I reached forward and pulled her to me. Our tongues danced as we exchanged my salty fluids. I looked into May’s eyes and gently pulled back her hair. I stroked her face.

“You are incredible,” I said. “I can’t believe how lucky I am to have met you.”

“Sarah must have known something,” she replied. “And thank god she did.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


MAY AND I spent most of our time together after that weekend. She was the girl of my dreams and I felt so lucky to have found her. I wondered if Sarah had an inkling I may be attracted to transgendered girls. But I never did ask her directly.

My six months in Japan introduced me to many new experiences. First the cultural side was mind blowing. From the shrines, to nature, to transport, to shopping, Japan offered excitement at every turn. Spending time with May, gave me the opportunity to experience the more eclectic side of Japan too.

We agreed to split time between our friends, as we were both looking for a cultural exchange in studying in Japan. But May moved in with me a few weeks later and we shared a life together in lovely Hiroo. Harajuku and Shibuya were only a short walk away, and my apartment was much nicer.

I got back to Sydney first. May joined me a month later. By that time, I had secured an apartment in Surry Hills. It was close to everything, but most importantly, it was a safe place for us to be ourselves. And together.

Sarah helped me introduce May to the family. At first, they were shocked. They had barely heard of transgender on the Northern Beaches, let alone met anyone who was trans. Mum came around as soon as she met May. She said she knew I’d marry a model.

And that’s what we did. Exactly a year after our first date, May and I got married in Sydney.

THE END


MY OTHER BOOKS!




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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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?


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

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

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

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

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

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

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

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

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

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

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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

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