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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“DEMITRI ASKED ME to give you this letter. I don’t know how the sender found you,” Stefan said.

I scanned the envelope and turned it over. Another bloody invitation. I casually slipped it into my guitar case and prepared for the show.

“Aren’t you gonna open it, James?”

“It’ll be no different from the thirty-two previous invites.”

I followed Stefan out onto the stage. This was my happy place. A cosy but acoustically adequate venue stood before me, packed to the gills. People spilled out onto the beachfront and along the boardwalk. Many eager patrons strained to get a glimpse of the band. And by the end of the ninety-minute show, no-one left disappointed. The energy of the crowd drove us onward and upward. Each song seemed to build buzz and excitement throughout the set. The show, yet again, had been a roaring success.

“Thank you for being such a wonderful crowd,” Stefan said.

“Play ‘Trigger Finger’,” the crowd screamed.

“What’s that? Do you want another encore?”

“Play ‘Trigger Finger’.”

Under normal circumstances, no cover band would even attempt a stadium rock song by the biggest band in the world, ‘Trigger Finger’. But Stefan glanced across at me, and I started the intro riff to the number one song on the planet, ‘Itchy Trigger Finger’. After commencing the opening riff, cheers of support rang out from the nearly one-thousand strong audience. As one song turned into three, the venue owner caught my eye and smiled appreciatively.

“Thank you for coming to our last show here in Corfu. It’s been such a pleasure playing for you,” Stefan said.

“We want more. We want more.”

“But all good things must end. So, it’s goodnight from James, and it’s goodnight from me, Stefan.”

“We want more. We want more,” the crowd chanted for another ten minutes.

Stefan was on a high. This had been the biggest live crowd he’d played to in his life. A talented musician, I would describe him as a warhorse, albeit a youngish one. At twenty-seven, he’d spent over a decade plying his trade across the bars and clubs of Europe, after leaving his native Sweden. Tall and good-looking, Stefan had been a child star, splashed across the television screens of northern Europe on a Swedish talent show. But song writing wasn’t his forte, limiting his endeavours to playing in cover bands.

“Excuse me, Stefan. Could I ask where you’ll play next?” a dark-haired man with a Greek accent asked.

“We have no immediate plans.”

“Great. I’d like you to meet Theo Theopoulos. I’m sure there could be a mutual benefit.”

“Sorry, I didn’t catch your name,” I interjected.

“I’m Spiro Alexopoulos. And I scout for entertainment acts across Greece.”

While I was happy to bum around for a few days, or even weeks, I knew Stefan didn’t have the same luxury. Since joining forces in Northern Italy, we’d spent the past six months performing together. We’d entertained punters across the Balkans mostly, only recently landing in Greece. I enjoyed playing with Stefan. He was a natural show-off, which made for a great front man. Someone to divert the focus from me and let me do what I loved most. Play music I loved in an intimate setting for a small appreciative crowd.

“Where and when?” Stefan asked.

“Erimitis restaurant, in Paxos, at 11:00 am tomorrow,” Spiro replied.

“We’re not sure where Paxos is or how we’d get there, but we’ll make it work,” I said.

“Here’s my card. I’ll call you in the morning with further details.”

Stefan and I packed our gear away and visited our current employer one last time. He handed Stefan our band fee, plus split of the takings as per our agreement six weeks back. He begged us to stay, citing that his venue had never been even half as full before. But while Stefan looked at me hopefully, he knew I’d made my mind up. A crowd that size was not what I sought. I wanted to keep it small, keep my nerves under control, and enjoy sharing the music I loved with an intimate audience. One where I could look into every one of the crowd’s eyes and truly connect during the performance.

“Are you gonna join me at the bar?” Stefan asked, with a girl perched under each arm.

“Not tonight, Stefan. I’ve got a deadline to keep.”

“I’ve got a couple of friends who’d love to get to know you,” the girl under Stefan’s left arm said.

“I’m recently out of a long-term relationship.”

“I know just the remedy for a broken heart,” the girl said, stepping forward and kissing me with venom.

“As lovely as that offer is, I really have a deadline to keep.”

“Well, if you change your mind, you know where to find us,” Stefan said.

“Somehow, I don’t think you’ll be waiting for me to arrive.”

With the gear packed away, I grabbed my guitar and put the finishing touches on a couple of songs. They were good. But they needed to be great. And thankfully, an hour of inspiration followed, allowing me to upload songs I was proud of to SoundCloud. As the upload churned away with less than a fast connection, my phone buzzed with an incoming video call. I knew who it was without even looking. My oldest friend in the world, Colt Bolton.

“James, my favourite songwriter. How the hell is everything going?” Colt asked.

“Yeah, good. I’m just uploading the last songs now.”

“Forget the work. I know you’ll deliver. You always do.”

“We finished our last night in Corfu tonight. Off to audition for a Greek restauranteur tomorrow. How about you?”

“Third sold out show in Rio tonight. One more tomorrow, then we’re off to Buenos Aires for three nights next week.”

“And you’re still enjoying strutting about the stage for the masses, Colt?”

“Wouldn’t trade it for the world, brother.”

“We got asked to play a few of your songs tonight.”

“I wouldn’t call them mine. But that’s cool. I don’t think we have a Greek backwater tour planned for the next ten years.”

“I’ve uploaded twenty songs,” I said, abruptly changing the subject.

“Any hits amongst them?”

“I think you’ve got a couple of options.”

“Can’t wait to work through them. Oh, apparently there’s been a problem with the royalty payments. You haven’t drawn on the account for over two years, James. The bank won’t allow any further payments to be made until it’s verified.”

“I’ll log into the account after this call. But money isn’t something that’s front of mind.”

“The last album, ‘Ready Trigger Finger’, sold four-hundred million copies. You must have a pile of money sitting there, brother.”

“It’s not about the money, Colt. It’s about the music.”

“Well, you’ll always have an open invitation to re-join the band.”

“My time with the band has passed. I’m doing fine. And playing in front of fifty thousand doesn’t interest me.”

“These last gigs were three-hundred thousand plus. The stadiums down here are out of this world.”

“Well, that freaking scares the crap out of me.”

“Then how about you and Stefan open for us in Athens next month? It’s only a small stadium. Seventy thousand capacity.”

“We’re paying our way with the smaller gigs.”

“Remember. The offer is always there when you feel ready to return to the limelight.”

“I made the right call. ‘Trigger Finger’ is all Colt Bolton.”

“Playing James Sharp’s music. You're still the heart and soul of ‘Trigger Finger’, brother.”

“I’ll have the songs uploaded in a few hours, Colt. The bandwidth here is shit. Give Liz my regards.”


CHAPTER TWO


STEFAN WAS MORE than a little bleary-eyed when I knocked on his door the following morning. He loved living the rockstar life. But I knew I could rely on him. And he me. Stefan walked into the hallway with his fingers pursed to his lips.

“Don’t wake the girls. It was quite the sleepless night,” Stefan said.

“As long as you are on point this afternoon.”

The crisp morning air, overflowing with sea salt, sobered Stefan up quickly.

“I’ve planned the trip. We’ll head to the mainland before changing ferries for Paxos. Six hours door-to-door. Hence, the early start,” I said.

“I’m slowly getting used to Greek time, James.”

As a Scandinavian, I could see the inefficiency rattle Stefan’s brain. But after six-months on the Mediterranean coast, he’d learnt to take it in his stride.

Turning the corner we reached the wharf. Just as someone called my name from behind.

“James and Stefan. I’ve been chasing you for the past half mile,” Spiro said.

“We’ve got five minutes to catch that ferry,” I said, pointing to a large green hulk of a boat.

“I’ve got you a lift. Theo’s boat came back for supplies.”

“Are you sure? We’re happy to take the ferries, Spiro.”

Spiro placed his hand on my shoulder. He turned me towards him and pointed to a white cruiser moored on a private jetty. Even from three hundred yards away, this boat looked massive. Likely dwarfing the green ferry. I counted three cabin levels plus a lookout level. Six crew members dressed in crisp white uniforms prepared the boat for departure. Meanwhile, a crane lifted pallets of goods into an open stern hatch. I looked at the cruiser and then the ferry. Which was bigger, I couldn’t say.

“The direct trip will take sixty minutes,” Spiro said.

Celebrity spotters watched from the wharf, trying to identify who we were as we boarded. Was it Mick Jagger? Or Justin Bieber? I’d rarely felt as embarrassed in my life. But I was happy to knock five hours off our trip. Meanwhile, Stefan soaked up all the attention. He pretended to keep his identity under wraps. As if he was hiding from the paparazzi.

Stepping aboard the cruiser was like walking onto a movie set. The sort where George Clooney or Richard Gere was visiting an island to buy it, before falling in love with a farmer’s daughter. If the boat appeared impressive from the wharf, it looked even more so from on board. Nothing appeared out of place, from the plunge pool and spa on the bow to the generous swim board resting above massive stern engines. And rather than ducking to enter the cabins, the roofline must have sat at ten feet. Pretty soon, Stefan and I had stored our luggage and joined Spiro. As three glasses of red wine came together with a clink, Stefan and I peered out of the fore cabin windows to watch the port of Corfu disappear from view.

The cruiser cut through the waves like they were butter. Instead of the boat being at the mercy of the water, the water seemed to slide out of the boat’s way. After leaving the harbour and tracking along the east coast of Corfu for ten minutes, the picturesque island slowly faded into the horizon. Suddenly, Paxos came into view ahead. Memories of our successful six week Corfu stay faded into the horizon behind us. Colourful houses clung to a steep mountainside ahead of us, fighting for the best view of the Azure-blue Mediterranean. While tourists and locals sat back, drinking coffee by the lapping water as we passed.

“How many restaurants does Theo own?” I asked.

“Around thirty-five,” Spiro replied.

“Does he own the entire island?”

“Not Paxos. But he owns three restaurants on the island plus another on Antipaxos. The others are in the Cyclades.”

I looked at Stefan, who was already counting the money.

Thankfully, we’d travelled via the cruiser, placing our gear a mere ten-minute walk from the venue. Even when lugging two carts of equipment, we’d setup and were ready to play before 9:00 am. That gave us two hours to acclimatise on the charming new island. And having nothing in my stomach but a belly full of salt laced air, I knew what was first on the agenda. Breakfast. The Azure-blue waters of the Mediterranean reflected a rising sun. One that provided warmth, but not yet enough bite to concern me. But the glint from the water forced me to pull out my sunglasses for a brief reprieve.

Heading along the promenade, I led Stefan into the first alley I found. If there was one thing a decade of travelling the globe had taught me, it was that food was always cheaper and tastier in the back-blocks. Turning back to get my bearings, I noticed another cruiser pull up at the private dock outside Theo’s restaurant. A tall blonde immediately grabbed my attention. Usually, I was pretty good at picking nationalities. But this girl had me stumped. While she dressed upmarket in a European designer outfit, a dark tan belied her somewhat Slavic features. For once, I struggled to settle on her origin.

A sfougato was exactly what I needed to fill my rumbling stomach. There’s something satisfying about eggs in the morning. And with tasty cheese and a wonderful mix of vegetables, the crustless quiche proved a winner. Well, after the Greek yoghurt and fresh fruit, anyway. Having spent less than five Euros, and feeling filled to the brim, I stood ready for whatever the day threw at me. Stefan went with the ladenia, a perfectly pan-fried flatbread covered with thin slices of tomato. They served the bread in a pan almost too large for the table. But somehow, Stefan made it work.

“What’s the game plan here, James?” Stefan asked.

“Let’s play for our next supper.”

“No, I mean, are we looking for bigger and better?”

“You know where I stand. Bigger isn’t always better. It needs to feel right.”

Stefan and I discussed goals and potential best-case outcomes. We were usually on the same page, except Stefan was reading an oversized hardcover book, beautifully bound and with plenty of delightful pictures. One that would outlast the owners several times over. Meanwhile, I was happy with a throwaway paperback. Something to hold my attention for a few days before moving onto something else. As we turned the corner towards our destination, Erimitis restaurant, a group of tourists stopped us in our tracks.

“You are that band we saw on Corfu. You guys were brilliant,” a young guy said.

“Thanks. We’re glad you enjoyed the show,” Stefan said.

“Are you playing here? We’d love to see you again.”

“Not sure. But you can always check our Facebook page.”

Arriving a couple of minutes before 11:00 am, Stefan and I did a quick tune up and sound check. Turning to the audience for the first time, I noticed the gorgeous blonde sitting next to Spiro. He tried in vain to capture her attention, but she appeared all business. After getting the nod, we kicked into our planned thirty-minute demo set. It included a bit of everything, and we always adapted our sound to the response of the audience.

The boss, Theo, was pretty easy to spot. With silver hair and deeply tanned leather-like skin, he sat dead centre and showed little emotion. To his left sat three colleagues, while on his right sat Spiro and three more colleagues. With a small audience, I felt more than comfortable. It was a numbers game as far as I was concerned. I didn’t care if you were British Royalty or a reigning MVP, as long as there weren’t many of you, I was happy. Stefan got spooked by celebrities and the rich and famous. I had to step up to ensure we put on our best show.

Once we started the second song, Theo raised his hand, palm pointing towards us. I stopped playing and placed my hand on Stefan’s shoulder, prompting him to do the same.

“Okay, who wants to take these guys on for six weeks?” Theo asked.

All six of Theo’s entourage raised their hands. He looked left, then right.

“Seems like you boys get the choice.”

“Do you mind if we check out the venues? For us, that is key,” I said.

Theo listed off the six venue names. As he and the entourage headed for the dining room, Stefan and I checked out the venues online.

“I’d like to stay here in Gaios?” Stefan said.

He had a strong preference for a venue that could hold a thousand people. One that would best build on the momentum from Corfu. But I didn't feel comfortable performing in another big venue.

“What about this venue on Antipaxos?”

“It’s very secluded and undeveloped. And it only holds fifty people, James.”

We agreed to chat with the six venue managers before making a final decision. I could tell Stefan felt deflated. But band life needed to be built on compromise. And we both needed to be happy with our decision.

“Perhaps it’s time for you to go solo, Stefan.”

Stefan gave me a look of panic. I knew it was an ambit claim, but I wanted to make a stand.

“Let’s chat to the venue managers, James.”

“Sounds like a plan.”


CHAPTER THREE


THEO LAID ON the largest and freshest seafood banquet I’d ever seen. Plates of octopus, oysters and scallops surrounded buckets of prawns, crabs & lobsters. And then I counted over a dozen different fish freshly caught off the coast that morning. If this was a sign of things to come, ‘bring it on’ was all I could say. Beside the banquet sat an unlimited supply of plates and cutlery, encouraging multiple trips to the food table. Once the food was in hand, a series of small standing tables stood nearby for support. Allowing Stefan and me to mix freely with the venue managers and Theo.

Stefan headed over to thank Theo for the wonderful hospitality. Meanwhile, I noticed that the gorgeous girl appeared to have a phone stuck to her ear, and a panicked look on her face. Knowing timing was everything, I wandered over as she put her phone down.

“Bella Vista on Antipaxos. Did I get that right?” I asked.

“Very impressive. I’m Sara, the venue manager.”

“How's business? Or shouldn’t I ask?”

“It'd be easier if people lived up to commitments.”

“What’s happened?”

“I had a band booked for an upcoming wedding. But they split up and left me in a no-win situation.”

“It must be hard when you’re off the beaten track, Sara.”

“Antipaxos is the perfect private oasis. But that makes delivering exceptional service a challenge.”

“How many do you employ at the resort?”

“There's twelve of us, including me.”

As I stared into Sara’s eyes, I struggled not to feel excited. With long blonde hair cascading over her shoulders and down her chest, and large round honey-brown eyes, this girl was a knockout. Her origins still intrigued me, but there was no doubting her beauty. What a waste it must be to have a beauty like this hidden away on a remote island. Still, perhaps this presented a once in a lifetime opportunity custom made for me?

“How many people will attend the wedding, Sara?”

“Forty-eight. We have a private wedding chapel with two-hundred-and-seventy degree views of the water.”

“Wow. Sounds amazing. How about the reception?”

“We have a marquee with room for just over one hundred.”

Sara dressed casually, but with a sophisticated edge. An oversized long-sleeved shirt, mustard in colour, hid enough of her body to leave me wanting to see more. A pair of black corduroy shorts hugged her hips and cradled a near perfect arse. With the T-shirt tucked in across the front, a bold silver press stud grabbed my attention. Black four-inch stiletto over-the-knee suede boots completed the outfit, highlighting perfectly tanned thighs.

“Wow, it sounds like the perfect place to wed.”

“In the market for a wedding venue, are you, James?”

“That’s probably a little premature. But I’d love to see it.”

“Then bring your girlfriend across for a romantic weekend.”

“I’m not actually seeing anyone right now.”

“Well then, I’ll show it to you sometime,” Sara said, with the cutest smile.

“How about we kill two birds with one stone?”

“Are you saying what I think you're saying, James?”

“Sure, it wouldn’t be the first wedding we’ve played. When do you want us to arrive?”

“I’ll be heading back after lunch. I can give you a lift.”

“Smart move. You don't want to let me out of your sight, do you?”

“I may or may not have an ulterior motive.”

“Look, I need to run it past my bandmate. But if he agrees, I’ll speak to you again in five.”

Sara grabbed my hand, sending bolts of excitement through my being.

“This is the first wedding we’ve taken on. And I’ve put everything on the line to impress my boss. If you could make this happen, I’d be forever grateful.”

Talking Stefan into a side trip to Antipaxos, to fill in for a wedding band, proved easier than I expected. Coming straight from his chat with Theo, he jumped at the opportunity. Something that left me wondering what else was at play. Perhaps Theo wanted Sara to succeed? Or maybe it was all merely a coincidence? But while Sara had lobbied me, Theo had done the same with Stefan.

Stefan and I packed up our gear after lunch and followed Sara to her boat. While not as salubrious as the cruiser we’d arrived on, the fit out was equally impressive. Even if the boat was around ten feet shorter. The first thing that grabbed my attention was the all-female crew. Something I’d yet to see in Greece. Still, it was a welcome sight. Once boarded, we waved goodbye to Paxos as the sparkling blue ocean gently rocked our boat in the wake of a large green ferry.

“May I ask who’s getting married, Sara?”

“They are quite the high-profile couple. But they’re not from around here.”

“How did they meet?”

“At college, through a mutual friend.”

“I hope Theo is happy with his decision. We only played one song.”

“Don’t worry. He’d checked you out before the audition. He merely wanted to prove you were as good in person, James.”

I sat and watched Paxos disappear behind us, while Antipaxos loomed larger than expected ahead.

“How long have you lived here, Sara?”

“Just under two years. I owe Theo a lot for taking a chance on me.”

“You’re not a local, then?”

“No, Theo brought me across from Israel.”

“Is that where you were born, Sara?”

“No. I moved to Israel at three years of age.”

“I’ve been trying to figure out your nationality.”

“And here I assumed you were checking me out because you fancied me, James.”

A tap on the shoulder took Sara away. I watched closely as the boat pulled up to a small jetty and get tied up by the crew. Antipaxos had no promenade. There was no ferry terminal. And I couldn’t even see a single shop or restaurant from the jetty. Just a pristine stretch of golden sand abutting massive limestone cliffs. A set of stairs led up the cliffs, disappearing into the lush undergrowth. One thing was certain. Stefan and I would be unlikely to get recognised in Antipaxos.


CHAPTER FOUR


I DON’T KNOW how Sara navigated the stairs in four-inch stilettos. But I’m sure glad I got to watch her do it. Walking directly in front of me, I felt hypnotised by the rhythm of her arse cheeks tensing and relaxing a mere two feet ahead. And the rhythmic sway of her long blonde hair almost sent me into a trance. A couple of stumbles later, and we stood on a massive green lawn abutting a delightful area that I’d best describe as a beer garden.

“This is Voutoumi Beach Bar. We open it during the peak season,” Sara said.

“Do you get many day-trippers?”

“A few hundred each day in summer.”

“Wow, you must get awfully busy.”

“How far is Bella Vista?” Stefan asked.

“It's at the top of that cliff,” Sara replied, pointing to a looming limestone outcrop.

“You mean you overlook the waterfront?”

“There are tougher places to live, James.”

“I noticed you have a full female crew.”

“Would you like me to put in a good word for you, James?”

“I mean, it's not something I've seen before in Greece.”

“Wait until you see Bella Vista. I have the feeling you'll experience many firsts here, James.”

Less than ten minutes later, another building came into view. Knowing the island stood mostly uninhabited, I rightly assumed it was our destination. Unassuming from the path, Bella Vista appeared like a small fishing cottage. Recently painted in cream with Shamrock-green shutters and doors, the building had a bright terracotta tiled roof. Sara led us down a pathway towards the back of the property. Two stories of glass captured the incredible two-hundred-and-seventy degree views. Gone was the rustic shack, and in its place sat a sophisticated resort style venue.

“You can store your gear in the room behind the stage. Here's the key,” Sara said, dropping a small set of keys into my waiting palm.

“Where do we sleep?” Stefan asked.

“We're booked out for the event. But we've secured you a guesthouse a couple of miles away.”

“How do we get there?”

“One of my team will transport you as needed.”

“When would you like us to set up, Sara?”

“The marquee will arrive early tomorrow.”

“Oh, it's an outside gig,” Stefan said.

“It’s the only way we can accommodate the guests and leave room for dancing.”

Sara called over one of her team. She instructed Flavia to show us around Bella Vista. To Stefan's disappointment, it wasn't huge. But what the resort lacked in size, it made up for in sheer beauty. Every room had a view to die for. Whether it was a sunset view over the white cliffs to Paxos, or a sunrise view back towards the picture perfect Akra Ovros lighthouse. There wasn't a direction that wasn't breath-taking. Including the view of Sara marshalling her troops.

With the gear safely secured, Flavia drove us to our digs.

“How long have you lived on the island, Flavia?” I asked.

“Just short of twelve months. Sara recruited me.”

“Are you a local?”

“No, my hometown is Otranto, Italy.”

“Wow, you must be a long way from home,” Stefan interjected.

I didn’t have the heart to tell him we could almost see Otranto from Corfu.

“It's a short ferry ride.”

“Do you get home often?” I asked.

“Not since arriving here, no.”

Uninteresting looking from the road, Lover's Nest perched on a cliff face at the other end of Antipaxos. While unfortunately named in Stefan's opinion, it was bright, modern, and fully equipped. It even included an infinity pool, complete with a spa. It had been Theo's accommodation of choice on the island, before he built his own luxury villa. Lover's Nest reeked of solitude, sitting a solid half a mile away from any other residence on the island.

“Please call me on the mobile whenever you want a lift. Or anything else,” Flavia said, smiling at Stefan.

“Thanks Flavia. Any tips on exploring the island?”

“Get lost. There's beauty at every turn. Just remember, there are cliffs at every turn as well.”

Stefan and I waved Flavia goodbye. I headed inside, clothes and guitars in hand. Stefan joined me once Flavia was out of sight.

While Stefan caught up on some much-needed sleep, I explored my surroundings. I headed east and started with the quaint lighthouse I'd seen from Bella Vista. About a fifteen-minute walk from Lover's Nest, it sat unmanned, and had the perfect view of the turquoise waters surrounding the island. And while the island appeared secluded, boats peppered the shoreline. Screams and splashes disrupted the otherwise perfect solitude. The reason for the lighthouse quickly became obvious. Jagged-edged rock outcrops dangerously covered the cape below the lighthouse.

I walked twenty minutes past Lover’s Nest in the other direction, passing two wineries but little else. Both looked abandoned. Likely manned by seasonal workers for the harvest, else totally deserted for the other ten months of the year. A massive mansion, Villa Oneiro, was my turn back point. Impossible to ignore, and possibly sited on the highest point on the island, I guessed this was Theo's new accommodation of choice.

I returned to Lover's Nest as the sun started kissing the ocean. The view was the most incredible sunset I'd seen. And it had plenty of competition. Nothing but nature at its finest. It almost felt like mother nature had picked this spot to show off her full set of wares. I sat for half an hour and tracked the sun's demise for the day. A full moon rose almost as quickly behind me, lighting the surrounding cliffs.

A text confirmed Flavia was less than five minutes away. Although lunch had been grand, the walk had prepared me for a decent dinner. I woke Stefan. who still slept soundly when I returned. Rather than having time to shower, he simply put on a beanie and pulled it down tightly. We greeted Flavia with a gracious smile at the end of the driveway. Ready to head to Bella Vista for a well-earned meal.

“How are the wedding preparations coming along?” I asked.

“Sara has everything under control.”

“Are you setup for the wedding yet?”

“That will happen tomorrow. We still have a couple of guests on their last night.”

Dinner was incredible. Something I expected was synonymous with Theo’s restaurants. Fresh seafood sat in the centre of the table, surrounded by an enormous helping of lamb and assorted salads. Relaxing on the balcony overlooking the moonlit beach, I felt a calmness before the storm. The salt-drenched sea air wafted over my body as I ate and drank almost to excess. How could life get any better than this? Even the guests were interesting.

“What time do you want us here tomorrow, Sara?” I asked.

“Lunch time. Unless you’re keen to help set up.”

“How does 8:00 am sound?”

“Perfect,” Sara replied.

I slept peacefully, only waking momentarily to hear what sounded like the golf cart pull up outside my window. Stefan had obviously slept all day to prepare for his usual nocturnal activities. But he and his companion kept their enjoyment under control, and I slipped back into slumber almost immediately. By morning, our mystery guest was nowhere to be seen. Although Stefan’s expression reeked of sexual satisfaction. Something I recognised immediately.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


THE BUZZ OF a helicopter interrupted a serene morning breakfast. Coming from the mainland, within twenty minutes, the aircraft had dropped a massive package on the lawn in front of us and set off on the fifty-mile trip home. A half dozen burly men arrived with the package. They wasted no time moving it into position before unwrapping the contents. Sara chatted at length to the head assembler, a mountain of a man with a long bushy beard.

“Looks like we have something to watch other than the serenity, Stefan.”

“I reckon they’ve done this a few times before.”

“Is that tent really gonna fit on that lawn?”

“You better hope so. If it doesn’t, Sara won’t be managing this place for long, James.”

Sara looked super cute in a white shirt with elbow-length sleeves. A white three-quarter length skirt flowed down two inches below her knees. A black sleeveless vest added a touch of formality. Ensuring everyone knew who the boss was. While black stockings and black four-inch stiletto ankle boots provided stature and more than a touch of sexiness. Her straightened hair sat behind her shoulders, drawing attention to oversized earrings. Simple daytime makeup highlighted her prominent cheekbones and luscious lips.

“Do you need any help, Sara?” I asked.

“To be honest, I’m finding it difficult to be in two places at once.”

“What’s the dilemma? How can I help?”

“I need to supervise the marquee erection, but the pews need to be delivered to the chapel.”

“Is Flavia available?”

“She’s a little under the weather. Apparently she got little sleep last night. What did you have in mind, James?”

“I’ll move the pews with Flavia, while you supervise the marquee.”

“Are you sure it’s no trouble?”

“I offered to help, didn’t I?”

The ask sounded easy. Transport ten pews to the chapel. And knowing that Flavia had access to a golf cart with a trailer provided everything I needed. Or so I thought. It turned out the chapel did indeed have two-hundred-and-seventy degree views. But that meant that the golf cart could only get five hundred yards from the chapel. But I’d offered to solve Sara’s problem, and I needed to see it through. Thankfully, Stefan was on hand and just as keen to impress as I was. Possibly not for the same reason, though.

Stefan and I loaded four pews onto the golf cart trailer and Flavia drove us to the chapel drop-off point. Stefan and I manhandled two pews into position. Then followed Flavia along the stony cliff-side track towards the picturesque destination. Along the way, we crossed a small bridge. The drop below us must have been a hundred feet to a rocky outcrop, catching the waves as the tide rolled in. But we eventually made it to the chapel and placed the first pews into position.

“Why couldn’t you volunteer us for the marquee erection?” Stefan said.

“I’m sorry. I had to make a call.”

“Perhaps ask a few more questions next time.”

“I thought you might appreciate some quality time with Flavia.”

For the next two hours Stefan and I carried ten one-hundred pound solid wooden seats five hundred yards up a steep incline. We were musicians, not weightlifters. Something that became clear quickly. But knowing how important setup was to Sara, we plugged away until everything was in position. By the time we returned to Bella Vista, sweat had completely soaked through my shirt and pants. And Stefan looked just as disheveled.

Upon our return, the six burly marquee assemblers were nowhere to be seen. However, a massive structure completely dominated the Bella Vista lawn and terrace. At sixty feet long and forty feet wide, the huge white tent had arched windows all the way down the ocean side, a bar, a small stage and a dance floor roomy enough for fifty. Chandeliers hung over eight twelve-person rectangular tables, and an eight-person bridal table. The cake stood in pride of position at the end of the bridal table, while fridges full of champagne and white wine ran behind the length of the bar.

“I hear you boys did a sterling job,” Sara said.

“We took it in our stride.”

“You look soaked through.”

I wasn’t sure where to look. Feeling more than a little embarrassed.

“What can I do to repay you, James?”

“How about a dance later tonight?”

“Not what I was expecting, but sure.”

“I will hold you to it.”

“I look forward to it,” Sara said, before turning and speaking to her assistant manager.

Stefan headed to the storage room and started unpacking our gear. With the marquee setup, neither of us could wait to test the acoustics. The stage was generous for a duo. Something we both appreciated. We figured we’d replaced a four-piece as the wedding band. Within the hour we were setup and ready for soundcheck. Even without an audience, the room exceeded expectations acoustically. To where we were both confident we could put on one hell of a show. As I played a few songs, Stefan adjusted the sound board. Once he finished, we swapped. I tweaked a couple of things, but left things almost unchanged.

“Would you be able to do me one more favour?” Sara asked.

“Sure, what is it?”

“We need to set the chapel up for sound. Microphones and a pa for the music.”

“You can’t have recorded music. It’s not right, Sara.”

“We’ve got no option. But would you be able to help me set it up?”

Flavia drove us to the chapel. Well, five-hundred yards short of it, anyway. I noted she and Stefan were quite physical. But subtly. It took around an hour to get the setup perfect. But when we’d finished, the acoustics were to die for.

“You realise the chapel has perfect acoustics, don’t you?” I said.

“I’m not sure what that means. But I’ll let Sara know,” Flavia replied.

“All done. Anything else you need help with?”

Back at Bella Vista, everything had come together perfectly. Sara looked far less stressed and wandered over to thank me for all the hard work.

“Would you have ten-minutes to spare?” Sara asked.

“Sure, what did you have in mind?”

“I hear the acoustics in the chapel are near perfect.”

Sara drove me to the chapel, guitar in hand. With the pa system in place, she wanted to test the live acoustics. But instead of standing back and watching me perform, Sara did something that completely surprised me.

“Do you know ‘Fade Into You’ by ‘Mazzy Star’?” Sara asked.

“Sure.”

I played the intro, expecting to sing the first verse. But Sara jumped in with a pitch perfect rendition. Her timbre was that of a highly trained singer. Far better than Stefan or I would have been. And her range seemed unlimited, clear as a bell in the upper register, and lush in the lower register.

“Why that song, Sara?”

“That’s what the couple wants for the processional. But you’re right. Live sounds better, James.”


CHAPTER SIX


“WHAT CAN YOU tell us about the bride and groom, Sara?”

“Very little, James.”

“But surely, I need to know who I’m playing for.”

“Sorry. I’m sworn to secrecy.”

“Who am I gonna tell?”

“I can’t risk their identities getting out, James.”

“What is everyone so scared of?”

“Why, disappointing Theo, of course.”

We had to stop a few times on the buggy ride back to the resort. While I shuffled my attention between the incredible views of the ocean on either side and the stunning view of Sara beside me, Sara focused on the path ahead. We passed a minister and his entourage at a blind corner. Before a burly set of security guards, complete with black suits, wired earpieces and portable metal detectors. For a wedding on a remote island, it seemed they’d left nothing to chance.

“The security guards suggest you’re expecting trouble, Sara.”

“No, the security guards will ensure we don’t have trouble, James.”

“I gather we’re talking A-List celebrities. Royalty or a mob boss.”

“You’ll have to wait and see.”

“There’s a massive difference between a playlist for the mafia, and a playlist for two movie stars.”

“All I can say is they’re both twenty-something. And that he’s a well-known American celebrity, and she’s a Greek born heiress, but grew up in America.”

“Thanks. That at least gives me something to work on, Sara.”

“Run the set list past Spiro. He’ll steer you in the right direction.”

Sara jumped into boss mode the second we got back to the resort. I watched her for five minutes directing staff left, right and centre, with expressive hand gestures. Why would this gorgeous, talented woman hide away on a remote island in Greece? Where no-one could appreciate her pitch perfect voice, and other obvious assets. Still, humanity’s loss was my gain. I felt a strong connection, especially when we performed together. One that I wanted to explore and build upon.

Stefan was on top of preparations when I returned to the resort. That gave us time to head somewhere quiet and work on a playlist for the night. The problem wasn’t having enough material for the two-hour performance. Rather, it was trimming back a repertoire of over two thousand songs to the best fifty. But after an hour, we had a rough set list, and knew we could supplement that with any requests received during the night.

“Hey Spiro. Have you got a moment to check the set list?”

“Sure, James. That looks good. I like that one. That’s a no-go.”

“But that’s a great wedding song. Why’s it a no-go?”

“The bride doesn’t want any songs by that artist.”

Having worked his way down the list, pen in hand, Spiro handed me the piece of paper. Three cross throughs, around a half dozen order changes, and the words more ‘Trigger Finger’ provided his feedback.

“You need to be ready for requests, too. Especially from the bride and groom, and their families.”

“How about we add this one?” I said, before playing a love song off the first ‘Trigger Finger’ album.

“Yes, that’s perfect. And do you have a ‘Trigger Finger’ song in three-four time? For the bridal waltz.”

I worked back through the repertoire. Nothing jumped out at me. I started strumming a song off the forthcoming album while my mind searched.

“That’s perfect. What’s it called?”

“My One and Only.”

“Can I see the words, James?”

“Sure,” I replied, before handing Spiro my iPad.

Spiro scanned up and down the iPad for a solid five minutes. His mind ticked over, contemplating what looked like quite the tough decision.

“I don’t think I can play it. The song hasn’t been released yet,” I said.

“Keep it for the bridal waltz. It’s perfect.”

With Spiro’s approval, we were ready for the event. We’d locked in a fifty-song set. Now I needed to bring Stefan up to speed on the new song.

“Why do you know an unreleased ‘Trigger Finger’ song?” Stefan asked.

“I saw it on SoundCloud.”

Stefan looked at me, more than a little confused, but quickly moved on. What I said was true. It was on SoundCloud. I’d put it there. But not for public access. Purely for me to deliver to Colt. Within half an hour, Stefan had picked up the song and was ready to perform it with me. Playing an unreleased song still concerned me. But I knew that ‘Trigger Finger’ would record a heavy, stadium-worthy rendition, while I could play it as the stripped back love song I’d written for Liz.

The next time Sara hurried past, I stopped her for a moment.

“Spiro approved the set list. Do you want to see it?” I asked.

“If Spiro’s checked it, then I don’t need to, James.”

“I picked a couple of songs with you in mind.”

Sara looked a little taken aback.

“I picked songs I figured would suit your voice, Sara.”

“I won’t be able to sing until much later in the night,” Sara said, sounding more than a little relieved.

“Don’t worry, the bride and groom will be happy too.”

Sara looked at me, waiting for me to continue. I assumed she was worried that I learned who was getting married.

“There are plenty of ‘Trigger Finger’ songs. And nothing by Ariana.”

“Why? What did Spiro tell you?”

“Only that the bride isn’t a big fan of Ariana. You can check the set list if you like.”

“That won’t be necessary. Spiro has everything in hand.”

After a stilted conversation, I watched Sara head off towards the kitchen. Her blond locks swayed gently from side to side as she hurried along. And from behind the soles of her Louboutin’s almost drew attention away from her delightful arse. But only for a few seconds. I savoured the two minutes before she disappeared into the kitchen. There was no doubting it. Sara was gonna make some guy a lucky man one day.


CHAPTER SEVEN


A FINAL SOUND check followed a run-through of the newer songs on the set list. Mainly to decide who would sing lead vocals and agree on the feel of each song. Playing a wedding differs from rocking out to a hall full of partygoers. So, our approach needed to be tailored to the audience and the occasion. A couple of hours before the ceremony, Stefan and I were ready. All was in place for a stellar support to the nuptials of the celebrity couple. We just didn’t know which couple.

While Stefan headed outside to get some air, I signalled Sara over.

“All is ready for the entertainment,” I said.

“About that. It seems like we have our first request from the family, James.”

“And what would that be?”

“Theo wants you to play the processional live. Is that possible?”

“Only if you agree to accompany me.”

“I’m not sure if I can…” Sara said.

“… surely you have time. If Theo wants it,” I said.

“I’m not really dressed for performing.”

“You could wear a hessian sack and still wow them, Sara.”

“Thanks, James. I suppose…”

“… then it’s sorted. Tell Theo we’d love to play.”

Sara excused herself to answer a question from Flavia. Crisis averted. She turned back to me.

“And you look stunning just the way you are,” I said.

“I’m sure I’ve got something to better suit this occasion.”

“Why? Who’s in attendance that you want to impress?”

“There’s one handsome boy I’m keen to impress,” Sara said, grazing my arm and making my hairs react.

“Will I recognise many faces in the crowd, Sara?”

“Theo, and Spiro, of course. Need I go on? Or are you fishing for the identities of the bride and groom?”

“I might be. I’m gonna find out eventually, you know.”

“Then I wouldn’t want to spoil that surprise.”

“What time do you need me there, Sara?”

“I’ll send Flavia with the golf cart.”

“How will you be getting there?”

“I’m heading up there soon. I need to check on all the details.”

From the stage, I could see the marquee from top to tail. Considering I was standing in an oversized tent, the setup was extraordinary. They had set the tables up in four long banks, each holding around twenty settings. A bridal table of eight ran the full width of the marquee at the opposite end to the stage. Massive chandeliers provided a glamorous elegance. Padded chairs, complete with armrests, added a touch of opulence. Everything was white or gold. Including the flowers, wedding cake and hanging decorations.

“Who do you think the couple are, Stefan?” I asked.

“Probably just vacuous celebrities.”

Finding Stefan’s response a little underwhelming, I looked at him. But he turned away immediately.

“You know, don’t you?”

“I’m sworn to secrecy, James.”

“Who told you?”

“I overheard Spiro when you were at the chapel.”

“Then, tell me, Stefan.”

“I can’t. I swore to Spiro. On my life.”

“You look scared. It’s a mob wedding, isn’t it?”

“Like I said. You won’t find out from me, James.”

I felt like the only one who didn’t know who the bride and groom were. But what did it matter? Stefan, Spiro and Sara appeared happy with the set list. And it was too late for changes now. With twenty minutes to go before Flavia was due to transport me to the chapel, I tuned up my acoustic guitar. It was almost in perfect tune, or close enough that nobody could tell. But I needed something to keep me occupied while people ran around me, making final adjustments.

“There’s been a change to the processional,” Spiro said from behind.

“Sara mentioned I’d have to play it live.”

“And you’ll be accompanying an international pop star.”

“Sorry, what? I was told I’d be performing the song with someone else.”

“Theo requested the change, James.”

“But who will I be accompanying?”

“Don’t worry. I’ve heard you play the song. All will be fine.”

I hope no-one that I know is there. Else, this thing could blow up in my face. I took a deep breath and smiled. Keep calm. It’d all work out.

“I just hope she’s prepared, Spiro.”

“Oh, she’ll be ready. She’s a favourite of the bride.”

I re-checked the tuning of my guitar. I hoped that standard tuning would suit her vocal range. Pop stars weren’t always the most tuneful. I slipped a capo into my back pocket to allow for any unplanned pitch variations.

After a good luck pat on the back from Stefan, I headed out of the marquee with Flavia. Stefan had to make his own way to the chapel. Guitar case in one hand and microphones in the other hand, I boarded the golf cart. I’d originally intended to share a microphone with Sara, but suddenly, those plans had changed. The small crowd of guests arriving at the resort did little to identify either the bride and groom, or the international pop star. I felt like I’d boarded the ‘Magical Mystery Tour’ bus as Flavia set off.

The trip to the chapel almost felt ethereal. Someone had sprinkled the narrow pathway with red and yellow rose petals, while white silk ribbons lined either side. A crowd mingled around fifty feet from the chapel, where guests vied for the best position to welcome the bride and groom. As the afternoon sun sparkled off the ocean and waves gently crashed against the rocks a few hundred feet below, expectation filled the air. The chatter was loud, even drowning out the waves below. But with my hands full, I had little time to notice. Game time was upon us.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


STEFAN ARRIVED TEN minutes after me. Without the golf cart ride, beads of sweat showed he hadn’t wasted time in joining me.

“Stefan, are you sure you don't mind me playing the processional with some pop star?”

“We're here to help. If that's what's needed, then it's okay with me.”

“I suppose it's merely a onetime thing. And no-one notices the backing artist, anyway.”

I set up the microphones and tested the sound. All worked perfectly. And the acoustics of the chapel were flawless.

“Have you seen Flavia? I gotta get access to the switchboard,” I said.

“She’s with Sara,” Stefan replied, looking over my right shoulder.

I turned to see Sara walk towards me, with Flavia following closely behind.

“Are you ready, James?” Sara asked.

The moment I laid eyes on Sara, my heart pounded irregularly. She wore a red leather dress, tight enough to allude to what lay beneath without showing it. With spaghetti straps, it was low cut and tightly cradled her assets. The top framed her body perfectly. While her long, flowing hair sat on either side of her killer cleavage. The bottom half hugged her body so tightly that every perfectly toned muscle was on-show. A pair of red five-inch stiletto over-the-knee boots finished the outfit to perfection. A tap on the shoulder diverted Sara’s attention.

“See you soon and …,” Sara said.

“…don't worry. I’ve set everything up ready to go.”

“I knew I could rely on you, James.”

Sara reached forward and gently touched my arm.

“And just think. In less than half an hour, you'll know who the bride and groom are.”

With everything ready to go, I led Stefan out front, down the grey slate paved stairs and onto a small grass lawn. Champagne was flowing, something unusual before the ceremony. It possibly said more about the crowd than it did about anything else. As I scanned the crowd for familiar faces, a helicopter flew above us and circled for a few moments. It looked like a photographer was taking footage or preparing to do so. The chopper blew the brown dust about like a tornado. And made the church bells ring. Several female guests ran into the church before their hair and dresses got ruined. Several other guests weren't as lucky. Wild hairdos and dusty tuxedos became the theme for the following five minutes of arrivals.

“Do you know who I'm backing, Stefan?”

“It's a surprise guest. A favourite performer of the bride.”

“A gift from her father, I assume. He must have some connections.”

“You wouldn't believe who he knows.”

It annoyed me that Stefan knew the identity of the bride and groom. But I let it go.

Sara's team had set the chapel up beautifully. Thick stone walls and small windows kept the chapel cool, but dark. But with a fresh coat of bright white paint and over a hundred candles lighting the way, the chapel felt romantic. A red carpet, sprinkled with golden rose petals, ran between six rows of pews towards a vaulted altar. Red roses adorned the pews, leading the bride towards her romantic destiny. Simple, but totally romantic, would be how I would describe the feeling of walking down the aisle.

A minister stood at the pulpit, finalising his preparations. As the crowd rolled in, I noted that either the bride or groom had musical connections. I recognised a band manager, two lead singers and my favourite music producer. Suddenly, the gravity of the ask hit home. This wasn't just a small wedding gig. This was a serious performance in front of the musical elite. I hoped the international pop star could deliver the goods. At least half as well as Sara had done the day before.

“The bride and groom are on their way,” Sara said.

“Do you know what I'm playing?”

“Didn’t Spiro tell you? It’s the song we practised yesterday, James.”

“Oh, that's good to know. I just hope the singer knows it half as well as you.”

I turned my attention towards the final preparations. After tuning my guitar, I warmed my fingers up with a few favourite riffs. The crowd noise continued to build while I adjusted the pa volume. I turned to see a packed house, including several new recognisable faces from my previous life. Theo and his wife walked down the aisle and sat dead centre in the front row. I reckoned it a little pretentious. But hey, he owned the place. Though I wondered what the father of the bride would think. Once his wife had settled, Theo stepped up to the altar, prompting the crowd to hush.

Suddenly, I noticed video cameras switch on from either front corner of the chapel.

“Thank you all for coming to the wedding of my daughter,” Theo said.

Oh shit. That was unexpected. But it made sense.

“As you know, Elizabeth has spent several years living in the US. And that's where she met her one true love.”

The crowd ate up every word Theo spoke.

“But Elizabeth knew just how important it was for me to see my little girl married in the same chapel Steffie and I were married in thirty years ago.”

The crowd oohed and aahed before a round of clapping started.

“I hear the bride and groom are outside the door. Hence, with no further ado, I'd like to welcome Elizabeth's favourite singer, a Eurovision finalist for Israel, to the microphone.”

Theo handed the microphone to Sara.

Theo looked at Sara and smiled. Sara turned to me and counted me in. The processional sounded even better than the day before. Sara's voice rung out beautifully over my gentle strumming. She even made my harmonies sound half decent. And not one of the musical elites in the audience showed anything but pure admiration for a job well done. Sara not only performed the song to perfection, she touched every person in the chapel while doing so.

As the second chorus kicked in, the chapel doors opened, temporarily blinding me. I closed my eyes and focussed on the music. As the final chorus started, I looked at Sara. She appeared like an angel. Her voice was crystal clear, yet dramatic. And then I turned my head towards the bride and groom. What the… My childhood friend Colt Bolton smiled as he walked down the aisle. Arm in arm with my ex-girlfriend, Liz.


CHAPTER NINE


“DO YOU REALISE whose wedding we're playing, Stefan?” I said.

“I assume it is someone you know.”

“Not just someone I know. My ex-girlfriend just married by childhood best friend.”

“Ouch. That must smart, a little.”

“And now we've got to play the reception. I don't think I can do it.”

“How do you think Theo will react?”

“I don't give a flying fork what Theo thinks.”

“What about Sara? Isn't she depending on this going well?”

Somehow, I got the feeling Stefan knew more than he was letting on. Nothing I said seemed to come as a surprise. And why was he worried about impressing Theo? Sure, Theo could set us up for success for years. But the last people I wanted to play for were Colt and Liz. Although, playing with Sara had been a blast. Her voice was incredible. Totally unexpected and uplifting to see her in action. And her future was on the line. I felt conflicted.

“I'll go with it for now. But I may call it quits if it gets too much,” I said.

“I can’t do it without you. Anytime you need a break, we'll take it, James.”

My mind flashed back to Colt and Liz's vows. As beautiful as they were, I struggled to listen to them. Every word seemed plucked from my destiny. A future that I would never live. I struggled to breathe.

By the time we returned to the marquee, a large crowd of folks mingled about. Champagne in hand, only the delightful sound of corks popping drowned out the crowd. Thankfully, Colt and Liz were nowhere to be seen. I assumed some million-dollar publishing deal kept them occupied with a photographer. But a dozen familiar faces, including the manager of ‘Trigger Finger’, Bob Burkett, dropped by to say hello.

“You know it means a lot to Colt that you are here,” Bob said.

“He is my oldest friend.”

“I never imagined I'd see you guys in the same room again.”

“Me either.”

Setting up became a repeated set of starts and stops, as ex-bandmates and friends dropped in.

“I can't believe you've replaced me with a drum machine,” the third original member of ‘Trigger Finger’, Peter said.

“I couldn't afford your session rates these days, brother.”

“I'd be happy to sit in if you can find me some skins.”

“As much as I'd love that, I don't think there's any on this island.”

Finally, I put on my headphones and zoned out. We needed to start playing and Stefan was champing at the bit. He probably saw this as a chance to impress the musical gods. But that’s not how I saw it. Sara walked up and spoke to me. With my headphones on, I struggled to hear. Forcing me to lift one side.

“Your harmonies made the performance,” Sara said.

“I think that’s a stretch. The Eurovision finalist was totally on song.”

Sara had changed for the reception and looked incredible. I felt my heart pound irregularly. She wore a white crop-top singlet, showing a couple of inches of tanned and toned abs. Low cut and tightly cradling her assets, the top perfectly framed her incredible body, with her long hair flowing either side of her killer cleavage. A pair of while pants, tight at the top and flared at the bottom, took up a couple of inches below where the top left off. The flared pants fluttered in the gentle ocean breeze around a pair of white five-inch stiletto ankle boots.

“You’ve changed outfits, Sara.”

“Don’t worry. I still have the Eurovision outfit for special occasions, James.”

“Well, it still fits perfectly.”

“I can’t dress that sexy all the time.”

“I'm surprised I could hold a tune after I saw the bride and groom.”

“Rockstars are just like the rest of us, James.”

I could tell that Sara didn't have a clue why I might be a little shocked. Should I push it? Should I let Sara know that I'm uncomfortable? That would make my problem her problem. Instead, I sucked it up and remain professional.

“You never told me you were a pop star, Sara.”

“Pop star may overstate it.”

“I don't know. Eurovision winner has a kind of cachet to it.”

“Yes, but Eurovision runner up isn't as impressive.”

“Well, Theo and Liz were obviously massive fans.”

“I could never say no to Theo.”

“Why so?”

“He literally saved my life after the Eurovision saga.”

“Perhaps you could join us for a couple of songs tonight,” Stefan said.

“It'd have to be later in the night. Once the meals and ceremonies are out of the way,” Sara said.

Sara provided an update on timings. Things were already running an hour behind schedule and the concern showed on her beautiful face. Mainly because of the lateness of the rockstar groom and his bride. Now was not the time for the entertainment to stoke the fire with further problems.

We began the pre-dinner playlist. A set of mainly slower romantic songs. With keyboard heavy accompaniment. Once the music started, I blocked everything else out. This was a paying gig. And no matter how much I didn't want to be here, I had to put in a great show for Stefan's sake. Although Stefan seemed unusually controlled. Instead of working the crowd, he focussed on one person, Flavia. And she appreciated every word of every love song he sang to her. She even blew kisses, which caused Stefan to smile knowingly.

The bride and groom arrived around thirty minutes into our set. Theo announced the arrival as a proud father should. Colt wore the same white suit and cowboy boots he wore to the ceremony. Always the rockstar. That’s Colt Bolton. But Liz looked as beautiful as I’d ever seen her. It may have been a decade, but she’d lost none of her beauty. The off-the-shoulder lace covered wedding dress hugged her body like a glove, before splaying out like a mermaid’s tail from just above the knees. I found it difficult to take my eyes off Liz. And not to imagine her walking down the aisle towards me.


CHAPTER TEN


LIZ HAD THAT glow only brides possess. And it sure suited her. Stefan had to count me in three times before I finally played the intro to our next song. And for the first time in memory, I forgot a chord change. Making a romantic song sound like something from a horror movie. But I quickly adjusted and regained my composure. While my eyes hardly left Liz, my mind continued to wander far and wide. Into romantic honeymoon locations, wedding night antics, and even celebrations of several early anniversaries. Liz should have married me, and not Colt Bolton. And I shouldn’t be watching Colt’s dream come true.

“Are you boys alright,” Sara said.

“Sorry, Sara. What did you say?”

“I’ve never heard you play a wrong note. Is everything okay, James?”

“Apologies. I got distracted for a moment. It won’t happen again.”

“As long as you’re alright,” Sara said, placing her hand on my shoulder.

Sara’s smile sent my heart into double time. And that outfit she wore, well, let’s just say it left nothing to the imagination. Sara’s touch literally gave me goosebumps. And the flick of her hair left me gasping for breath.

“I can introduce you to the bride and groom if you’re a little nervous,” Sara said.

“That would be outstanding, Sara,” Stefan said, before I had time to respond.

As Sara headed to the bridal table, I couldn’t focus on anything except Sara’s incredible arse.

“Play ‘Trigger Finger’,” the crowd chanted.

What started as a single voice quickly turned into a fifty strong chorus. With little option, and knowing I had a few fumbles to make up for, I launched into the intro to ‘Itchy Trigger Finger’. By the second bar of the intro, the crowd had erupted. As I looked at Stefan to kick in on the first verse, his hand signalled me to stop. As I turned, Colt strode the full length of the marquee towards me.

“Play ‘Itchy Trigger Finger’. Play ‘Itchy Trigger Finger’,” the crowd chanted.

Colt, by now, had his hands above his head. Like a prize-fighter entering the ring for a championship defence. There was no doubting how this was gonna end.

“Do you mind if I sit in?” Colt asked Stefan.

Stefan stood and handed Colt his guitar. The crowd erupted as Colt adjusted the microphone.

Colt looked at me. I held his stare.

“We better give this small crowd what they want, James.”

With nowhere to go and nowhere to hide, I looked at Sara. Her face exuded excitement. This was the biggest event in the island’s history. And one that would set the resort up for future success. I owed it to her not to be a prat. But it took every ounce of courage I could muster to play that intro.

Not merely wanting to play the chords while Colt performed for the crowd, I took the song back to its roots. To when I’d written it in my college dorm room. Sure, it may have sold over fifty-million copies, but I wanted to highlight the song in all its sonic beauty. At first the crowd looked confused, but once Colt kicked into the first verse, the crowd erupted. Mobile phones exploded around the room as almost everyone recorded this once in a lifetime treat.

Colt’s singing was spot on. And my harmonies brought tears to the eyes of many, including the drummer of ‘Trigger Finger’. While we included an unreleased fourth verse and an impromptu middle eight, those six minutes flew by in a flash. It took me back to the first time we’d played it for a small crowd at the campus cafe. The excitement of performing something new for the first time. And the incredible sense of excitement at the overwhelming crowd-response. Memories flooded back. But the crowd wasn’t letting this be a one song encore. The applause lasted longer than the performance itself.

“Are you up for another song, brother?” Colt asked.

I looked at Sara, who applauded excitedly.

“Sure. What did you have in mind?”

“I’d really love to play Liz's song.”

Just the thought of playing that song caused a massive lump to form in my throat. It was the one song I never played. A song I wrote for Liz that made it onto the first ‘Trigger Finger’ album. Written as a love song, I’d penned it as a song of obsession.

“It's your day, Colt.”

“Thank you, brother.”

As I started the intro, Colt unclipped the microphone. He strutted across the marquee as he sang. All I could do was sit back and watch as Colt used my words, completely intimate, to serenade his beautiful bride. The girl I’d written the song about. I looked at Sara, who stood nearby. Her smile broadened as she soaked in my words. But to my surprise, she didn’t watch Colt sing them. Instead, she watched me with tears in her eyes.

My mind flashed back to writing the words in my college dorm room. How my obsession with this girl I hadn't yet spoken to inspired me to write the greatest lyrics of my life. About the first time I shared the song with another human being. And the immediate and positive response I got from Colt. He couldn't wait to perform it, something he was now legendary for. But my focus remained on Sara as I added harmonies to drive the message home.

As the song ended and I watched Liz melt into Colt’s arms, I felt a hand brush my arm. Sara had made her way across the room as our eyes locked.

“You wrote that song, didn’t you?” Sara asked.

I nodded.

“You wrote it about Liz, didn’t you?”

Again, I nodded.

“I remember Sara writing to me about her first college boyfriend,” Sara said.

“What did she say?”

“How he wrote her the most incredible song she’d ever heard. But that deep wounds put him beyond repair.”

“What does that mean?”

“That your quest for solitude drove a stake between you. And she couldn't do anything to fix it, James.”

“Play ‘Trigger Finger’. Play ‘Trigger Finger’,” the crowd chanted.

“I'm free to do a song if the offer's still open, James.”

“What did you have in mind?”

“That song you were playing when you warmed up at the chapel. The duet.”

Wow. Sara must have had an incredible memory. It was one of the new ‘Trigger Finger’ songs I'd uploaded for Colt a few days back.

“One, two, three, four.”

The crowd went deathly silent the second I played the first note. Sara sang the lead, word and note perfect while I accompanied her and joined in for the harmonies. Colt instantly knew the song. Expecting him to be angry, it surprised me when he signalled his approval with a thumbs up. And for the next four minutes and twenty seconds, no-one person present as much as breathed. The performance enamoured the audience. You could hear a pin drop.

As the last chorus kicked in, Sara turned to me, and we shared a microphone. We cut the last note short, unable to hold our lips apart for another second. Sara’s lips were sweeter than anything I’d ever tasted before. And nothing, not even a chanting crowd, could cut short that magical moment. Our connection seemed to last forever, yet it was too short. But with love in the air, I got the strong feeling that would be the beginning, rather than the end, of my connection with Sara.

I looked towards Liz. But only briefly. She sat happily connected with Colt. Something that in reality pleased me. They’d found true love together. And I’d helped make that happen and helped seal the deal. But I didn’t feel jealous of Colt. Instead, I turned back to Sara. I’d become consumed by someone who connected with me on every level. Not just in my dreams. Someone who was sweet and talented and unbelievably sexy. No longer consumed by Liz, my entire focus shifted to Sara.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


“I CAN’T BELIEVE I made it through today. And thanks for helping make it a perfect day for Elizabeth and Colt,” Sara said.

“My aim was to help you deliver the perfect wedding, Sara.”

“Based on Theo’s feedback, we certainly did that.”

“A happy dad goes a long way.”

“But that’s not why I asked you here, James.”

“Let me guess. You need some songs for a record contract.”

“No, but it has something to do with making beautiful music together.”

“I must let you know that I’m contracted to writing for ‘Trigger Finger’.”

“May I ask if you’ve Googled me yet?” Sara asked.

“No. Should I?”

“Then do it, now, James.”

I pulled out my phone and read the first article about. The one about Sara’s run at Eurovision. Sara poured me a drink while I read.

“You mean you are …” I said.

“… transgender. Yes. And I understand that'll probably scare you off. But you need to know,” Sara interjected.

“I don't scare easy, you know.”

“What about performing in front of three million screaming fans?”

Sara held out the drink. I grabbed the glass and brushed her hand. The seconds we touched I felt electricity rush through my entire body.

“You look uncomfortable. Can I take your jacket, shirt, and pants?”

“Only if I can repay the favour, Sara.”

“It does get rather warm in this bedroom.”

“That’s what I’m hoping.”

Sara slid my jacket off my shoulders. After slowly unbuttoning my shirt, it fell on top of the jacket.

“And now for the unveiling. I’ve been curious since the moment we met,” Sara said.

I stood dead still while Sara unbuckled my belt, slid down my zipper, and dropped my pants to the floor.

“Is it true what they say about guitar players, James?”

“I’ve heard a rumour about Eurovision singers. I was wondering if that’s true, Sara.”

“Well, if you’re asking about the six-inch surprise mentioned in the article, why don’t you find out for yourself?”

I stepped forward and kissed Sara with intent before dropping to my knees.

“Well, you get straight to the point, don’t you, James?”

“I call it focus.”

Sara’s pants were super-stretchy. I slipped them carefully over her hips and pulled them to the floor. Sara placed a hand on my shoulder to steady herself, while I slipped the pants over each of her stiletto boots.

“Two pairs of knickers plus a little tape. In case you were wondering. But everything is in working order,” Sara said.

After sliding Sara’s knickers down and releasing her surprise, I stood and lifted her crop top. I stood naked before Sara, she dressed in nothing but her stiletto boots. Sara stepped forward and brought her lips within an inch of mine. I felt her warm breath on my lips. Sara reached down and took my soldier in her hand, before sliding her fingers from root to tip. I became hard in an instant, as visions of the night to come played in my mind.

After less than thirty seconds, Sara dropped her other hand onto her weapon, bringing it instantly to life. She then brought her two hands together and gripped both cocks. Each slide of her hand not only imparted pleasure from her fingers, it rubbed both rock hard members together. The feeling of cock-on-cock action was softer than anything I’d felt before. As I looked down, I noticed both cocks glowing purple and throbbing.

Sara’s action felt divine. I lent forward and pressed my lips against Sara’s for the first time since the performance. A rush of endorphins flowed through me, pumping up the blood flow down below. Sara increased the speed of her hand movements as her kissing became more passionate. First, my tongue wrestled for control before becoming submissive to hers. I cupped Sara’s cheeks with my hands, sliding her apple fragrant mane away from her gorgeous face for a brief moment. Sara bit my tongue before pulling back to breathe.

Finally, I could hold out no longer. Sara’s bounty hit my chest at the exact moment mine hit hers.

“Hell yeah. That was unexpected,” I said.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet.”

“Promises, promises.”

Sara wasted little time. She dropped to her knees in front of me, looking up with a cheeky smile.

“Let’s see what we have here,” Sara said.

Sara gently lifted my semi-flaccid cock and softly placed butterfly kisses on the head. She slid her hand down the root and assessed the supporting cast. Licking my left ball, before doing likewise to the right ball, Sara moved her hand further back. Pulling back a little, Sara licked her finger before I felt the digit drive between my arse cheeks.

With one hand probing for my target, Sara slid her other hand down the length of my shaft. Her smile then turned into a welcome home for my rock-hard cock. Sara’s hand slid down the bottom three inches of my soldier while her mouth tantalised the top four inches. I felt my legs shake each time Sara’s fingers probed my target. After a few delightful sucks, Sara removed her bottom hand and took me deep into her mouth. As her lips reached my pelvis and balls, her throat spasmed, massaging my cock from all directions.

“I’m gonna come,” I moaned.

That spurned Sara on towards the most heavenly of conclusions. Sara slid her lips up and down over my soldier while her finger probed my target. I felt like I needed to pee, but the pleasure was too intense to do anything but wait for the inevitable finale. As Sara took me deep one last time, I could hold out no longer. A torrent of my nectar flooded straight down Sara’s throat. She held me deep while I unloaded every drop.


CHAPTER TWELVE


“THAT WAS INCREDIBLE. You are incredible, Sara.”

“Don’t think you’re gonna get away with pure flattery. I hope you will give as good as you get.”

“Why don’t you lay back on that couch and let me repay the favour.”

“Now you’re talking, Mister Sharp.”

I backed Sara over to the couch. Once her calves reached the cushion, I kissed her deeply before easing her back gently. I placed a cushion behind her head before leaning forward and kissing her playfully. I kissed her lips before softly biting them. Then I moved to her neck and ears.

“That’s not what giving a blowjob means, James.”

“There’s no need to rush. I’ll get to the good stuff soon enough.”

I kissed my way from Sara’s neck to her breasts. I gently bit on the left nipple while pinching the right. Changing direction, I bit on the right nipple before kissing my way down Sara’s toned abs. Reaching Sara’s neatly cropped bush, I diverted along her beautifully tanned right thigh. I kissed my way along it until I reached the knee.

“Which way to go,” I said.

“Back to the cock, please, James.”

I kissed my way up Sara’s right thigh, moving an inch or two with each peck. Once reaching her bush, this time I stopped and lifted her semi-flaccid cock. It felt softer than anything I’d felt before, but alive, filled with pumping blood. I lent forward and softly kissed the head before kissing my way up Sara’s left thigh. But I didn’t ignore her weapon. I wrapped my hand around its girth and slowly massaged it back to life.

“That’s better. Sara wants some sugar.”

Reaching Sara’s left knee, I pulled my head back and moved my lips towards my intended target. In an instant, Sara’s warm throbbing weapon met my lips and then the back of my throat. I looked up to see Sara’s delicious smile broaden as I took her deep and held.

“Hell, yeah. Deep throat me,” Sara moaned.

I didn’t need any encouragement. Our thinking aligned, perfectly.

Pulling back, I used my hands and lips to pleasure Sara. Her breathing increased rapidly as I worked her weapon to the edge of climax.

“I’m gonna come,” Sara screamed.

Once the telltale quiver occurred, I took Sara deep and held until her warm gift exploded down my welcoming throat. But I wasn’t gonna waste a drop of her precious bounty and sucked harder until her weapon virtually disappeared.

“Wow, you are quite the cocksucker, James.”

“You weren’t too shabby yourself.”

“What other skills are you hiding?”

“We’ve got all night. How about you get me hard and let’s find out?”

“Challenge accepted. Not that I think it’s much of a challenge, James.”

Sara placed a hand on each of my hips before moving her mouth towards her intended target. I stood firm, waiting for that second where her lips met my semi-flaccid soldier. The sensation didn’t disappoint, as sweet kisses turned into something else. Sara’s tongue action was exquisite, running around the under edge of my cock head before she took me deep.

“Looks like you are ready to go. But I’ll need a little of this,” Sara said, pumping a serious dob of lube into my hand.

I looked down at Sara’s beautiful face, plastered with the expectation of what was to come.

“It’s been a while since I’ve accommodated something of that size, James.”

“Well, I am a guitarist. But don’t worry. I’ll take it slowly.”

Sara lent back and assumed a comfortable position against the lounge with a cushion carefully placed behind her head. This wasn’t her first rodeo, and she wanted to enjoy the ride. I lifted Sara’s legs, sliding her soft leather boots onto my shoulders. I placed my soldier against Sara’s flower before slowly thrusting forward. Sara directed me with her hands high on my shoulders. Gently, but with determination, I thrust my hips forward, sliding my cock deep inside Sara’s rear canal. Once I’d passed the point of no return, Sara locked her feet behind me and wrapped her arms tightly around my neck.

“Oh, James. You sure hit the spot, don’t you?”

“I try to over-deliver.”

Sara pulled my face to hers, locking our lips in a passionate embrace. I stood tall, thrusting my hips forward and back while Sara’s legs ensured our connection never became broken. I sped up, thrusting harder and deeper. Each down thrust sent Sara’s eyes up into the back of her head.

“Go deeper,” Sara moaned.

As my soldier spasmed, I knew I had little time to control my actions. I pushed deeper one more time, watching a broad smile cross Sara’s perfect face. As I hit the deepest point, my soldier exploded, delivering my warm nectar into the furthest reaches of Sara’s arse. I pulled Sara’s body closer to mine and held our penultimate connection for as long as possible. Our tongues jostled, sweat poured off my forehead onto Sara’s beautiful face, but neither of us would have had it any other way.

“You appear to be an all-rounder,” Sara said.

“I’ve always been able to turn my hand to most things.”

“There’s no need to be humble. No one has ridden me like that since I can’t remember when.”

“The night is young. I’m still in pre-performance mode, Sara.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


LIZ’S WEDDING NIGHT delivered everything I could have dreamt of, and more. The only exception was that I spent the night locked in Sara’s embrace, while Liz spent the night with Colt. Sara took me places I never knew existed. Not that she played all her cards on that first night. It became the opening night in a six-week run that got extended several times thereafter. And it turned out Stefan was in no rush for it to end, either. He’d become quite attached to Flavia. Attached enough to vacate ‘Lover’s Nest’ and move into Bella Vista.

While expecting a quiet life on the idyllic paradise of Antipaxos, the reality turned out to be anything but quiet. Colt and Liz’s wedding videos went viral, causing the resort to operate at capacity for the following six months. And it wasn’t just their love story that booked out the resort. When word broke of Sara’s re-emergence from years of musical exile, a whole new fan base made a pilgrimage to the island. And she dragged me along for the ride. But that gave Stefan his wish as well. As we performed to sell out shows with a thousand plus patrons at Voutoumi Beach Bar every night. Even though it was Sara that received top billing.

With the resort booming, Theo allowed Sara time to work on the rebirth of her musical career. And provided unfiltered access to Villa Oneiro, his secluded getaway perched atop the island’s highest hill. It seemed three years was a long time in the music game, and European crowds embraced Sara in ways the Israeli crowds never could. Requests for appearances flooded in, and record company executives circled the island like seagulls. Each trying to negotiate a deal for the next big thing. Theo shielded Sara from the noise, negotiating all deals, allowing the two of us to write the perfect comeback album together in peace and quiet.

But Sara never deserted her team at Bella Vista. It turned out the all-girl crew had a lot more in common with Sara than I first thought. She provided refuge for outcasts, whose life choices alienated them from traditional support structures. And whenever Sara was called away, Flavia stepped up and took the young team under her wing. Providing safe and productive lives for those so desperately in need.

After my performances with Colt went viral, I too got swarmed with offers. Whether it was writing or performing, I turned them all down. I’d found heaven and was in no rush to leave. Especially not for a life I’d sampled and rejected years before. But I continued to write for ‘Trigger Finger’. And Colt and Liz even visited Sara and me whenever touring commitments allowed. The next ‘Trigger Finger’ album proved to be the biggest seller yet. With five hit singles and over a billion album sales. That success meant two years of touring for Colt and gave me time to focus on creating with Sara. Something that we both adored.

Within a year, Sara’s star had risen to the top again. And she got offered several opportunities to relive her Eurovision dream. But she decided there was no need. With a number one album across Europe, she had no unfinished business. And time away from me and the island was too big a price to pay. So, I accessed some funds from my ‘Trigger Finger’ royalties and built a studio worthy of an international pop star. That allowed us to fly in musicians and producers, and make an album without having to leave home.

Sara and I tied the knot in the same chapel as her surrogate parents, Theo and Steffie. Yes, that was where Colt and Liz had wed, too. But that had long since become a non-issue for me. Two hundred guests shared a wonderful day with us. Although, while the day was just as romantic, it was considerably less showy than Colt and Liz’s wedding. Theo gave the bride away and delivered the perfect speech. Straight from the heart. Our wedding band was ‘Trigger Finger’. Something the father of the bride insisted on. Apparently, he had contacts. And we spent our honeymoon right where our love blossomed. On our little piece of paradise, the island.


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.


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


ONE WILD WEEKEND
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Can your friends really know you better than you know yourself? Do they see things that you are blind to?

Teddy Rose never had trouble attracting potential life partners. But keeping them was quite the other thing.

So, when he joins his lifelong friends for a weekend away in the wine country, his friends instantly jump into action. There’s suddenly more wingmen than at a Top Gun convention. And they assure Teddy they all know him better than he knows himself.

One of his friends even has private plans for Teddy. Laying in wait for the opportunity, she makes it crystal clear what is on offer. If he simply says the word.

But from the moment Teddy’s helped to first base with a local, his life changes forever.

If you like romances with plenty of heart, like ‘Pretty Woman’, you’ll love ‘ONE WILD WEEKEND’, the latest story from indie-author, Yumi Cox.

Will Teddy’s friends help or hinder his search for love? And will his weekend fling fizzle out like every other relationship?


SHAMROCKED
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How do you act confident when you’ve always been in the shadows? Can different circumstances change your behaviour?

“Don’t bring back anyone other than an Irish girl”. They were Mary McGuire’s clear instructions to her sons as she farewelled them at North Dakota airport. What were the odds that both boys could meet her wishes on tour in Italy? A billion to one.

Callum McGuire has a lot going for him. He’s smart, capable and he comes from a loving family. But being the youngest of three siblings in a small regional USA town has its drawbacks. Especially when both your elder siblings are worshipped as local sporting heroes. Something his massive hulk of a brother, Thomas, reminds him of every day.

So, when Callum accompanies Thomas on an all-expenses paid trip to Italy in search of a wife, he is forced to make a choice. Stand up to Thomas and connect with the girl of his dreams, or sit back and forever live life in Thomas’ shadow. But is twenty-one years of behaviour easy to turn around in five days?

If you like transgender romances where the underdog prevails, like ‘Fifty First Dates’ then you’ll love ’SHAMROCKED’. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Callum stand up for himself in order to connect with the girl of his dreams? Or will his brother spoil the party and any chance he has for future happiness?


TRAPPED
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Would you travel halfway around the world at an hour’s notice? What checks and balances would you insist on?

Robert Fletcher is a lucky guy. At twenty-six, this conservative mid-western guy works out of the Boston office of a top global consulting firm. With an apartment in the trendy Beacon Hill district, he gets to travel the US each week solving complex problems for the largest companies in the country. And his latest assignment has tongues wagging and consultants worldwide eager to pick his brain.

But Robert’s dreams are bigger. And he knows that the spotlight in consulting is fleeting. To leverage his great work, he needs to jag a global assignment. One that will launch his career into the consulting stratosphere. So, when someone pulls out of the perfect assignment at the eleventh hour, Robert’s name comes to the top of the list. And he gets the opportunity of a lifetime. One where he is paired with the firm’s gun consultant, a force of nature who takes no prisoners and never fails to deliver, Cassie Johnson.

Naturally, Robert jumps at the chance to work in Glasgow for three months, on a project that will be as challenging as it will be career-defining. But when he hastily agrees to join Cassie at her hotel of choice, he signs up for Cassie’s lifestyle, twenty-four-seven. And that places him in completely foreign territory. Three months is a long time to be trapped in someone else’s life. Especially when that someone is your polar opposite. But sometimes adversity is what you need in order to find success. And Robert quickly discovers opportunities he never imagined possible.

If you like transgender romances with action and heart, like ‘Love Actually’, then you’ll love ‘TRAPPED’. The latest story from indie-author, Yumi Cox.

Will Robert successfully resist temptation, or will new opportunities prove just a little too enticing?


FIVE FIRST DATES
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Would you trust someone else to find the love of your life? What if that someone was a computer?

Tom Prince is a successful scientist, who is still living in his hometown of Kansas City. It’s not because he doesn’t have options. With too many patents to count and a string of life-saving medical breakthroughs under his belt, Tom has enjoyed the riches that come with success. Still, he prefers the quiet life.

But after losing the love of his life three years prior, all Tom does is work, eat, and sleep. Something that his sister Nancy, his one and only personal contact, believes is unhealthy and needs to change. And she isn’t letting it go until Tom moves on once and for all.

So, when Nancy sees an advertisement for SoulMates, a dating service that guarantees a match or your money back, she sees the opportunity to get Tom back on the bike. As a man of science, he can’t argue with ‘five dates to your soul mate or your money back’ promise. And he’ll spend time in five of the most romantic places in the country.

But when the SoulMates process insists Tom keeps his options wide open, he must decide between walking away from one-hundred grand or embracing life well outside his comfort zone.

If you like romances where sparks fly in all directions like Bridget Jones’s Diary or Mamma Mia, then you’ll love FIVE FIRST DATES. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Tom embrace the SoulMates process and live life outside his comfort zone, or will he play it safe and lose the chance to meet his soul mate, forever?


THE SUPERHOST
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Do you believe that a total stranger could instantly know you better than you know yourself?

Aiden Young is a shy country boy made good since his move to the big city. With his big sister, Sally, he has built a successful multi-million dollar business, while they both maintain solid careers. And all this before he turns thirty. While Sally considers Aiden’s life boring, he has everything going for him, except a viable love life. Having recently split from yet another unfulfilling relationship, Aiden wonders how to change his luck, else he is doomed to stay single, forever.

So, when Sally suggests travel to heal Aiden’s broken heart, he is at first underwhelmed by the idea. But Sally, the manager of a successful debt collection agency, can be quite persuasive when she wants, and rarely takes no for an answer, especially from her little brother. She knows exactly which buttons to push and soon books him on a month-long holiday in the stunning Italian Riviera. At an Airbnb overlooking the picturesque Mediterranean Sea.

But when Aiden arrives in Italy, not everything goes to plan. Jet lagged from a twenty-six-hour flight, and unable to speak a word of Italian, he must rely on his gracious Airbnb Superhost, the man-mountain Jason, to help him navigate a series of challenges. But with challenges comes opportunities. And Aiden soon identifies the opportunity of a lifetime, and one that could change his love life, forever. That is if his insecurities, and the risk of losing his only support, can be overcome.

If you like coming of age romances like ‘Sixteen Candles’ or ‘Grease’, then you’ll love ‘THE SUPERHOST’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Aiden step up and grasp the perfect opportunity to heal his broken heart, or will his insecurities stop him dead in his tracks.ate 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?


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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