

Contents

Copyright
Part One 
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four

Part Two 
Chapter Five
Chapter Six
Chapter Seven

Part Three 
Chapter Eight
Chapter Nine
Chapter Ten

Part Four 
Chapter Eleven
Chapter Twelve
Chapter Thirteen

My Other Books
_The Hot Nanny
_Lessons in Love
_The Plus One
_The New Intern
_Best On Board
_The Exchange
_The Apprentice
_The Layover
Your Feedback
About



COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

This book is a work of fiction. All the characters in this book are over the age of eighteen (18), fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

COVER DESIGN

Cover Photo by Raamin Ka on Unsplash

Cover Design by Samantha Andrews (SammiTV Designs)

Author Photo by Arthur Yao

PUBLISHED BY: COOK BOOKS

Copyright © 2020 Yumi Cox

All rights reserved.

ASIN: B08B157SP3

Yumi Cox. THE ROOM MATE. Kindle Edition.


PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“YOU’RE SUCH A lucky bastard,” Brian said from the vacant bed in my dorm. “I get stuck with Eugene as a roommate, while you get a whole dorm to yourself for two months.”

“Yes, I’ve been awfully lucky,” I said looking at my things sprawled across the dorm. “But the university could advise me anytime that someone new will be arriving.”

Brian was right. It was unheard of to have a double dorm to yourself for a week, let alone two months. Since Miguel had left the university to work in Silicon Valley for an IT start-up, I’d had the run of the place. I’d spread myself out and setup my work PC on the second desk. This allowed me to design websites for clients in comfort and with a large display screen. The second bed became an inspiration board.

“Well, it’ll be just your luck that a hot chick moves in,” Brian said. “She’ll probably end up as your girlfriend.”

“While I like your line of thought,” I said. “I doubt the university accommodation is tuned into my desires. As long as it’s not a messy guy, I’ll be happy.”

“Okay,” he said reaching out his hand. “If it happens, we’ll swap dorms. Is it a deal?”

“Sorry,” I said. “But the last thing I need is to share a dorm room with Eugene.”

Coming to Southwestern University was a massive change for me. My secondary school was completed in a class of six, all guys. My midwestern hometown was a lovely place to grow up but didn’t prepare me for the hustle and bustle of Austin, or even Georgetown. Hell, Southwestern had over fifteen hundred students.

“So, how will you work on the websites when your new roommate arrives?” Brian asked. “It’ll put a dint in your productivity.”

“I’ll just transfer the stuff over to my side,” I replied. “And I’ll spend a bit more time at the library when studying.”

Truth be it known; I aced my studies to date. First year was a recap and I’d already scoped out third year subjects as part of my business activities. So, first year studies held little challenge for me. Hence, I worked hard on the website builds to push my skills.

“Are you finished the website for the Omega Zeta Phi’s?” Brian asked. “I still don’t understand why a frat house needs a website.”

“If the client has money,” I replied. “I’ll take the job. But yes, I know what you mean. Rich jocks.”

Most of my clients were small business people. Given Georgetown’s close proximity to Austin, I had a town of over a million people to target. From the university alone, I built websites for musicians, theatrical types, fitness fanatics and business students looking to launch the next Facebook. Still, as long as they paid well.

“Well if you’re so far ahead on your studies, you could help me with mine,” Brian said. “I’m struggling with the code for the Java assignment.”

“Sure, I’m happy to run through it with you,” I said. “I’m sure you’d do the same for me.”

Brian was one of a small group of friends I’d made at Southwestern. We all studied Computer Science in the IT Department. While I’d been coding since seven, Brian had only just learned to code since arriving seven months ago. I was always happy to help. I found it difficult to make friends, and Brian was my link to the world. Sort of a wingman.

Brian introduced himself to me in our first class of the year. Friendly and outgoing, he had a face people felt they could trust. He was quite smart and had decided to move from Graphic Design to Computer Science at the last minute. I was thankful he did.

“How’s your training coming along for the Green Belt exam?” I asked. “Do you need anyone to spar with?”

“No thanks,” he replied. “I don’t want to get my arse kicked yet again. But thanks for the offer.”

While I worked on website designs virtually full time, I still left some time for keeping fit. Karate was my way of doing so. I had studied karate all through school and obtained a black belt three years prior, straight after my fifteenth birthday. These days I taught karate three nights a week, just to stay in shape.

“So, how’s the love life coming along?” I asked. “Have you made any progress with Patricia?”

“Hard nut to crack that one,” he replied. “But I’m confident she’ll see the light soon.”

“Have you even asked her out yet?” I asked.

“Eighteen times,” he replied. “But the last time I’m sure I saw hope in her eyes.”

If there was one thing Brian loved, it was a challenge. And Patricia was as momentous a challenge as they came. Drop dead gorgeous, she had long blonde hair and the perfect smile. I’d never spoken to her but was impressed at how hard Brian had tried to get a date. If I were a betting man, I’d say he didn’t have a chance. But Brian didn’t believe in luck. Just hard work and an eye on the prize.

“Hey, I’ve got an email from student accommodation,” I said as I opened the message.

“What does it say?” Brian asked.

“I am pleased to inform you that on Saturday, September 7th, a new student will be moving into your dorm,” I read. “Please ensure the dorm is clean and tidy for their arrival.”

“Who is it?” Brian asked. “Does it say a name?”

I scanned the letter. As with most administrative letters, the shit you wanted to know was hidden on the last page.

“The student is Skye Lopez from the Music and Theatre Department,” I read.

“See I told you,” Brian said. “It’s a chick.”

I moved straight to Google. After checking Facebook and Twitter, I found an old picture on Instagram.

“And a hot chick at that,” I said.


CHAPTER TWO


IT TOOK ME the best part of a week to get the room back in shape for Skye’s arrival. Brian spent a solid four hours on Friday night helping me.

“So, how will the co-ed share thing work?” he asked. “Your beds are only six feet apart, side by side, and there’s only one bathroom.”

“I’m more worried about the fact the toilet is in with the shower,” I replied. “That could make things challenging.”

“Especially if you wake up with the morning wood,” he said laughing.

I hadn’t thought this through. I was so happy to be actually meeting a girl, the logistics hadn’t come into consideration.

“The offer to share with Eugene is always there,” he said with a cheeky grin.

The dorm room was ten-foot wide by fifteen-foot long. Five-foot by six-foot of that was bathroom. A six-foot by eighteen-inch wardrobe sat across from it; yes, just the one. A single sink sat at the end of my bed separated by a half wall. Each side of the room had a single bed, nightstand and small desk. To say it was snug was to romanticise it. But you get the idea.

“You’re such a neat freak,” Brian said. “Look at those labels on everything. Are you worried you may use Skye’s mascara by mistake?”

I looked around the room. I suppose you could say it was a little orderly.

“There’s a difference between being organised and being neat,” I said. “I like to know where everything is when I need it.”

“So, what are you gonna do if Skye wants your side of the room?” Brian asked.

The possibility hadn’t occurred to me. But it would be a big call on her behalf.

“First in best dressed,” I replied. “I’ll tell her it’s hard luck doll,”

“If I ever hear you call anyone doll,” he said. “I’m going to punch you. Remember, hot girls are just like you and me only they’re hot, and they’re girls.”

“Thanks for clarifying,” I said. “But yes, I get your point.”

Apart from Professor Bunton, my marketing lecturer, I didn’t have the slightest interaction with girls during a typical week. So, this was a bit too much for me to fathom.

“You owe me a pizza,” Brian said. “I’m getting full on hungry.”

I’d forgotten I’d bribed Brian with food.

“I’m ordering it now,” I said grabbing the phone.

In a flash I had our favourite on its way. I knew the website was the fastest option. Partly because they were a client of mine. Hence, I got a deep discount.

“So, show me through the frat house website while we’re waiting,” Brian asked. “I bet you’ve got all sorts of disturbing shit in this one.”

He was right. The rich frat kids had gone for something elaborate. Far more so than was needed. But I didn’t care. I was happy to take more money from them.

“Well, as you know a major part of the brief was recruitment,” I replied. “So, here’s the section where you add your profile information.”

“Wow, is that videoing you while you enter the information?” Brian asked. “That’s sneaky.”

“Sure is,” I replied. “They wanted to make sure the full application process was videoed. It’s like when you use an ATM.”

“Isn’t that a privacy breach?” he asked.

“Would be if I didn’t have terms and conditions built into the flow,” I replied.

“So, what else does it do?” he asked.

“Well, once you enter your details, it immediately searches social media to identify which accounts are yours,” I replied. “If you don’t link your accounts, you’re binned.”

“Let’s do a trial for you,” I said.

“I’m not really frat material,” Brian said.

“I’ll delete the data when we’re done,” I said.

Brian entered his basics and was asked to validate his social media.

“Hey, this UX is pretty sexy,” he said.

Coming from a graphic designer, I took that as an extreme compliment. A list of social media account options came up and Brian selected the ones he owned.

“Since the frat house got burned down last year, they wanted to make it clear who they were letting in,” I said.

“Bloody protesters,” Brian said. “Spoiled it for everyone.”

Brian reset the application process and started again.

“What are you doing?” I asked. “There’s more to see.”

“With smarts like this, I’ve got a better idea,” he replied.

He typed Skye Lopez into the name field. Suddenly, a flood of social media accounts flashed up.

“You’re right, she’s hot,” Brian said. “I’d so do her.”

“You won’t get the chance,” I said. “But don’t invade her privacy. I didn’t build the website to be used like that.”

“Well, you have to expect the muscle head frat boys are gonna do it,” he said. “So, let’s Beta test it.”

Brian ran through the Facebook accounts.

“That’s her account,” he said. “I’d know that arse anywhere.”

He then went to the Twitter accounts.

“Oh, she likes to DJ, does she?” he said. “That’ll be fun for you.”

He then went to the Instagram account. It was locked.

“Well that sucks,” he said. “How the hell are you supposed to spy on them if they won’t give you access?”

“You need to enter the passwords,” I said. “It’s a secure facility that transfers the data.”

“Well that doesn’t help us with Skye then does it?” he said.

“You may have to wait until tomorrow when she moves in,” I said.

We demolished the pizza as soon as it arrived. I’d gotten the hunger buster size designed for six people.

“You should have gotten two pizzas,” Brian said.

“I felt enough for six people would suffice,” I said.

Brian disappeared home straight after we finished the pizza.


CHAPTER THREE


SATURDAY MORNING, I awoke bright and early. I was excited to meet Skye. I wasn’t sure on her arrival time but wanted to ensure I was ready. Around 11:30 am I heard a knock. When I opened the door, standing there was a stunning Latino girl. Her photos had underplayed her beauty.

“Hi, you must be Skye,” I said ushering her into the room. “I’m your roommate Jay.”

“Hello Jay,” Skye responded. “I hope I haven’t woken you up?”

“No, I’m an early riser,” I said. “I’ve been up for hours.”

“Working as a DJ, I often stay out late,” she said. “I hope that doesn’t pose a problem.”

I looked at this girl and my heart began to melt. I felt like saying I would make anything work to keep her as my roommate. But it sounded a wee bit desperate.

Skye wasn’t tall, probably around 5ft 6in, but she wore 5-inch heels that lifted her to around my height. She wore a pair of white cotton shorts with cuffs turned up. This was teamed with a yellow tank top that highlighted her more than ample bosoms. She had those Latino curves that make a woman luscious. Her mocha coffee brown tan appeared to be all over. And her light golden-brown hair was pulled up into a high ponytail.

“Do you need help with your bags?” I asked. “Is your car downstairs?”

“I don’t have a car,” she replied. “I’m looking to get a scooter. But I’d love your help getting my gear from the taxi if you don’t mind.”

I followed Skye down the hall and down the flight of stairs to the road. Watching her arse wiggle as she walked was fodder for my spank bank. And her legs were impeccably toned and tanned. I got a boner following her to the taxi.

As we reached the taxi, I saw why she needed a hand. Not only were there three giant suitcases, she also had two massive rectangular Aluminium cases. I shook my head in disbelief at how that much gear fitted into the taxi.

“Did you have two cabs?” I asked cheekily.

“No, just the one,” she replied ignoring my attempt at humour.

After four more treks down and up the stairs, I was staring at a storage challenge. Thankfully it was not mine to solve.

“Well isn’t this a cute little room?” she said. “I hope there’s somewhere I can use for storage?”

“Once you’ve unpacked, I’ll show you around,” I offered. “There’s a spot where you can store any excess gear.”

I heard my phone ding. It was a message from Brian.

“Is she hot?” he messaged.

“Somewhat,” I replied.

“What’s that mean?” he messaged.

“She’s not your type,” I replied.

I switched off the phone.

I sat on the bed while Skye went about the unpacking task. I struggled to stop myself from not staring at her the whole time. She had the face of an angel. Huge round almond shaped eyes, brown in colour of course. Her makeup accentuated her eyes, cheekbones and sensual plump lips. They were painted in bright red lipstick. Her ponytail grabbed my attention each time she moved her head. This girl was going to be a major distraction.

“I’ve noticed you aren’t using all your side of the wardrobe,” she said. “Would you mind if my clothes flowed over a bit?”

“Sure, that’s fine,” I said. “I don’t have many clothes other than what you see.”

With that, a suitcase full of miniskirts and skimpy tops were loaded into the wardrobe.

Next came the shoe suitcase. All heels and all sexy as hell. There were court shoes, sandals and boots in every colour of the rainbow. She even had some black shiny thigh high boots. That gave me more fodder for my alone time. Not that I needed any more.

“Do you mind if I put some music on?” she said. “I’m a Music and Theatre major.”

“Sure, feel free,” I said.

The music was not what I expected. My Computer Science friends would have called it duf-duf music. The sort you hear pounding away in a sports car late at night on a weekend.

“I hope you don’t mind if I dance?” she said. “I can’t help myself sometimes.”

I sat there trying to work on the frat house website while Skye danced around the room in skimpy shorts. She obviously had removed her bra, because there was a rather noticeable bounce in her step all of a sudden.

As she unpacked her toiletries, a wave of floral perfume consumed me. It wasn’t horrible, it was just strong. It reminded me of being walked through a department store entrance as a kid. It felt like an assault on the senses.

“The basin is a bit small,” Skye said. “Are you alright if I put my makeup out?”

“Sure,” I said. “I understand you’ll need a little more room in some areas. A bit of give and take is fine with me.”

In a matter of seconds, the basin was completely obscured by bottles and tubes of varying shapes and sizes.

“Oh, that’s better,” she said. “I already feel at home.”

“Well I’m glad it’s worked out for you,” I said. “It can be a bit difficult to change dorms once you’ve been assigned.”

“No, I think this place will be perfect,” she said. “And I think you and I will become wonderful friends,”

Finally, Skye opened the Aluminium cases. I had to help her sit one up on her desk. I don’t know how she got them from the airport to the cab, but assumed that, looking as she did, she received a little help.

She plugged in her DJ deck and placed her headphones on. When she turned off the duf-duf music, I heard her beautiful voice singing along with the music.

Well the surprise of the unknown had been replaced by the impact of the known. Now I had several major distractions. First, there was the music. That included songs playing or singing or both. Then, there was the dancing. That included the hair sways, toosh wiggles and leg lifts. Then, there was the clothing and makeup to avoid in my travels. Finally, there was this Latino goddess flashing skin and a killer smile whenever I turned around. My haven had been breached.


CHAPTER FOUR


I HELPED SKYE load her empty suitcases into my car.

“I’ve got a storage locker in the admin block,” I said. “There’s no use both of us having one.”

“Thank you so much Jay,” Skye said giving me a quick hug. “You’re a godsend.”

After dropping off the luggage a tour of the campus was next on my list.

“Here’s the Music Department,” I said. “It’s a five-minute walk from the dorms.”

I drove over to the Fountain-wood Observatory.

“This is the most romantic place in Georgetown,” I said. “At night you can see thousands of stars.”

“Well you don’t waste time, do you?” she said with a glint in her eye. “It’s only the morning of day one.”

I started turning a bright shade of red. My face felt like I’d taken a swig of Tabasco sauce.

I drove to the edge of the campus. Suddenly, we were surrounded by grand old homes painted in lovely pastel colours.

“This is called Sorority Lane,” I said. “That’s where the sorority houses are all located.”

A little further down the road the decor changed abruptly.

“And this is where the frat houses are located,” I said. “I wouldn’t recommend you spend any time around here. Not even if you are only jogging. Avoid this place. It has quite the reputation.”

“The frat boys don’t scare me,” she said. “But I appreciate the warning.”

“That’s the campus,” I said. “How about I show you a little of Georgetown, as you don’t have a scooter yet?”

“Thanks for showing me around,” she said touching my thigh gently. “I appreciate it.”

I drove out to Blue Hole Park and showed Skye where the rivers feed the water sports. On the way back, I showed her Space Cavern and its amazing stalactite display. Finally, I drove into the centre of town, past the old county jail and courthouse and into the prime cafe and restaurant area. We stopped and went for a walk.

“Do you feel like some lunch?” I asked. “What foods do you like?”

“I’m a spicy little chorizo,” she replied. “Is there a Mexican?”

“Sure,” I said. “Dos Salsas it is.”

We shared a serve of nachos, before polishing off a round of burritos. Skye was in her element, even chatting to the chef in Spanish.

“How would I get to Austin from here?” Skye asked. “The chef told me of a DJ job going at Highland Lounge.”

“It’s about a thirty-minute car ride,” I replied. “I could take you if you like.”

“You’ve been so generous with your time already,” she said. “Are you sure you don’t mind?”

“No, I don’t mind,” I said. “I should show you Austin anyway.”

“Thanks hon,” Skye said kissing me on the cheek.

It was around 4:00 pm by the time we got to Austin. I wasn’t familiar with the Highland Lounge, so let Google direct me.

“I won’t be long,” Skye said patting my shoulder as she left the car. “See you soon.”

I wasn’t quite sure where I stood. But I was enjoying the first time I’d ever had a meaningful conversation with a girl younger than my mum. So, I was more than happy.

Skye returned to the car around ten-minutes later. She had a hop in her step and the broadest of grins. I melted when she got into the car and looked me straight in the eyes.

“I got the gig,” she said. “I start next Saturday night.”

Skye was so excited. She reached out and hugged me, giving me a kiss on the cheek.

“Congratulations,” I said. “Well done. You don’t mess around, do you?”

As we drove back to the dorm, Skye informed me of a little project she needed.

“I have to get a new website up and going by next Saturday,” she said. “So, I can sell my music and build my following.”

She excitedly told me how the website would work.

“Do you know anyone who designs and builds websites?” she asked.

“Well, it must be your lucky day,” I replied. “I happen to know the best website developer in the whole of Austin.”

“How lucky am I,” she said excitedly. “Can you introduce me?”

“He’s incredibly busy,” I said. “You may have trouble with your timeline.”

“I can be pretty persuasive when I need to,” she said. “Just set up the meeting and I’ll do the rest.”

“Okay,“ I said. “But you’ll owe me dinner.”

“It’s a deal,” she said with a smile. “It’s the least I can do.”

“I’m starting to think you must be my lucky charm,“ she said.

“Don’t lose that line of thought,“ I said.

So, for the rest of the trip back we chatted about Skye’s business and website. I got my head around what she wanted, and it sounded like an innovative project. Not just because Skye was as hot as hell. But the technology she wanted was novel and new.

We arrived back at the dorm around 7:00 pm. What had started as a quick tour of the neighbourhood had turned into a serious trek. I felt hunger pains screaming and had no plans for dinner.

“Shall we grab something for dinner on the way through?” I asked. “What do you feel like?”

“I’d love a pizza with plenty of hot sausage and chilli,” she replied.

“Done,” I said.

The pizza arrived five minutes after we did. It gave us enough time to change into something more comfortable and get the television cranked up.

For Skye, something more comfortable meant work out gear. Bright pink and near on transparent. She looked stunning, sitting on my bed watching the television with me while eating pizza.

I noticed five messages from Brian.

“I think I’m going to enjoy having Skye around,” I messaged before turning the phone off.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


SUNDAY MORNING, I awoke at 7:00 am to the sound of my alarm. I was concerned about hiding my morning wood, so decided an early start was the answer. The room was pitch-black, so it was impossible to see if Skye was awake or not. I jumped out of bed with purpose and strode to the bathroom.

“Don’t be long,” Skye called out. “I need a tinkle too.”

“I won’t,” I replied attempting to will the boner to soften.

With my boner safely back in my pants, I opened the door and washed my hands.

“Thanks hon,” she said. “That bottle of Pepsi went straight through me.”

Possibly too much information. But when it came from Skye, I couldn’t help but smile.

I opened the curtains while Skye was in the bathroom. The gentle fall sunlight leapt into the room and filled every corner. I heard the church bells in the distance and saw students exercising across the green parkland. One of the benefits of my dorm, was the majestic view it provided. Not just flora, there was plenty of fauna too. But the only fauna I was interested in seeing now was in the bathroom.

“Do you want to eat breakfast here, or hit a local coffee shop?” I asked. “There’s a wonderful place ten minutes away.”

As Skye walked into the room my jaw dropped. She looked stunning in a red silk dressing gown covering what looked like a black nightgown. Both barely covered her voluptuous arse and highlighted her long tanned legs.

“The coffee shop sounds nice,” she said with a bright smile. “And I’d like to chat to your friend about my website today.”

“No worries,” I said. “I’ll get him to meet us there.”

“Wow, that’s service,” she said. “You are well connected, aren’t you?”

“He owes me a few favours,” I said.

We decided to walk the half mile to Monument Cafe. On weekends, it had a farmer’s market, so it was a little crowded. But I found us a table and we ordered breakfast.

“So, what time is your website developer meeting us?” Skye asked. “I hope I have time to eat before he arrives.”

“I don’t think he’ll mind you eating as we talk,” I replied. “It’s actually me.”

“You develop websites,” she asked. “I thought you meant someone else.”

“No, sorry to disappoint you,” I replied. “But I’m the number one website developer in Austin.”

“Do you have examples?” she asked.

“I can do better than that,” I replied as I ushered the owner over.

“Hey Charlie,” I said. “Skye here is after a website and would like your opinion on my website development ability.”

“This guy is the guru,” Charlie immediately responded. “He rebuilt our website three months ago. Now we come up first in all the searches and the feedback has been outstanding. If you want a website, Jay is your man.”

“Thanks Charlie,” I said as he walked away. “I’m happy to get more references if you like. There’s at least five others in the cafe I’ve done work for.”

Skye was onto it in a flash. She’d checked the Monument Cafe website, identified my business name and looked through half a dozen other websites.

“I think I’ve found my website man,” she said with a smile. “Let’s eat.”

The walk back gave me the chance to show Skye some other local landmarks. It was a beautiful cool morning and the sun beamed. It felt incredible to be walking through town with a beautiful girl. I could get used to this.

Back at the dorm, I prepared for the client briefing while Skye hit the shower. Even though we hadn’t discussed money, I got all my questions ready. I wasn’t gonna let money get in the way of this opportunity. But I told Skye I would quote the project after we ran through the briefing.

When Skye walked out of the bathroom, I felt an instant pressure in my underpants. She wore a white singlet with no bra and silky black shorts. A G-String showed as she walked to the bed. Her arse swayed as she wore 4-inch black sandals.

“Where do you want me?” she asked.

Luckily, I’d done enough websites to go into autopilot.

“Have a scan through some websites you like,” I said. “If you have an old site, let me know what you like and don’t like. I’m assuming you’re gonna be referring traffic from your social media platforms. So, open them up and show me what the link pages look like. Meanwhile, I’ll have a shower.”

I grabbed some clothes off my bed to hide my boner and quickly scampered to the bathroom. After five minutes in the shower I decided I needed to knock one out. Else I wasn’t going to be able to focus. With visions of Skye running through my head, I stroked my cock. As I was about to come, Skye walked in and sat on the toilet.

“Sorry,” she said. “That coffee went straight through me.”

Thank god for the frosted shower glass.

I heard Skye start peeing just as I released my load against the tile wall. And then she was gone.

We spent the next two hours running through the website brief. Skye had a wonderful vision. This was going to be an exciting project, not only because of the content, but because of the design elements too.

“So, how much do you think it will cost?” Skye asked with a cute smile. “I’m just a poor Music student.”

“Hey, I’ve seen how much you have invested in clothes,” I replied. “So, I know you must be loaded. But I’m gonna give you friends rates. What would you like to pay?”

“Are you serious?” she asked.

“You know me, and I reckon you have a solid idea what it’s worth,” I replied. “There’ll be music and heavy visuals. There’s a full week’s worth of work.”

“How does a thousand dollars sound?” she asked.

“Too high,” I replied. “I’ll do it for five hundred dollars cash and fifteen percent of any sales from the site.”

“You are too generous,” she said. “That’s a deal.”

Skye leaned forward and hugged me. I felt her breathing as her breasts leaned into my arm. She grabbed my face and gave me a quick kiss on each cheek.


CHAPTER SIX


THE WEBSITE DEVELOPMENT consumed most of my time for the next week. Skye had a clear view of the brand she wanted to present to the world. It was edgy, alternative but on-point. She didn’t want to restrict herself to small markets, so the website needed to demonstrate her breadth of appeal.

A major part of the website design was the visuals. This meant capturing Skye in photos and videos in a broad range of situations and outfits. Normally, I would outsource the photography and videography to Brian. But there was no way I was missing out on this opportunity. I just wouldn’t tell him.

“What outfits are you thinking of using?” I asked. “You need a variety of looks if you want broad appeal.”

Skye proceeded to model several club outfits, casual outfits and specialist outfits while I took snaps with my telephone. We’d hire a studio for later in the week, but for the conceptual design, the snaps were fine. We reviewed the photos together to pick the final outfits.

“What do you think?” Skye asked me. “Bra or no bra for the club wear?”

“If it was real life, I’d say bra,” I replied. “But given it’s a photo, I’d go without bra.”

“That’s what I was thinking,” she said touching my arm. “It’s so valuable having you as a sounding board.”

“Now I want to seem like a Dominatrix in one of the photos,” Skye said. “So, do you think the red or the black thigh high boots?”

“They both work well,” I said. “But I think the red spandex mini shows off your tan better.”

“Valuable point,” she said. “The red it is.”

Somehow, I had become Skye’s stylist as well as her photographer. Best gig ever.

It turns out Skye had a heap of stunning pictures on her social media accounts. I hardly contained my excitement when she friended me to provide full access. There were photos and videos of her in clubs in Brazil, as well as Miami, from where she had transferred to Southwestern. I looked hard to see if there were shots of a boyfriend. There were plenty of randoms, but no one consistently in her photos.

One of the videos in particular aroused my interest. It was in Miami at what looked like Spring Break. She danced with two buffed athletic guys, when her bikini top broke under the weight of her 38D’s. For a second, I saw nipple. I felt my cock react. I bookmarked it for another time.

At the end of the first day, we were well on track with the conceptual design. Skye had signed off the wireframes and content roughs. That enabled me to book the photo studio for the following day.

“Do you want to get a personal stylist or makeup artist involved?” I asked.

“I’m happy with my skills in both areas,” she said. “Don’t you think I usually look pretty?”

I knew the photo day would be awfully challenging for me. So, I decided to get up early and knock one out before Skye was awake. I headed to the bathroom bright and early and took my phone with me. The rough photos got me hard as a rock. But the video of Skye with the two guys was all I needed to get me over the line. As I got close to orgasm, the bathroom door opened. It was Skye.

“Let me know when you’re done,” she said calmly before looking at my phone. “Oh wow, yes I remember that night.”

I didn’t know where to turn but was committed to the orgasm.

“Sorry, I’ll let you finish up,” she said. “I’ve got the extended version of that video if you need it?”

Just as the door shut, come exploded up onto my chest and drizzled down over my still stroking hand. What the fuck had happened? And why wasn’t Skye completely grossed out by what she saw? It was clear what I had been up to. But she took it in her stride. I decided to play it cool to avoid embarrassment during the photo session.

“I’m sorry you had to see that,” I said as I entered the bedroom. “It’s just I needed to clear my mind for the photo shoot.”

“It’s nice to see you appreciate the subject matter,” she said with a cheeky grin. “That investment always makes for better photos, I find.”

“Well, we want to sell your sexy side,” I said. “And I think we’ve found it.”

As much as I played it cool, this wasn’t the outcome I had planned for. Now my roommate had not just caught me masturbating, but to her pictures and videos. The secret was out.

“If you do a wonderful job on the website,” she said touching the back of my hand. “I’ll show you a few of my unpublished photos.”

I felt my boner twinge and double in size.

“Don’t worry,” I said. “You will love the website.”

I caught up with Brian on Tuesday to stop him pelting my phone with messages.

“I was worried she’d kidnapped you or something,” Brian said with a smile. “I gather you don’t want to swap dorms? The offer is still open.”

“Let me think,” I said. “Skye or Eugene. No, I’m happy as it is.”

I showed him some of her Social Media posts to appease him. I didn’t mention the website or the DJ gigs.

The rest of the week went to plan. The photos came up beautifully. Skye’s smile was even sexier on camera. And her outfits looked sensational in the mock dance club I setup in the photo studio. I also shot a twenty-minute mock DJ set video which worked a treat. I spliced it in with existing live footage to provide the full dance club experience.

As we’d worked together so closely, little editing was needed. Once I finished and Skye did the User Acceptance Testing, the website went live on the Friday night. A barrage of referrals from Social Media meant we had strong analytics by Saturday night.

“Well, I did promise,” Skye said messaging me some photos. “Here’s your special reward.”

I opened the message and couldn’t believe my eyes. Half a dozen photos of Skye topless or in compromising positions flooded my phone.

“Don’t share them,” she said. “But I hope they do the job?”


CHAPTER SEVEN


SATURDAY MORNING, I woke at 6:00 am. I quietly climbed out of bed and went into the bathroom. Running through Skye’s black label photos, I immediately became aroused. Her body looked incredible. Model smile, perky breasts and a killer arse. I couldn’t help but start to pleasure myself.

“I hope the photos are working?” Skye yelled from the bedroom. “If not, I can show you the real thing.”

I couldn’t believe she’d caught me again. I was convinced she monitored my vitals with some sort of machine.

“No, the photos are working fine,” I replied. “I just need a little quiet.”

“Okay, let me know when you are done,” she yelled.

I regained focus and completed my solo activity.

When I opened the door, Skye stood there with her legs held tightly together.

“I desperately need a piss,” she said. “Move over or wear it.”

I chose to move over and heard a flood of fluid hit the toilet seconds later.

“I must have had too much Pepsi last night,” she said.

Over breakfast we chatted about her opening night at the Highland Lounge.

“Are you sure you’re happy to come to the gig?” she asked. “I know it’s a lot to ask.”

“Yeah, it’s fine,” I replied trying to act chill. “It’s about time I went out clubbing again.”

“So, you’ve been there before?” she asked. “Didn’t you say, you weren’t sure where it was?”

“No, I recognised it when we got there,” I replied. “It’s been a while since I’ve been there.”

“You never cease to surprise me,” she said. “I would never have picked you as gay.”

It seems I should have done my homework before commenting.

I packed the equipment in the car, while Skye finished getting ready. When I walked back in the dorm for the last time, I nearly tripped over my tongue. She was dressed in a lipstick pink oversized skivvy and shiny black thigh high boots. Her makeup was all smoky eyes and pouty lips, but with her traditional pink cheeks. Her hair had been straightened and flowed through a ponytail situated directly on top of her head. She looked like Latino Sexy Barbie.

“So, you like my outfit, do you?” she asked. “Feel free to borrow it sometime if you like.”

While I wasn’t wrapped with the offer, I was a little too excited to respond with something witty.

“I wouldn’t do it justice,” I replied.

Skye was right. The Highland Lounge was a gay bar. As soon as I walked in my eyes were drawn to the rainbow flags hanging from the roof. The DJ stage was impressive. Raised about six feet above the dance floor, it jutted out like a pulpit in a church. The space was large enough for all Skye’s equipment. And there was a guy in charge of the lights. I immediately saw why she was excited.

After soundcheck, we wandered up the road to find dinner.

“I appreciate all the support you’ve given me,” Skye said. “But I’m sure you’ll find some nice boys to dance with tonight. Fingers crossed you get a few numbers.”

“I’m really not gay,” I said. “I tried to impress you with my knowledge of local bars.”

“Well then, I hope you don’t find some nice boys to dance with tonight,” she said with a wink.

I excused myself to go to the toilet.

“Do you want any additional photos?” she said with a cheeky smile. “I still have a few that would surprise you.”

“No, I’m sure I’ll be fine with what I have already,” I said.

Upon returning to the table, I noticed Skye had a visitor. As I got closer, I saw it was Brad Boyd, the frat house jock of my nightmares.

“Hey Jay,” Skye said. “This is Brad from Southwestern.”

“I’ve met Brad before,” I said. “In fact, I’m building a website for his frat house.”

“Well if it isn’t ‘Jay the Gay’,“ Brad said. “On a ladies’ night out?”

I stood at the table waiting for Brad to leave.

“Anyway, I need to go,” Brad said. “But call me about the gig.”

As he stood, he pushed through me. While I wasn’t as buffed as Brad, I knew how to defend myself. So, I wasn’t intimidated. I took the initiative and sat next to Skye in the booth and sat right up against her. This had the desired effect of pissing off Brad.

The gig went brilliantly. Skye ripped the crowd a new one. Everyone had a ball and her mix of music hit the centre of the bullseye.

“Hey handsome,” a guy in hot pink bike shorts said to me. ”Can I buy you a drink?”

I learned that night, apparently, I’m not invisible to everyone looking for a partner. It turns out the gay guys loved me. Still no harm was done, and I did get a couple of free drinks.

On the way home, Skye raved about the DJ gig. I saw the excitement in her eyes as she talked incessantly about the experience. I decided she was too excited to sleep, so took a small detour when we hit Georgetown.

“I promised to show you the Observatory,” I said. “It’ll help you relax and get to sleep.”

I pulled out a blanket and laid it out on the grass. With the Observatory next to us, we looked deep into the night light. There were thousands of stars on show as it was a clear and crisp night. I saw Skye was a little cold in her hot pink skivvy. I lent her my jacket. I felt her hand touch mine and we cuddled. Transfixed on the magnificent star show. I was in heaven.

“I’m glad you’re straight,” she said before she took the initiative and kissed me.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


SUNDAY MORNING, I was woken by a squeal. It was Skye.

“Jay, hon,” she said. “I’ve been offered a regular DJ gig at Summit in Austin.”

With that, she bounced across the room and jumped onto my bed. A second later, I got squeezed tight and my face was between Skye’s voluminous breasts.

“Congratulations,” I said. “How did they get onto you?”

“I got an email,” she said. “Apparently, the boss was out scouting at the Highland Lounge last night and was impressed with my set. He got straight onto my website and that sealed the deal.”

As Skye lay on top of me, I felt myself getting harder.

“Looks like the morning wood is out of control this morning,” she said. “Do you need a moment?”

“I’m sorry,” I apologised. “It’s just a thing that happens first up in the morning.”

“So, it’s not me, it’s you?” she asked.

“I’m gonna have to get a whole new set worked out,” she said. “This is gonna be a lot of work, but it’ll mean I’m moving into mainstream.”

After a few hugs and a kiss on the cheek, Skye headed back to her own bed.

“Are you able to help me with the transport and setup?” she asked. “I can pay you this time.”

I agreed to help a couple more times, but suggested Skye find a longer-term solution.

When I got out of the shower, I heard Skye singing at the top of her voice. She had headphones on and was hard at work putting together the perfect DJ mix. She had until Wednesday to send it to the club owner for approval. Set sorted, it was back to working the Social Media monster.

Saturday night, Skye looked breath-taking again. This time she wore a skin-tight light purple lace dress with a see-through lace long sleeved shirt. Her ponytail was pushed to the back, clearly showing the whole of her gorgeous face. Soulful textured eye makeup with long lashes and soft pink lipstick highlighted her stunning smile. A pair of 5-inch stiletto nude sandals completed the look.

“I gather this is a massive break for your career?” I said on the way to Austin.

“Sure is,” she said. “This is the opportunity I came to Austin for. It’s such a legendary music town with a rich history of making music careers. But I believed it’d take a few years to get a break like this.”

“Well, I’m confident you’ll wow the audience,” I said. “And I’ll be able to tell people in the future I was here.”

Skye placed her hand on my leg and squeezed it.

“Did I tell you how excited I am?” she said. “Sorry, you seem to be a little excited too.”

It was true. Every time Skye touched me, I got hard. It was embarrassing, but I couldn’t hide my attraction for her.

The venue was amazing. Atop a building in the centre of the city, the bar was open-air providing a stunning view of the city skyline while you danced. The expansive open dance floor had plenty of room for punters. And with a number of bars spread across the club, drinks weren’t difficult to get. The DJ stage provided the perfect spot to inspire the crowd to dance.

The crowd filtered in quickly as soon as it was dark. To my dismay I saw Brad Boyd and his frat house boys harassing girls in the middle of the floor. But Brad seemed to have his eye on Skye, which pissed me off. When Skye took a break, I turned up with a cleansing tequila. While I waited for my drink, I noticed Brad chatting to Skye. I felt myself getting worked up.

“What was Brad after?” I asked as I handed Skye her drink.

“Oh, just my number,” she replied. “He’s having a party next Friday and wanted to get me to provide the music.”

“Watch him,” I said. “He lives at the frat house I showed you day one. It’s not the safest place for a pretty girl like you.”

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I can look after myself.”

“If you take the job,” I said. “I’ll be sure to come along to keep you out of trouble.”

“But you’re such a gentle soul,” she said running her hand down my cheek.

“Don’t let my looks deceive you,” I said. “I know how to protect myself when I need to.”

The session was a smashing success. The owner raved about it. Apparently, Skye had pulled record numbers for the door cover and the bar. She was signed to a weekly gig. I packed up the car and we headed back to Georgetown.

“Did you see anyone here that took your fancy?” Skye asked as we drove. “You seemed to spend a lot of time at the long bar.”

“No-one came close to you tonight,” I replied. “You’re still my number one.”

Skye moved her hand on to mine.

I wanted to take this friendship to the next level but was totally clueless when it came to romantic things. I needed help. Guidance from someone with the right experience. What about Brian? No, even he’s a bit blokey. My mind drew a blank.

I needed a female perspective but didn’t really know any. I finally got an idea. I got on well with my marketing lecturer, Professor Bunton. Perhaps she can give me some tips on how to move from the friendship zone into the romantic zone. I decided to approach her after Monday’s class to seek her counsel.


CHAPTER NINE


“HEY PROFESSOR BUNTON, could I have a word with you when you have a minute?” I asked.

“Sure, Jay,” she replied. “I’m free now if you want to walk with me back to my office.”

Professor Bunton had interviewed me as part of my Southwestern application and been my lecturer since I started. She was like a surrogate Mum. She had also offered herself as a sounding board if I had any issues, academic or personal.

“I’m friends with this girl,” I said. “And I’m not sure how to approach moving past friendship and into a relationship.”

“Ah, I wish I’d a dollar for every time I’ve been asked that,” she said. “Let’s see. Where to start!”

I saw professor Bunton thinking through her response thoughtfully.

“Well, if your friends you’ve successfully marketed yourself already,” she said. “That’s a massive step in the right direction.”

“Yeah, well we have become fast friends,” I responded. “But I’d like to take it past there.”

“Think about it strategically,” she said. “You already have a brilliant foundation. But to move further you need to think like a salesperson.”

“Firstly, does she know you are interested in something more?” she asked.

“No, I haven’t raised it,” I replied.

“Well no one’s going to buy something if they don’t know it’s for sale,” she said. “You need to tell her.”

“But how do I do that?” I asked.

“Wait until you two are alone,” she replied. “Then, simply let her know you think of her as more than friends.”

The way she logically laid it out made it sound so simple.

“But what if she says no?” I asked.

“Then, you’ve given it a shot,” she replied. “And you’ll know you did. And she’ll know you did. But if you don’t try, it’ll never happen.”

When I got back to the dorm, Skye looked like she’d eaten the proverbial mouse. She beamed from ear to ear and sang at the top of her lungs.

“Guess what we’re doing on Friday night?” she yelled at me.

The music must have been awfully loud. Skye removed the headphones letting them drop around her neck.

“You’ve got another gig,” I said.

“Not just another gig,” she said. “I’ll be MC and feature act at the frat house dance party.”

This was a major achievement. Once a year they closed the road out from of the frat and sorority houses and put on a massive dance party. They usually got major acts from out of town to MC.

I looked into Skye’s eyes. I wanted to step forward and stroke her beautiful face before kissing her plump ripe lips. But I didn’t.

Skye jumped off the bed and performed a happy dance around me. I felt like a pole in a strip club as she provocatively worked her body around mine, breasts heaving and arse grinding into me.

“I’m so happy,” she said throwing her arms around me.

The feel of Skye’s breasts against my chest was almost too much to handle. I felt my cock spring to attention. I gave her a half hug but made sure I kept my boner at a suitable distance. She held me tightly and jumped up and down. I felt her breasts slide up and down my body in a seductive rhythm. Then she started work on the playlist.

I stood in the middle of the dorm with a massive boner, while my gorgeous roommate sat on her bed wearing silky shorts and a tank top. This called for urgent action. So, I walked into the bathroom and turned on the shower. I sat on the toilet and knocked one out. It took less than thirty seconds, plus clean-up time.

“I hope that wasn’t because of me,” Skye said with a cheeky grin.

“Ah, no,” I mumbled. “I’d needed to go since class finished.”

It seemed like Skye had a radar that told her whenever I was wanking. And it was spot-on accurate too.

As the day of the frat house party arrived, I got nervous. This was not the sort of event any of my friends attended. Hell, it was a closed street party for the cool kids only. But I got the invite to attend because I was part of the entertainment.

“Are you sure you’re okay to set up the equipment while I get ready?” Skye asked. “You are the best roommate ever.”

“Well actually, we’re business partners too,” I replied. “But I’ll accept roommate.”

I had to make three trips to the venue as Skye needed to provide lights as well as music.

As I walked back into the dorm, I was hit by an attack on all my senses. The first thing to hit me was the music. It was deafening from the car park and only got louder as I approached the dorm. Next, the air was thick with floral perfume. So much so, I struggled to breathe. Finally, when I walked in the door, I saw Skye standing by the bed, dressed in black leather head to toe.

Skye wore a skin-tight leather bustier with matching skirt. The leather hugged her body like body paint. I wondered how she could breathe. She matched the clothing with a pair of 5-inch black patent leather over the knee boots. I wondered if she was DJ or had swapped for a Dominatrix job. Still, it worked. She looked stunning.

“Let’s pose for a photo,” she said calling me over.

When the photo hit Instagram, I looked like a deer in headlights. I could only imagine what my friends would say.

I stood for a few moments to soak in the full beauty of Skye. Never before had I been this close to a woman so stunning. Thank god, I’d knocked one back earlier.

My phone dinged. Brian had seen the post.


CHAPTER TEN


SKYE WAS AMAZING at the frat house party. Everyone got up and danced, and the whole crowd participated. After helping her set up, I had the opportunity to sit back and enjoy the event. I bumped into Brian’s older sister, Kiera, and we chatted for a while. She was a cheerleader and sorority girl, so I couldn’t believe she was happy to chat to me.

“Brian told me you’re building a website for the frat house,” she said. “Is that true?”

“Sure is,” I said. “I can’t give you all the details, but it’s a major step forward for them.”

“He said you could build a copy for the sorority house too,” she said. “Is that possible?”

“Yes, I could do that,” I said. “But I’d have to get new photos organised.”

I had to applaud Brian’s ingenuity. He knew if he sold his sister on a website, he would get to take the photos. Well played Brian.

“What’s your number?” I said grabbing my phone. “I’ll give you a call early next week and we can work out the details.”

Kiera took my phone and typed in her number. As I looked back towards Skye, she seemed to be looking angrily in my direction.

While the support acts were playing, Skye came over to get a drink.

“Who was that girl you were talking too?” she asked. “You seemed to be enjoying her company.”

“Ah, that’s just Kiera,” I replied. “She’s a cheerleader.”

“And how do you know her?” she asked. “Are you two romantically involved?”

“She’s a friend of a friend,” I replied. “A business acquaintance.”

As I answered, Brad Boyd walked up and stepped between us.

“Hey, gorgeous,” he said. “That set was hot. Just like you.”

Brad had consumed more than a few beers.

“Thank you,” Skye said. “I’m glad you liked the show.”

“How’s about we take the show back to my dorm room, gorgeous?” Brad asked placing his hands on Skye’s breasts.

Skye immediately slapped his hands away.

“How’s about you leave the lady alone?” I interjected.

“How’s about you mind your own business, nerd?” he said.

I’m usually a pacifist, but I saw this going south quickly. Brad turned and threw a punch. I deflected it and took him to the ground with a containing hold.

“Apologise to the lady,” I asked.

“Get your hands off me, you faggot,” he replied.

“Let’s try this again,” I said applying some pressure to his elbow.

“Hell, I’m sorry,” he said. “But you better watch yourself nerd.”

“That’s better,” I said. “See it wasn’t hard.”

I let go and helped him up. He looked at me threateningly, before he walked off mumbling something under his breath.

“Thank you so much for helping me,” Skye said. “Where did you learn to fight like that?”

“I teach karate in my spare time,” I said nonchalantly. “I don’t have to use it often, but when I do it usually keeps me out of trouble.”

“Well, aren’t you the surprise package?” she said with a wink. “But I hope that doesn’t get you into trouble.”

Skye leaned forward and kissed me. It wasn’t a gentle peck; it was a full-on pash. I felt her tongue break through and explore my mouth. This was the first time I’d been kissed by a girl. I felt my knees start to tremble. Once she pulled back, she stroked my face with the back of my hand and looked deeply into my eyes.

“I’m so blessed to have found you,” she said.

As Skye headed back to the DJ stage, I was mesmerised by her stunning figure. Her arse called out to me as it flexed left to right as she walked. Her tanned calves tensed and un-tensed, sending shivers up my spine. And her long brown ponytail swished against the leather bustier with each step. She was a goddess. And I hoped she soon be mine.

The second half went as well as the first. The finale was off the charts intense as the crowd pulsed as one to the energetic sounds and hypnotising light show. I made sure to steer clear of cheerleaders while I waited. Once bitten, twice shy.

Once I’d packed the gear away and taken it back to the dorm, it was time to relax and savour the moment. Skye was on a high. She had been invited to after-parties at several frat houses and even a sorority house. But she chose to come back to the dorm with me. On the last trip back, I took a detour past the Observatory. It was a beautiful clear night, and I knew Skye needed to come down from her high.

We lay on the grass side by side staring up at the immense universe.

“Well that went insanely well,” I said. “You did an incredible job tonight.”

“Don’t forget we’re a partnership,” she said moving her hand onto mine. “We did a great job. I couldn’t have done it without you.”

I felt emboldened by her touch.

“I need to tell you something,” I said. “I know we are wonderful friends, roommates and business partners. But I want us to be more. I want you to become my girlfriend.”

I leaned over and placed a kiss on Skye’s gorgeous lips.

“There’s nothing more I would like also,” Skye said. “But there’s something you need to know about me.”

I was on a roll and felt suddenly bolder.

“I don’t care about your history,” I said. “It makes no difference to me. I adore you no matter what.”

“But I still need to tell you,” she said. “I wasn’t born a woman. I’m transgender. That’s why they put me in your dorm.”


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


I LAY ON the rug looking at the stars. The news was still processing in my mind. I’d fallen head over heels in love with a girl who wasn’t born a girl. For once I’d someone I could be myself with. Someone I could spend my life with. Only it turns out that was not possible. Or was it? I was confused.

“Sorry, I think I misunderstood you,” I said. “Did you say you’re not a girl?”

“I said I’m transgender,” she said. “I wasn’t born female.”

“But what does that mean?” I said. “I’ve felt your breasts against me and they’re real.”

“My breasts aren’t false,” she said. “If you saw me topless standing next to the cheerleaders, you wouldn’t be able to tell the difference.”

Skye still had her hand on mine. I still felt the same feelings inside I had before she told me. Perhaps I was in shock. But as I lay there, thinking through what she had told me, I still felt at peace. I was still happy to be lying next to Skye. To feel her skin against mine. I felt my cock pushing up against my pants, desiring to be released.

“Look, I like you Jay,” she said. “I would love to be more than friends with you. But I don’t want to mislead you.”

“So, if your breasts are female,” I said. “Does that mean your plumbing is female too?”

“If you’re asking me if I have a pussy,” she said. “The answer is not yet.”

That was a shock. Something else to consider.

“But it doesn’t mean it will be like that forever,” she said. “I haven’t decided whether I want to take that step yet.”

“So, what would that mean if we went out?” I said. “Would it make me gay?”

“You are far from gay.” she said. “That’s why I like you.”

Skye turned my hand over and intertwined our fingers.

I sat up and looked at Skye in the moonlight. The soft blue light danced across her gorgeous face. I saw the pain in her soulful brown eyes as a tear rolled down her cheek. I looked at her body. The leather skirt. The leather boots. The leather bustier. She was stunning.

“How would this work?” I asked. “Does that mean we couldn’t have sex?”

“I’d rather answer that back in the dorm,” she replied. “I promise you won’t be disappointed.”

I leaned down and kissed her deeply. I felt the warmth of her body through the soft leather. I was rock-hard.

“I’m in,” I said.

On the way back to the dorm, we chatted about sexual expectations.

“I’m not experienced sexually,” I said. “In fact, I’m still a virgin.”

“Well I know just the thing for that,” she said. “But tell me if anything grosses you out. Sex with a transgender girl doesn’t have to be boring. There are so many more things we could do. If you’re up for it.”

“Hell, let’s see where this night takes us,” I said. “I’m willing to try anything.”

Once back in the dorm, Skye walked over and turned on some music.

“I’ve been working on a mix for us,” she said with a smile. “I started the day I arrived.”

She pulled a few things out of her bedside drawer and sat them on the top.

“Come here Jay,” she said. “We’ve got a busy night ahead.”

I sat next to Skye on the bed and placed my hand on her leg. In seconds I had a raging boner again.

“Here, let me take some of that pressure off,” she said undoing my pants. ”Now doesn’t that feel better?”

I leaned across and kissed Skye. I felt my cock twitch. There was no change to my attraction because of her news.

Skye explored every inch of my mouth with her long probing tongue. Her fragrance filled my nostrils while her hand moved into my boxer shorts. For the first time in my life I felt the joy of another’s hand on my cock. Her touch was so soft, yet her actions so definite. I started breathing heavily.

“No need to rush,” she said. “We’ve got all night, and then some.”

While Skye stroked my shaft, I started exploring her ample bosoms. They were soft and responsive to my touch. I teased her nipples, first left then right. I kissed my way down her neck.

“Oh, Jay,” she moaned. “That’s the way.”

Meanwhile Skye’s hand skilfully worked the length of my cock. Bursts of pleasure ran up my spine and shot adrenalin into my brain.

I lay back on the bed. After Skye removed my boxers, I felt soft kisses on the head of my cock. She ran her tongue around the head, then underneath. My cock started glowing purple when she kissed her way down the shaft and sucked on my balls.

“Fuck me, that’s amazing,” I said.

“You want me to fuck you?” she asked.

“No, maybe later,” I replied completely disorientated.

Skye worked to the top of my cock before plunging her warm, moist mouth over my whole six inches. I felt her chin against my sack as she sucked and twisted. She raised her head and spat on her middle finger. She started working up and down my shaft with long steady stroked. The pace picked up before I felt her finger enter my arse. It was a surprise but didn’t hurt or offend.

“This will heighten your pleasure four-fold,” she said.

As Skye worked my cock, her finger worked my arse. The dual pleasure was sending me over the edge. Her strokes became faster and faster as her strokes went deeper and deeper.

“I’m coming,” I moaned.

Even after the mid-afternoon relief, a massive spurt of come released from my cock. Skye didn’t miss a beat and swallowed every last drop.

“How can I return the favour?” I asked still sweating profusely. “Do I need a condom or something?”

“Don’t worry dear,” she replied. “You can’t get me pregnant. No matter how hard you try.”


CHAPTER TWELVE


“ARE YOU SURE you want to pleasure me?” she said.

Looking deeply into her soul, I didn’t need to answer.

Skye gently pulled up her leather skirt. Her black lace panties could not conceal the present waiting for me.

“Panties too,” I said. “The time has come for me to see you in your full beauty.”

As Skye removed her panties a gorgeous four-inch uncut cock popped out. She was completely shaved with the exception of a small landing strip.

“Wow, it looks so feminine,” I said.

As Skye reached down and stroked herself, the foreskin pulled back uncovering a delightful six-inch girl cock.

Once she was hard, Skye grabbed both cocks in her hand and started to massage them together. The sensation of cock on cock action was incredible to my senses. I felt the hair on the back of my neck start to tingle in anticipation.

“Let me,” I said staring into Skye’s deep brown eyes.

I grabbed both cocks and started mimicking what Skye had done. I got the idea quickly and loved the impact my hands had on both beautiful members.

As I increased the pace, Skye placed her hand on mine. She slowed my speed until the impending orgasm was held back.

“That was only the warmup,” she said as she straddled me.

She started grinding against me and letting our bodies do what my hands had been doing. This allowed us to kiss and for me to feel the warmth of Skye’s breasts against my chest.

Skye increased the pace in line with her passion before gently bring it back down again. Both cocks were fully hard and ready for action. She had them controlled beautifully as if they were on a short chain. They danced together until she gave it one last passionate burst of activity. In an instant, warm sticky come burst from both penis heads and settled between our torsos.

Skye reached down, wiped up a mix of come and placed her finger between us.

“On three,” she said. “One…Two…Three.”

We both licked Skye’s fingers then kissed passionately. The sweet taste of come worked its way through out my mouth.

“Are you ready for round three?” she said.

Unable to wait any longer, I took the initiative. I rolled Skye onto her back before sliding down her body until my lips were inches from her cock.

“I have to taste you,” I said. “I can’t wait.”

“Be careful,” she said. “Once you’ve tasted cock, nothing else will compare.”

“Then it won’t be the last time I taste you,” I said.

I gently massaged Skye’s four inches. As I did, the hood rolled back, and the cutest little cock head emerged from its temporary slumber. Bingo, back to six inches. I remembered how Skye had worked my shaft. I tried to copy her action. I kissed the head, before licking my way up and down her member. With a mix of our come still present, it tasted delightful.

Positioning myself above her, I opened my mouth wide and took her whole cock inside. It made me gag a little at first, but I worked out how to stay relaxed and looked up to see ecstasy in Skye’s eyes. This was critical. I knew I needed to show Skye I could, and would, pleasure her. As I sucked, Skye grabbed my hair and pulled me down to set a rhythm.

“Yes, suck me Jay,” she cried out.

Working up to a strong rhythm, I got her to the point of orgasm. I wanted her to savour the feeling so moved to her balls until her cock stopped twitching. I loved watching her cock shudder in pure delight. The color and size shifted with my actions.

“Now, fuck me Jay,” she screamed.

After spitting on my cocked, I wiped saliva on her arse. I was hard again in an instant and pressed my cock tip against her sphincter. I didn’t hesitate. I pushed with all my strength and felt the joy of entering her rear cavern. Her muscles provided stimulation as I sunk my full six inches into her.

“Oh my god, yes,” she moaned.

Her warm leather boots felt incredible as I pushed my shoulders against Skye’s calves. I felt the impact of every thrust echo through her. After a few short strokes I went deep with each thrust. I heard a delightful squeal each time my cock was fully inserted. Her obvious pleasure made me so happy. I pounded and pounded as my balls thumped against her cheeks again and again.

“Go deeper,” she screamed.

I felt my cock inside her about to explode. Yet Skye enjoyed the anal action so much I held it back, again and again. Finally, I could hold on no longer and my cock erupted sending a stream of warm liquid deep into Skye’s arse. I held the thrust as long as possible to create maximum pleasure. I grabbed onto her like I would never let her go.

“Where did that come from?” she asked. “That was incredible.”

I leaned down and playfully bit her lip before kissing her.

“I feel inspired when I’m with you,” I replied. “You bring out the best in me.”

“I can’t believe you are so open to this relationship,” she said. “I never want to let you go.”

She looked up at me. For the first time, her hair wasn’t perfect, and her makeup was runny. But she was more beautiful than ever.

“I don’t care which cheerleaders are trying to seduce you,” she said. “You are all mine.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


WE HARDLY GOT a wink of sleep that first night. But I didn’t mind. I’d taken Professor Bunton’s advice and turned a wonderful friendship into the perfect relationship. Skye and I were roommates for a full four years. Things were never dull or boring. And that’s the way I liked it to be.

I told Skye, to me she was perfect the way she was. I actually came to appreciate the incredible range of benefits dating a transgender woman holds. I never stopped learning from her. And I even think I taught her a thing or two. But at the end of four years, I couldn’t imagine loving anyone else.

Our business partnership blossomed too. Skye’s star was on the rise and it wasn’t long before we recruited a roadie to handle the equipment. My commission negotiation turned out to be a wily commercial move too. I paid for my education two-fold from the success of her DJ business.

But I never did work on a website for the sorority house. Brian still got to do the photography when I introduced the sorority girls to a fellow web developer. I’d made an agreement with Skye. She had veto over my projects, and I had likewise. Not that I ever stopped her taking a DJ job.

To this day Brian still thinks it was a lucky administration mistake by the student housing team that brought Skye and me together. Who am I to burst his bubble?


MY OTHER BOOKS!




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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

Will this unexpected layover change Dave’s outlook on career, love and life forever?


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

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

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

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

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

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

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

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

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

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

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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

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