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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“KILLER SURF TODAY, dude,” John said sipping on his latte.

“Yeah, that right-hander always pumps after a storm,” I said.

“I thought you’d wipe out, when that kid cut in,” John said.

“Sometimes I wish the grommets would leave it to the adults,” I said.

John and I always caught up for coffee at Honor Coffee Roasters after our morning surf. The perfect way to start a day and enjoy the majestic Los Angeles sunshine.

“This time next week, we’ll be in Mexico” I said.

“Hell, yeah, I can picture it already,” John said. “Nothing to do but surf all day and party all night.”

“And don’t forget all the stunners that’ll be spending quality time with us,” I said.

“I’m gonna put it out there in the universe,” John said.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“I want to hook up with a gorgeous Latino girl,“ John replied. “Tall and pretty, and with dark mysterious eyes.”

“You’ve described ninety-nine percent of Latino girls, dude,” I said. “It shouldn’t be too hard to organise.”

We’d been planning this trip for the past three months. It took a few weeks to actually book it, but in five days we flew to Colima, Mexico, to spend two weeks on the beach at Paco’s Hotel. I can’t remember why we chose Colima. Perhaps, the girl on the brochure enticed us. Or the waves on the website got us over the line. Either way, excitement grew at the thought of escaping the hustle of Newport Beach for the chill of Colima.

“How did the boss take it when you said you wanted a week off?” John asked.

“He wasn’t happy,” I replied. “But I’m not permanent, so I only need to give him a week’s notice.”

“I’m sure they’ll still be able to build playgrounds without you,” John said.

“But with my two television ads last week,“ I said. “I think he’s searching for someone else anyway.”

While officially an actor, I worked in construction to supplement my income and survive in Los Angeles. Since hitting LA, days after my eighteenth birthday, I’d successfully been employed on one television pilot and fourteen commercials. It slowly built for me. Whenever they needed a 6ft 4in blonde Scandinavian, I was the first choice. Problem was, they rarely needed one.

“How about you, dude? Will LA Private be renewed for a third season?” I asked.

“That’s what they say. At this stage, anyway,” John replied.

“You’re so bloody lucky to have a regular paying gig,” I said. “And, to work with Krista Gomez. Dude, how do you stay focussed and remember your lines?”

“There are worse gigs, I have to admit,” John said.

John had totally lucked it with LA Private. As a Korean American, he had been Johnny on the Spot when they cast for the pilot episode. He played a neighbour to the lead character, who lived undercover in Korea Town. The audience loved Korea Town so much, they decided to keep her undercover. And hence John’s recurring role evolved.

“Have you convinced Krista to go out with you yet?” I asked.

“Not yet, but I’m not giving up too easily,” John said. “She’s everything I desire in a woman. I just gotta convince her, I’m everything she needs in a guy.”

“Well, I’ve gotta credit you with being persistent. How many times have you asked her out?” I asked.

“Twenty-four, unless you count the drunk attempt at the Christmas Party,” John replied.

“What’s her excuse these days?” I asked.

“Apparently, her Uncle runs a cartel back in Mexico. And, he’s banned her from dating Asian men,” John replied.

“Well at least she’s getting more creative with her excuses,” I said.

Krista was the hottest young thing in Los Angeles. So, she wasn’t short of suitors. And standing at 6ft, she towered over John, in flats. Though, she never wore anything less than a four-inch heel on the show. She looked like a model, with stunning long brown hair and eyes that were almost black. But, with a black belt in karate, she handled herself in any situation. You had to at least give John credit for having awesome taste.

“Tell me you’re gonna let your hair down when we hit Mexico. I don’t want to be stuck with someone mooning for the girl back home,” I said.

“No, I’m all-in, dude. This trip will break my drought,” John said.

“Okay, but if you act like a sad sack, I’m gonna slap you,” I said.

“How about you? Tell me you’re not gonna hold out for a Supermodel.” John said.

“It’s true, I have a type. But I’m not trying to find my forever partner on a remote beach in Mexico,” I said.

“Well, cheers to both of us hooking up for shallow and meaningless sex,” John said.

We chatted for another ten minutes or so, while watching the local wildlife.

“Dude, check out the television,” John said interrupting me mid-sentence. “Look at all those hot babes down in Mexico for the Miss International Queen pageant.”

I turned around to check out what had grabbed his attention.

“Nice spotting, John. Where are they?” I asked.

“I didn’t quite hear, because you were talking. But I think they said Colima,” John replied.

“That would be sweet. Imagine landing in the middle of a Miss World pageant. Talk about a dream come true,” I said.

“Even if they are staying near us, I doubt we’d get to see them. Not where we’re staying,” John said.

“I suppose your right,” I said. “I doubt they’ll be staying at Paco’s Hotel with the sand in their toes and the waves a mere few steps away.”

“Well, as long as there are some girls, in the town, I’ll be happy.” John said.


CHAPTER TWO


TRAVEL DAY COULDN’T come soon enough. John arrived with the cab around 8:00 am. We needed the Maxi-Cab to fit two surfboards and the luggage. After a fifty-minute cab ride to LA International Airport, and queueing for another hour, we sat airside, ready to board the six and a half hour flight to Mexico.

“Dude, did you download any movies for the trip?” John said.

“I went old school. X-Men one through four and the Matrix trilogy. How about you?” I asked.

“Every Fast and The Furious movie,” John replied.

The flight to Mexico City was packed. But the second leg to Colima was virtually empty. This gave us the opportunity to spread out a little, if only for an hour. After a smooth landing in Colima, we were chasing up our luggage ten minutes later.

“Aren’t they the girls we saw on TV last week?” John asked.

I glanced up from the baggage belt to see a bunch of photographers and cameramen at the end of the baggage claim area.

“Oh, wow. Sure seems like it,” I replied.

We immediately downed tools and hurried over to get a better view.

“Dude, I call shotgun on Miss Brazil,” John said.

“That’s okay. I’m calling dibs on Miss Mexico,” I said.

In all the commotion, we neglected to keep an eye out for our ride. I turned around to see a blonde-haired guy picking up our surfboards and placing them on a luggage trolley.

As I turned to chase after the surfboards, I felt a pain run from my foot up into my leg.

“I’m so sorry,” Miss Mexico said. “I didn’t mean to stand on your foot.”

“That’s okay, no damage done,” I said forcing a smile.

Did I just have a moment with this gorgeous girl?

Within seconds Miss Mexico had been corralled and headed in another direction to pose for the cameras.

“Dude, did she talk to you?” John asked. “You are so lucky.”

“She stood on my foot in her stilettos,” I replied. “But she did say sorry.”

I glanced around and saw the surfer dude had collected our surfboards and suitcases and waited patiently by the baggage carousel.

“We gotta get going, John,” I said.

“Sorry, dude. I’m in heaven here,” John said.

“You must be Alex and John,” the surfer guy offered.

“I’m Alex, and you must be Mike,” I said.

“That’s right. Mike Smith. But you can call me Paco, if you like. I’m the owner of Paco’s Hotel,” Mike replied with a broad smile and a polite handshake.

Mike led us to his car. Best described as a Baha Beach Buggy; ideal for carrying surfboards. That meant John had to sit in the tiny back seat with one of the suitcases.

“So, you noticed the huge event we’ve got running here in town,” Mike said.

“If you mean the gorgeous girls, how could we not? Every photographer in town must be there,” I said.

“It’s a bit of a coup,” Mike said. “Barry Brown lobbied for six years to get the pageant brought here to Colima.”

“I have to say we only noticed the stunning girls,” I said.

“Yeah, there are some beauties amongst them,” Mike said. “Including our own Valentina Cortez.”

“She wouldn’t happen to be Miss Mexico, would she?” I asked.

“That’s her. She’s a lovely local girl. I’ve known her forever,” Mike replied.

“Well, I’d be forever indebted if you introduced me,” I said with a cheesy grin. “She’s gorgeous.”

The drive to Paco’s Hotel was quite gentle. With no top, the Beach Buggy trundled along at around thirty miles per hour. But a sea-breeze cooled my face and the surfboards provided a little shade from the hot Mexican sun.

“Mi casa es su casa,” Mike said as we pulled up to the Hotel.

What stood before us was a golden pathway of sand leading into a sapphire blue ocean. The spot was picture perfect, but best of all, the waves pumped.

“The photos on the website don’t do it justice,” I said.

“And nice of you to put some decent waves on for our arrival, too,” John added.

“It’s like this every day,” Mike said. “From daybreak to sunset. There’s no need to worry about missing the surf.”

“I can see why you’ve made this place home,” I said.

“Sixteen years, I’ve been here,” Mike said. “Came down for Spring Break one year and never returned.”

“I gather you surf?” I asked.

“Every morning, religiously,” Mike replied.

“I’ll take you out and show you the best breaks tomorrow morning, if you like?” Mike suggested.

“That would be awesome,” I said.

John and I took a few minutes to soak in the beauty of the coastline. Paco’s Hotel had no direct neighbours. Only a dozen buildings were visible along the two-mile stretch of beach. Buildings didn’t need to adjoin each other. And the beach wasn’t shallow either. With the tide out, a solid fifty feet of sand sat between Paco’s Hotel and the water.

“Do you live here?” I asked Mike.

“Marta and I live just over the rise,” Mike replied.

“Is Marta your wife?” I asked.

“She’s my partner. And the reason I chose to stay here in Colima,” Mike replied.

“Sounds like we need to be careful. Else we may never return to the US,” John said.

“You’ll need to keep your wits about you,” Mike suggested. “It’s easy to be seduced by the waves, the women and the alcohol.”

“Well, it sounds like we’ve come to the right place. I’ve always been one to take such challenges head on,” I replied.

After settling into our room, John and I decided to hit the bar and chat further with Mike.

“Is this the girl you saw?” Mike asked handed me a newspaper.

I glanced at the picture on the front page. Everything was written in what I assumed to be Spanish. But there was no mistaking Valentina’s gorgeous face.

“Yep, that’s her. Feel free to introduce me, anytime,” I said with a broad smile.


CHAPTER THREE


JOHN AND I woke up early and headed out for a run along the soft sand. It was a glorious morning, and the sea air filled our lungs with goodness as we ran. Wonderfully quiet, only the squeak of our shoes interrupted the gentle lapping of the waves and occasional squawk of a seagull.

After the forty-minute run, we hit the waves. Mike threw our boards on top of the Beach Buggy and drove South along the sand for about fifteen minutes.

“They call this ‘The Reef’,” Mike said. “It’s my surfing spot of choice.”

The waves pumped, at around two metres. Making for a perfect start to our Mexican surfing adventure.

Back at the hotel, and having showered, breakfast was our next focus. Paco’s Hotel had a dining room underneath. It was packed up each night and unpacked again each morning. Not for fear of theft, but to hose down for a quick clean.

A massive table held every type of fruit you could imagine. The green, red, yellow and orange colours provided a wonderful backdrop for the blue waves. The fruit was free and in abundance. Two important benefits for a couple of lowly paid actors from LA. After overloading our plates, we sat and watched the waves roll in. I picked up the paper Mike had shown me the night before.

Attempting to read the article, I gleaned some important information. Miss Mexico was Valentina Cortez, had recently turned twenty-one, was 5ft 11in tall and had a voluptuous 38-24-36 figure.

“Can you read Spanish?” Mike asked.

“Sorry, no. I was mesmerised by her picture,” I said.

“We’re hoping the judges feel the same way,” Mike said.

“Is she a favourite to win?” John asked.

“John’s asking because he fancies Miss Brazil,” I added.

“Well, you’ve both got excellent taste. Along with Miss Thailand, they are expected to take the top three places,” Mike replied.

Valentina wasn’t merely tall and well-built. Her long brown hair had a trendy Ombre style. Blond streaks over-laid a brown base, creating a textured but dramatic look. Her brown eyes were dark chocolate. With dark brown eyebrows, layered eye shadow and heavy eyeliner, her eyes demanded attention. But her ruby red lips called out to me. Especially when she smiled at me at the airport.

“How’s the nightlife around here,” John asked Mike.

“The bar opens from early until late,” Mike replied. “We’re the only bar on the beach. There are generally a few locals who drop in each night. And a handful of tourists. We had a herd of Brazilian girls here a few weeks back.”

Minutes later an alarm sounded on the radio.

“Tropical Storm Tina has strengthened and changed direction. It is expected to strengthen further during the day and cross the coastline as Typhoon Tina in an uninhabited region about two hundred miles South of Colima.” The radio announcer said.

“Well, that’s lucky,” I said. “We didn’t come here for the Typhoons.”

“I wouldn’t count your chickens just yet,” Mike said. “Those storms are notoriously unpredictable.”

“But you don’t think it’ll head this way, do you?” John asked.

“I wouldn’t rule anything out,” Mike replied. “But, it’s unlikely.”

That was better news. Although, it did worry me that the radio had played the announcement. Perhaps, it was more than just unlikely.

John and I settled into the slower pace of Colima quickly. After breakfast, we decided to go for a walk down the beach. The wind started to pick up, so we needed sunglasses to keep the sand away. But it was a lovely warm summer day and sitting inside Paco’s Hotel wasn’t gonna help us stay at fighting weight. Well, a weight the studios would accept anyway.

“We’re heading down the coast, Mike,” I said. “Any tips?”

“If you’re trying to meet girls, take these flyers with you. Anyone interesting you meet, give them the voucher. It’ll get them a free first drink. But only give them to tourists,” Mike replied.

We saw Mike was an astute businessman and able wingman for us.

After an hour walking up the beach and back, we had successfully handed over a dozen drink vouchers. John suggested we only hand them out to single girls. I took a more pragmatic business view and promoted Paco’s to female tourists, regardless of relationship status.

“We’ve got half a dozen possibles and as many likelies,” I said to Mike on our return.

Dinner was another feast. Mike managed the proteins, while Marta delivered the fruit and vegetable delights. Mike had fish, prawns and crayfish on the chalkboard menu. Turns out he had a few fisherman friends who dropped by each afternoon with a tasty selection from the local ocean. Meanwhile, Marta whipped up all range of healthy options.

“Here come the girls from this afternoon,” John said waving over a couple of Brazilians.

Rosa and Eleandra hailed from Rio de Janeiro and wanted to escape the hustle and bustle of the busy city for a few days. They ended up joining us for a crayfish feast, beautifully cooked and teamed with Marta’s Roasted Mexican Zucchini. John and I limited ourselves to a single Corona each. But Mike did quite well that night.


CHAPTER FOUR


THE FOLLOWING MORNING, John and I headed out for another run. This time we headed in the opposite direction. There’s nothing like a bit of variety to keep the energy in the exercise. The wind had died down during the night but had certainly picked up again. We had a head wind out and a tail wind back. But it evened out in the end.

About three miles up the beach we saw a crowd on the sand ahead. As we got closer it turned out to be another photo shoot for the Miss International Queen pageant. I glanced at John as we approached. We both thought the same thing. Stop and check out the lovely girls.

Hot and sweaty, and wearing nothing but a tiny pair of running shorts, it wasn’t long before a Production Assistant approached me.

“Excuse me, would you have fifteen minutes to pose for some photos with our contestants?” the Production Assistant asked.

“Sure,” I said peering across at John. “We’d be happy to help out.”

“Only you, if you don’t mind,” the Production Assistant said. “We’re going for a Viking look.”

I noticed John wasn’t happy at being ignored, but he motioned for me to do it.

“Now, stand next to Miss Mexico by the water’s edge.” the Production Assistant said.

“Sure, anything you need,” I said trying to hide my excitement.

“Now, Valentina, place an arm loosely around the Viking.” the Production Assistant said.

“That’s perfect, darling,” the Production Assistant said.

“Do you remember me?” I asked Valentina between shots. “I’m Alex.”

“You’re the boy I permanently disfigured,” Valentina replied with a cheeky smile. “How is your foot? Wonderful to see you’re able to run on it.”

“I’m in quite a lot of pain,” I said feigning agony. “But my dedication to my body must come first.”

“Now Valentina. Can you run your hand down the Viking’s glistening abs, please?” the Production Assistant asked.

“Try not to get a boner,” Valentina whispered to me as she complied with the request.

“I’ll do my best, but you are reasonably attractive,” I said. “And, I’m only human.”

Thankfully, the poses were with Valentina alone. Else, John wouldn’t have spoken to me, especially if I’d been asked to pose with Miss Brazil.

“Here’s my card,” the Production Assistant said when the shoot was finished. “Would you be interested in some modelling work?”

“Thanks for the offer,” I said grabbing the card. “But I’m only here on holiday.”

While I posed, the biggest challenge was the wind. Valentina’s gorgeous locks, while lacquered to within an inch of their life, would only hold shape for a minute or so at a time. Even with a crew of helpers blocking the wind, it challenged the hairdressing folk. Luckily my tightly cropped hair behaved itself nicely.

The run back down the beach was a little frosty. I knew John was disappointed not to be included. Wanting to lift his spirits, I told a porky.

“Valentina asked for me,” I said trying to make John feel better.

“I knew there must be a reasonable explanation,” John said. “You two appear to have a connection.”

After a solid surf, we pigged out on Marta’s fruit extravaganza. Instead of hankering for cereal, we both enjoyed the vibrant flavours of the local produce.

“Alex and John. Let me introduce you to Marta,” Mike said.

“Lovely to meet you Marta,” I said turning around to see a stunning woman who would have been in her early thirties.

“Marta is born and bred here in Colima. Actually, she’s always lived by the beach,” Mike said.

“You’re extremely lucky,” I said. “It’s like heaven here. I can see why you’ve never left.”

“I hope you’re enjoying your time here,” Marta said with a gorgeous smile.

It was easy to see why Marta had caught Mike’s eye and won his heart.

“It feels like the weather’s coming in, boys,” Mike said. “You might be best to stay close to the hotel today.”

“Is the Typhoon tracking back this way?” John asked.

“Currently tracking straight for us,” Mike said. “But it’s still got time to change direction a few times.”

After breakfast, we joined Mike at the bar for a few mocktails, then lunch and more mocktails throughout the afternoon.

“Marta’s a stunning woman. How did you meet her?” I asked.

“I came here for Spring Break when I was eighteen.” Mike replied. “And I stayed right here at Paco’s Hotel. Marta worked here, waiting tables. From the moment I first saw her, I knew she was the one for me.”

“Do you two have children?” John asked.

“No, we can’t have our own children,” Mike replied. “Marta doesn’t have the equipment for that. She’s transgender.”

“Oh, I’m sorry for asking,” John apologised.

“Don’t be,” Mike said. “You weren’t to know. But she’s still the love of my life.”

“I arrived here a boy,” Mike continued. “With no language skills or money to my name, I had to become a man quickly, if I was going to take care of Marta.”

“And when did you purchase Paco’s?” I asked.

“I worked at The Riviera Resort in Colima for five years, helping out with the bar and restaurant,” Mike replied. “That allowed me to save enough to buy this place when Paco got ill.”

“And Marta still worked here?” I asked.

“No Marta worked at The Riviera Resort,“ Mike replied. “I followed her there. The owner Barry Brown wasn’t happy when he found out about Marta and me. He fancied Marta. So, he sacked both of us.”

“Wow, but it appears you’ve landed on your feet,” I said.

“We are both perfectly happy here,” Mike said. “And we have no plans to ever leave.”

“Why would anyone want to leave this place, it’s paradise,” John said.

Our paradise was disturbed minutes later. Sirens blasted on all sides. Along the beach, back into town and most importantly, on the radio.

“Tropical Storm Tina has turned towards Colima and is due to hit around 1:00 am,” the Announcer said. “Please follow evacuation plans, immediately. With winds of up to 150 miles per hour, Tina is expected to hit landfall as a Category Four Typhoon.”


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


MIKE AND MARTA jumped straight into action. There were around a dozen people in the bar, half a dozen who were guests.

“I’m sorry folks,” Mike announced. “But I’m going to have to close the bar. The Typhoon is due to hit in six hours. We’ll be evacuating to designated zones. Those who are staying here at Paco’s Hotel, please grab a small bag of essentials. Those visiting us, please head home for your own safety.”

It was game on. This was not a drill.

“Mike, how can we help you?” I asked. “I work in construction and John is a solid pair of hands.”

“If you don’t mind, assistance would be awesome,” Mike replied. “John, can you help Marta clean up and secure the kitchen? Alex, can you help me batten down the hatches?”

This was obviously not Mike’s first rodeo. It took a solid hour to get things sorted. There was furniture to secure, windows to tape, boards to shut out the wind. It was quite full on. But John and I definitely made a difference.

Once the other guests had returned, Mike called everyone together to explain the evacuation procedure.

“Our evacuation destination is The Riviera Resort,” Mike said. “It’s about a ten-minute drive inland. There’s too many of you to take at once, so I’m gonna make three trips. Who’s up first?”

Mike headed off with three Swedish backpackers in tow. The round trip took thirty-minutes, during which Marta, John and I finalised the storm preparations for Paco’s. With a high tide and massive swell due, we filled a few hundred sandbags. Hoping they would help protect Paco’s against the forces of Mother Nature.

Upon Mike’s return, he loaded up the next group of guests.

“You’ve done a wonderful job, boys. Could I ask one more favour of you?” Mike asked.

“Sure, anything. Just name it, Mike,” I replied.

“Can you help Marta take our dog to the house? And help her secure him too?” Mike asked.

“Consider it done,” I replied.

Mike disappeared into the wild and windy night with a group of three Brazilian surfers, hoping for the ideal getaway like us. They jumped in the Dune Buggy and headed off.

The walk to Mike & Marta’s house was a little hairy. By now the wind howled through the power lines and buildings, producing an almost eerie moan. Thank goodness the power remained on; else it would have taken twice as long to get safely to the house. We didn’t rush, but we hurried. Marta was amazingly calm. But I suppose that comes from growing up in the tropics.

Unlike Paco’s, the house was already ninety percent prepared.

“We had a feeling the storm was headed this way,” Marta said. “So, we got ready early this morning. Can you help me fill the sandbags, while I secure Wolf?”

“Sure thing, Marta,” I said heading for the door with John.

We filled another hundred or so bags from a sand pile Mike kept in the back yard. Talk about being well-prepared. The sand even sat on a concrete base. The wind threw loose debris, mainly foliage, our way. This made it difficult to establish a solid rhythm.

“Well, this isn’t what we expected,” I said to John.

“No, I haven’t been through a Typhoon since I was a kid in South Korea,” John said.

“We didn’t get them in Salt Lake City,” I said. “So, this is all new to me.”

“Don’t worry, we’re in safe hands with Mike and Marta,” John said. “They know exactly what to do.”

Mike arrived as we placed the last sandbags. It was heavy work, but soon the house was secured, and we were in the car ready to go.

“Stop,” Marta said as Mike started the car. “I forgot my hormones.”

Marta jumped out of the car and headed inside.

“I wouldn’t want her cock to grow back, would I?” Mike said with a smile.

“So, you weren’t kidding when you said Marta was transgender?” I said.

“Sure, I wouldn’t joke about a thing like that,” Mike said. “Remember, you’re in South America now, boys. Where the girls are beautiful and the boys even more so.”

The trip over to The Riviera Resort was quite scary. Without the protection of a car body, I felt totally exposed to the elements in the Beach Buggy. But ten minutes of careful driving and dodging debris, saw us arrive at Reception.

“Head inside, boys,” Mike said. “I’ll secure the car and join you inside.”

Even though it was dark, The Riviera Resort was the most impressive building we’d seen in Colima. Set on a couple of acres of beautifully manicured grounds, the Resort contained one hundred hotel rooms, a common room, a restaurant, and four separate function spaces. A fully equipped gym with spa, sauna and pool completed the five-star offer.

“Names please,” a Hotel Administrator asked.

“Alex Liddle and John Lee,” John replied.

“Oh, you’re from Paco’s Hotel,” the Hotel Administrator replied. “Head through the double doors to your left and find a spot to get comfortable. There’ll be an announcement soon.”

Walking through the double doors took us into a massive room. It must have been used for events, conferences or the like. Around three hundred people occupied the room, clustered in little groups of five to fifty. In the far corner, I saw the pageant queens.

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking,” I said to John.

“Aim for the pageant queens,” John replied.


CHAPTER SIX


JOHN AND I headed over towards the window where the pageant queens were located. As we approached, it was obvious the cameras rolled, and the reporters interviewed Miss Venezuela.

“How do you feel being trapped in the path of a Typhoon?” asked the Reporter.

“I’m scared. Very scared for me and the other contestants,” Miss Venezuela replied.

I scanned for Valentina. She wasn’t easy to spot, but with almost fifty contestants, finding her was gonna be a bit hit-and-miss.

“Miss Brazil is over there,” John said smiling broadly. “And Valentina is with her.”

We worked our way through the crowd until Valentina was a foot or so in front of me. She was upset, and Miss Brazil was consoling her.

“What’s the matter, Valentina?“ I asked.

“Her dog is outside in the storm,” Miss Brazil replied.

“Can we help? Where is the dog?” I asked.

“Back at Valentina’s home,” Miss Brazil replied.

“Let’s go, Valentina,” I said. “The longer we wait, the harder it will be. John, you wait here with Miss Brazil.”

“Are you sure?” Valentina asked.

“I’ll borrow Mike’s car,” I said searching around. “There he is. Come with me.”

I headed for Mike pulling Valentina through the crowd along the way.

“Hey Mike,” I said. “Can I borrow your car? Valentina’s dog is out in the storm.”

“I left Rafael outside when I came to the resort a few days back,” Valentina explained. “And I haven’t returned since.”

Marta and Valentina started talking quite colourfully in Spanish.

“The dog is chained to a small tree,” Marta said. “There’s a chance he will be blown away or hit by flying debris.”

“I know these roads like the back of my hand,” Mike said. “I’ll drive. You can’t bring him here. They won’t allow it. But we can leave him with Wolf.”

“Thank you both, so much,” Valentina said giving me a warm hug.

“Let’s get moving,” I said.

The drive to Valentina’s was scary. I sat in the back to let Valentina direct. By now the rain was steady, and we got completely soaked on the fifteen-minute drive. Valentina directed us, but Mike had a general idea of where to go and the best way to get there.

“You’ll need to cross the river,” Valentina instructed.

“Not here,” Mike replied. “It’s too dangerous. We’ll need to take the Main Street bridge.”

Valentina was scared and shivered due to the rain. I placed my spray jacket over her shoulders.

“Thank you,” Valentina said trying to smile. “You are incredibly kind.”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “We’ll get Rafael to safety.”

As we pulled into the driveway of Valentina’s home, she started to call out.

“Rafael,” Valentina yelled. “I’m coming.”

“Wait here, Mike,” I said. “I’ll go with Valentina.”

“I’ll turn around and be ready to get going,” Mike said.

Valentina led me around the side of the house. The wind and rain had amped-up further. It was hard to walk straight as the rain blew in at almost sixty degrees. I put my arm around her as a shield from the rain.

“Rafael,” Valentina cried. “He’s gone.”

Valentina pointed to an uprooted tree with a chain hanging from it.

“Where would he go?” I asked. “Where is his happy place?”

“In that shed,” Valentina said pointing across the yard.

“Stay here and hold onto the house,” I said.

I slowly worked my way across the back yard. The rain pelted down, turning one side of my face red. As I approached the shed, I heard whimpering.

“Rafael,” I called.

The whimpering turned into a bark.

I forced the door open and grabbed Rafael by the collar. As he was a mid-sized dog, so I lifted him in my arms and headed back to Valentina.

“Oh Rafael,” Valentina said crying. “I thought I’d lost you.”

Valentina stared up at me and thanked me with a kiss.

“How can I ever thank you?” she said.

“Let’s get out of here,” I said with a smile. “I’m sure I’ll think of something.”

The ride to Mike’s place was a mere five minutes. We headed away from the rain, so I got soaked this time.

“Give me Rafael,” Mike said. “I’ll lock him inside with Wolf.”

While Mike headed off, Valentina moved to the back seat with me. I wrapped my arm around her to provide some body warmth.

As we sat waiting for Mike, it suddenly went dark. All the streetlights turned off in an instant and houses went black.

“The power’s out and won’t be back on soon,” Mike said scrambling back into the car. “We’ll have to be careful getting back. But don’t worry. They have a back-up generator at The Riviera Resort.”

The trip took almost thirty minutes. Trees blocked roads, sheet metal flew through the air, and several times we had to choose alternate routes. But we made it back in one-piece. Made it back to the only beacon of light in a pitch-black backdrop.

Back in the conference room, Mike got a massive hug from Marta.

“I was worried about you,” Marta said. “You were gone so long.”

“Dude, you look like hell,” John said. “What have you been through?”

“Do you have dry clothes to change into, Valentina?” I asked.

“Yes, I have some clothes in the room over there,” Valentina replied pointing to a door next to us. “How about you? Do you have something?”

“I’ll be fine,” I said. “My clothes will dry out quickly.”

“Come with me,” Valentina said. “I’ve got a dry t-shirt you can borrow.”

Valentina led me into the room where the pageant outfits were laid out.

“I’m not sure if I can see anything in my style,” I quipped.

“I think you’d be quite fetching in a pink evening gown,” Valentina suggested.

Valentina removed her wet clothes. While she was turned away from me, I felt my cock harden instantly. She pulled out a dry set of underwear and put it on. Then, she threw me a pair of her workout shorts.

“Use these as underwear,” Valentina said.

It felt weird, but I started to shiver, so took Valentina’s suggestion. Next she put on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt.

“That’s better,” Valentina said. “Now what else have I got for you? Yes, that’ll do nicely. Don’t worry, they’re souvenir shirts.”

Valentina handed me a ‘I Heart Colima’ t-shirt and matching shorts, in pink and light blue. I had no option, so threw them on. She walked across and hugged me.

“This is partly for warmth,” Valentina said.

“And the rest?” I asked.

“Because I wanted to,” Valentina replied before kissing me.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“WHAT ARE YOU doing?” a man yelled walking in. “Get away from that girl.”

“Barry, it’s okay,” Valentina said. “I’m just thanking him.”

“By letting him shove his tongue down your throat,” Barry said.

“It’s not like that,” Valentina said. “There’s no need for you to get angry.”

I wasn’t sure what to do. But I knew this would only get more uncomfortable.

“I’m thankful for the dry clothes,” I said. “I’ll leave you two to your discussion.”

“You don’t have to go,” Valentina said.

“You know where to find me,” I said.

Barry had called the pageant girls together for a briefing and asked where Valentina and Miss Brazil were. When he located Miss Brazil with John and Marta, he had asked about Valentina. Unhappy with the answer, he had kept an eye out waiting for Valentina’s return.

“I heard you saved Rafael,” John said when I re-joined the Paco’s group. “Hey nice threads, dude. Do they come in boy’s style too?”

“Thanks for the comment, John,” I said. “I can always rely on you to give me the unfiltered truth.”

“No, that would’ve included a comment about your sexual orientation,” John said laughing loudly.

“The weirdest thing happened,” I said.

“What did Barry do this time?” Mike asked.

“I was getting changed into something dry,” I said. “When Barry stormed in like he owned the place.”

“Well, he does, actually,” Mike added.

“Oh, well he got all pissed off when Valentina kissed me,” I said. “Purely as a thanks for helping her out.”

“Purely,” John said. “Are you for real?”

“It was all above board, I assure you,” I said. “But he got pissed off to the max. I thought he was gonna kill me.”

“Well, be warned,” Mike said. “That’s what happens when you kiss someone else’s girl here in Mexico. These Latinos are a little touchy about that sort of thing.”

“Are he and Valentina a thing?” I asked, more than a little shocked.

“Not exactly,” Mike replied. “But he’s protective of his investment.”

“He spent five years lobbying to have the Miss International Queen brought here to Colima,” Mike said. “And, Valentina’s the star of the show. She’s the only reason the organisers said yes.”

“It’s a money thing,” I said. “And I got in the way of that.”

“Not exactly,” Mike said. “But I need to tell you the full story.”

In the background, I heard Barry ordering his troops about.

“I want a clear barrier between the pageant girls and the rest of the guests,” Barry said. “And I want it now.”

After a flurry of activity, dividers were placed around the pageant girls in the front corner. He fenced them off like cattle.

“Well, Barry used to be my boss here at The Riviera Resort,” Mike said.

“And I worked here too,” Marta interjected.

“Yes, I’m getting to that, darling,” Mike said.

“Anyhow, Barry had a thing for Marta,” Mike continued. “He recruited her from Paco’s because he fancied her. I followed because I loved her. But no-one knew. Not even Marta”

“I didn’t have a clue,” Marta added.

“Barry, used to wine and dine Marta,” Mike said. “It used to drive me crazy.”

“But I liked Mike,” Marta said. “But I didn’t think he liked me.”

“Anyway, long story short,” Mike said. “I told Marta how I felt. She told me she felt the same. And that’s when we both got sacked.”

“So, he’s not pissed off at me,” I said. “He’s still pissed off with you. Is that what I’m hearing?”

“I wouldn’t have put it so eloquently,” Mike said. “But essentially, yes.”

“That would have been worth knowing before now,” I said.

Marta wrapped her arm around Mike and kissed him.

“How long has he been dating Valentina?” I asked.

“In his mind. Since she was fourteen. But in reality, not long,” Mike replied.

“That means I’m still in with a chance,” I said with a broad smile.

“But he’s invested hundreds of thousands in grooming her,” Mike said. “Sorry to burst your bubble.”

By the time Mike finished the story, the Great Wall of Colima had been built. The pageant girls all sat on one side of the wall, while the rest of us remained on the outer.

“Well, Ariella says Valentina finds Barry creepy,” John said.

“Who’s Ariella?” I asked.

“Miss Brazil,” John answered with a sly grin.

“Nice work, dude,” I said. “She’s a stunner too.”

“Well, you gave me an hour alone with her,” John said. “I didn’t want to waste it.”

“He’s quite the silver tongue,” Marta interjected. “Reminds me of a young Mike Smith.”

“Where there’s hope, there’s life,” I said. “I’ll take that as a positive.”

The wind howled louder by the minute. And periodically, we heard debris smash into the building. Sitting alone on two acres of land, The Riviera Resort was an ideal safe location. No neighbours, minimal trees, no creek, and no ferocious seas. But Typhoons are unpredictable, and stuff always happens unexpectedly when Mother Nature is in charge.

Suddenly, the sound of breaking glass stopped everyone in their tracks. Immediately, the pageant girls began screaming. A breeze poured through the gaps under The Great Wall of Colima. And the Wall started to buckle. Soon, water started seeping through the gaps too. Our fortress had been breached.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


THE PAGEANT GIRLS screamed so loudly they drowned out the sound of the storm bursting through the broken window. I glanced across at John and Mike. We knew now was the time for action.

“Let’s start by opening the wall to let the girls out,” I said.

“That end by the window seems like the weak spot,” Mike said.

It didn’t take strength, just a sensible approach and some focus. But within thirty seconds we’d broken through The Great Wall of Colima and had started helping the girls escape the wind and rain.

“Marta, you take the girls into the corner near the door,” Mike said. “Then, they can dry off.”

Once we had the pageant girls out of harm’s way, we surveyed the window damage. A tree had fallen and knocked a statue which had breached the window. The marble statue sat halfway into the conference room, blocking any attempt to close it off. It was too heavy to move.

“I’ve got an idea,” I said. “Don’t try to lift the statue, roll it instead.”

I grabbed the curtain rod remains, broke it in two and handed it to John.

“While Mike and I lift one end,” I said to John. “Place this rod under the statue.”

It was wet and windy, but within five minutes the window was clear.

“Let’s block the hole with The Great Wall of Colima,” John suggested.

We grabbed two serious sections of The Great Wall and used them to seal the window from the outside. The wind pressure sealed the wall in place. Glass and water remained on the floor, but the wind had stopped, and panic had subsided. Mike, John and I were soaked wet and bloodied, but we’d averted disaster.

By now the wind had picked up to around 150 miles per hour. It howled around the building and the rain virtually fell horizontally. The power of the storm was at its fiercest, so we just needed to survive ’til daylight. What more could go wrong?

Marta, Valentina and Ariella greeted us when we came back inside.

“You guys were incredible,” Valentina said hugging me with vigour.

“You wouldn’t have another set of dry clothes, would you?” I asked.

“Or perhaps three,” John added.

Barry grabbed a megaphone and asked everyone to gather close.

“We can’t stay in this room any longer,” Barry said. “There’s too much risk of something giving way. So, we’re gonna split up into three smaller groups.”

I looked at Valentina and she held my hand tightly.

“The pageant girls are gonna move into the restaurant next door,” Barry said. “The remainder of you can choose one of the two smaller conference rooms along the hall. But please wait until one of the staff introduce themselves and lead you to your next destination.”

“I’m not leaving you,” Valentina said squeezing me tight. “Come with me, let’s get you changed.”

Valentina led us back into the storeroom.

“Put these on,” Valentina said offering John, Mike and me dry clothes.

“I didn’t think you had any boy’s clothes in here,” I whispered to Valentina.

“I didn’t say that,” Valentina replied.

“Then, why the hell am I wearing your clothes,” I asked.

“I thought you’d look cute in pink and light blue,” Valentina said with a smile.

“And the underwear,” I asked.

“Well, that was for my amusement,” Valentina replied.

Shortly after, the pageant staff chased up Valentina and Ariella.

“Please come with us,” the Pageant Director asked.

“I’m staying with Alex,” Valentina replied.

“That’s not an option,” the Pageant Director said.

“Well, as I see it you have two choices,” Valentina said. “Either they come with us, or I go with them. Your choice.”

“Barry Brown will not allow it,” the Pageant Director said.

“Then, you’ll have to convince him, won’t you?” Valentina said.

It was a good old-fashioned standoff. Neither side budged.

“I’ll advise Mr Brown of your decision,” the Pageant Director said.

I hadn’t seen Valentina worked up until now. But it was understandable. She lacked faith in the judgement of the pageant staff, and wanted to get through the night, alive. Feeling dry and warm, we headed back to Marta and Ariella.

“Which room do we want to ride out the storm in?” I asked.

“Conference Room three has a smaller crowd,” Marta replied.

Once in the conference room, Marta attended to our ailments. I hadn’t noticed earlier, but Valentina had a nasty cut below her ear. Thankfully it was below the hairline. But it needed a couple of stitches. As for the boys, I had cuts on my fingers, Mike had cut his leg and John had a grazed arm. Quite lucky, considering the ferocity of the storm.

By now it was around 2:00 am. The wind started to die down a little.

“It must be right over us,” Mike said.

“Are we in the eye?” John asked.

“I reckon so,” Mike replied. “But don’t think it’s over. It’s merely intermission.”

The eerie quiet was broken only by the squeal of children and pageant queens in the distance.

“Thank you for taking care of me tonight,” Valentina said. “I’ll never forget what you did for me.”

“You’re welcome.” I said. “I’m sure you would have done the same for me, if the tables were turned.”

Valentina leant in a kissed me. But this time she didn’t pull away after a few moments. Her kiss was deep and meaningful. After a few seconds her tongue broke through my lips and started to play with mine. I felt myself getting aroused, but when she placed her hand on my cock and started slowly massaging it over my pants, I found it difficult to think straight.

“I will find a way to make it up to you,” Valentina said. “I promise.”


CHAPTER NINE


SAFE AND SECURE in The Riviera Resort conference room, the Paco’s crew finally got some sleep. Mike took first watch, while the rest of us huddled together for warmth. Valentina and I snuggled in together, her floral scented perfume filling my nostrils with hope and excitement. Even though we lay on a hard floor, it was difficult not to feel content.

The wind picked up again before 3:00 am, bringing with it a new set of creaks and groans from the building. With the wind now coming from the opposite side, debris crashed and banged again outside. Valentina, while living in the tropics, still chose to cuddle in tightly and jumped each time something major went bang.

“Do you want me to take watch while you get some kip?” I asked Mike.

“A short nap would be awesome,” Mike replied. “Are you sure you don’t mind?”

“Hey, we are all in this together,” I said. “I need to carry my share of the load.”

Not wanting to disturb Valentina, I kept watch with my arms tightly wrapped around her. The light was dull, but enough for me to marvel at her beautiful face as she slept. I could get used to waking up to that beauty. Even though I was in the middle of a Category Four Typhoon, I felt content and happy to be there.

After I’d been on watch for about an hour, the Conference Room door flew open and the lights were switched on.

“He’s the one, officer. Arrest him” Barry said pointing to me. “And his colleague too.”

“What’s going on? What the hell are you doing now?” Mike asked.

“Those boys have cost me thousands of dollars in damages,” Barry replied. “And I want them arrested.”

“We’re in the middle of a freaking hurricane. Can’t this wait until morning?” Mike asked.

“I can’t be sure they won’t take off as soon as the Typhoon has passed,” Barry replied.

Barry sure had a bee in his bonnet about something. And it wasn’t some supposed damage we’d caused.

“I’ll vouch for the boys, parking officer,” Mike said. “There’s no need to do anything now.”

“Take your dirty hands off my star pageant queens,” Barry said pointing to John and me.

“Ah, now we get to the real issue, do we? Your jealousy,” Mike said.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Barry replied. “These boys caused damage and I want them to pay.”

“And it’s so urgent, it has to be sorted right now?” Mike asked. “During a freaking hurricane, and by a parking officer.”

“Like I said, I don’t trust they will be here in the morning,” Barry replied.

Barry’s charade had been called out. The whole thing was a ploy to get Valentina and Ariella back under his control. He hadn’t expected Mike to intervene and stick up for us, something which only further aggravated Barry and opened old wounds.

“We’re not coming with you Mr Brown,” Valentina said. “Alex and John have saved us many times. We only feel safe here.”

“You’ve been a problem since the first day you arrived here,” Barry said as he walked out the door. “I wish you’d never come to Colima.”

“I’m sorry, guys,“ Mike said. “That wasn’t about you, it was about Marta and me.”

“Well, thanks so much for standing up for us,” Valentina said. “Mr Brown can be awfully horrid when he doesn’t get his way.”

“Well, we’re all wide awake now,” I said. “I don’t think we’re gonna get back to sleep in a hurry.”

I wanted to turn off the light again, but I didn’t want to move from cuddling Valentina. I felt her heart beating more quickly, so stroked her hair and told her everything will be fine.

“I’m sorry to have pulled you into this mess,” Valentina whispered to me.

“What sort of white knight would I be, if I only handled the easy stuff?” I said.

Valentina leaned forward and kissed me. I felt my heart skip a beat and my cock stiffen. With the lights on, I noticed her gorgeous brown eyes had a sadness lurking deep within. I didn’t know why, but I felt there was more to this stunning pageant queen than meets the eye.

“I need to tell you something,” Valentina said. Her face suddenly serious.

“You don’t need to explain anything to me,” I said.

“But I want to. I like you and I don’t want to lead you on,” Valentina said.

Her comment alarmed me.

“Barry has done a lot to help me,” Valentina said. “He’s brought this whole pageant to my hometown, as a sign of his love and devotion.”

“But how do you feel?” I asked.

“I feel indebted to him,” Valentina replied. “Without him, my family and I would be terribly poor and unable to afford food.”

I saw Valentina was torn between her feelings, and her duty to family. And if I’d learned anything since I’d arrived in Mexico, it was family comes first.

“But how do you feel, romantically?” I asked.

“I don’t view him that way,” Valentina replied. “But I know he sees me as his future wife. He has told me many times.”

“But if you don’t love him, how could you even consider it?” I asked.

“I come from a poor Mexican family,” Valentina replied. “It’s not as simple as love.”

“Sure, it is. What if I loved you?” I asked.

“That’s sweet, but you hardly know me,” Valentina replied. “So, how could you love me?”

“Don’t you believe in love at first site,” I asked.

“That’s a lovely notion,” Valentina replied. “But my family can’t live on those.”

I felt Valentina in my arms. But I knew she was also slipping away. If I wanted more than this night with her in my arms, I would have to make a bold move. But, how could I compete with the richest man in Colima? How could I offer Valentina a life even close to what Barry Brown could offer?


CHAPTER TEN


THE WORST OF the Typhoon had well and truly passed by 6:00 am. The sun burst through the clouds shortly after, and by 9:00 am there was no evidence of the terrifying night that had been. Well, apart from the mass destruction of property and flora. I slept lightly after the incident, expecting Barry to reappear and make a scene. But he didn’t.

Mike had started the reconnaissance job early, checking out the damage to The Riviera Resort with the local maintenance guy. Apart from the broken window and several broken television antennas, the resort made it thorough unscathed. Mike queried the impact of the temporary repairs John and I did. Without our action, the whole conference centre could have been destroyed. Millions of dollars saved. Crisis averted.

“You blokes were absolute heroes,” Mike said when he came back. “I don’t think you’ll be hearing from Barry any further.”

Additionally, several patrons thanked us for our brave actions. This included the Mayor and his wife, who assured Mike he would handle Barry.

“Now everything’s safe here, I’m off to check on Paco’s,” Mike said.

“Have you got room for me?” I asked.

“We’ve got two spots, if you want to come along,” Mike replied.

“I’ll come,” Valentina said. “I want to make sure Rafael is fine.”

“Then, I’ll help out here,” John said. “Until you guys get back.”

As we headed for the door, Barry came into view. He stood at the door, waiting for the next standoff.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Barry asked Valentina.

“I’ve got to see if Rafael is okay,” Valentina replied.

“I’m sorry, but you aren’t going anywhere,” Barry said. “We’ve got rehearsals and a photoshoot we need you for.”

“Don’t worry Valentina,” I said. “Mike and I will drop Rafael off back at your place.”

“But I need to see him,” Valentina said.

“We’ll be fine,” Mike said. “The Typhoon is over, and your fellow contestants may need you more.”

“We’ve got a change of plans,” I said calling John over. “You’re coming with us.”

As I walked out the door, Barry grabbed my shoulder tightly, pulled me close and whispered in my ear.

“I don’t know why you want her anyway,” Barry said. “It’s not like she’s a real girl. None of them are. They’re all merely pretending.”

We piled into Mike’s car and headed for Paco’s. The drive was slow and indirect. Power lines were down across the main roads, trees were uprooted, and the roofs of shantytown shacks littered the footpaths. But people were out and about, and they busily worked to clean things up.

“You’re suddenly a bit quiet,” Mike commented. “Very unlike you.”

“Sorry, but that was weird,” I said.

“What did Barry say this time?” John asked.

“That Valentina’s not a real girl,” I replied.

“He’s such a pig,” interjected Marta. “He was like that with me too.”

“Now I’m confused,” I said.

“You know Miss International Queen is a transgender beauty pageant, don’t you?” Mike asked.

“No,” I replied. “You mean Valentina is a guy?”

“She’s a transgender girl,” Marta said. “Not a guy.”

“I’m sorry, Marta,” I said. “It’s caught me by surprise and I’m not familiar with the language. Please don’t take offence.”

“You mean to say you’ve been chasing her around since you got here, and you didn’t know?” Mike asked.

“Yes. So, does that mean Ariella is transgender also?” I asked glancing at John.

“Yep, that’s correct,” John replied. “But she’s the most beautiful transgender girl I’ve ever seen.”

I wasn’t sure whether I was more surprised by the news or by John’s comment. He wasn’t fazed at all by the revelation. My mind was in a spin. Valentina was everything I wanted in a girl. With one exception. Was I closet gay? Why did I have such strong feelings for Valentina? Hell, she got me hard just thinking about her.

“Well, the house appears to have survived okay,” Mike said pulling the car to a stop.

“Those sandbags were back-breaking work,” John said. “But they made a massive impact.”

The water level was still above the floor of the house. But the water was receding, and the house was dry.

I jumped out of the Beach Buggy and ran to see if the dogs were okay. I heard a bark that sounded like Wolf. Turning the corner of the house, both dog’s faces appeared, healthy and happy.

“Rafael,” I said. “Thank goodness you’re okay.”

I unleashed both dogs. Wolf set off to find Mike, while Rafael scampered along behind.

“One out of two,” Mike said. “Let’s check out the Hotel.”

Paco’s didn’t fare quite as well as the house. Even with a few hundred sandbags, the wave surge had run right under the building, taking everything in its path. Luckily, we’d moved almost everything to the second level, which had stayed intact. And the surfboards were still strapped to the floor of the upper deck. But there was a small boat stuck under the building.

We left Marta and John at Paco’s and headed back to The Riviera Resort with a few tools and the dogs.

“Are you freaked out by Barry’s comments?” Mike asked once we hit the road.

“I’m just surprised,” I replied. “And I’m not sure what to think.”

“I’ve been exactly where you are now,” Mike said. “If you’ve got any questions, fire away.”

“Are you gay?” I asked.

“You get straight to the point, don’t you?” Mike replied.

“Do you think of Marta as a guy?” Mike asked.

“No,” I said.

“Then no, I’m not gay,” Mike said.

“But when she gets naked. Does she have a penis?” I asked.

“Each transgender girl is different,” Mike replied. “But no, Marta doesn’t have one. She’s had the full surgery.”

“Oh, so she’s equipped like a girl?” I asked.

“Hell no, she’s equipped better than any girl I ever met,” Mike replied.

Mike appeared so chilled about it all. It calmed me down. He went on to tell me Marta did have a penis when they first hooked up. And the best sex of his life was when Marta’s cock was still intact. But Marta hated it and wanted it removed. By the time we got to The Riviera Resort, I was much better informed and less concerned about the revelation.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


“TAKE RAFAEL TO Valentina, while I help the maintenance team out,” Mike said.

I headed straight for the Conference Centre. As I entered the door, I heard a squeal of delight and Valentina came running.

“Thank you so much for bringing Rafael to me,” Valentina said kissing me. “Let’s take him to my room.”

Valentina led me through the resort to a door with Honeymoon Suite written on it.

“Don’t be concerned with what it says,” Valentina said. “It’s just my room.”

“That’s a pity,” I said. “I was hoping you were about to propose.”

“I won’t be doing that, not yet anyway,” Valentina said. “But I still think you’ll be pleased.”

Once inside, Rafael immediately headed for a pile of blankets in the corner. He curled up and sat staring at the bed, as if suggesting where we go next.

“You’re bleeding,” Valentina said. “I’ll run you a bath and dress your wounds.”

She grabbed me by the hand and led to a massive heart shaped tub.

“Don’t worry, it’s built for two,” Valentina said.

While Valentina filled the tub, I walked into the other room and removed my clothes. The oversized white fluffy dressing gown felt soft and warm as I headed back into the bathroom. As I walked, I heard splashing coming from the tub. Turning the corner, it became apparent Valentina felt the best place to dress my wounds was in the tub, with me.

“What a lovely surprise,” I said. “And the bubble bath is a nice touch.”

“It was either that or a bath full of disinfectant,” Valentina said.

“Excellent choice, where do you want me?” I asked.

“In the tub, of course, silly,” Valentina replied with a cheeky smile. “Then, on the bed, and perhaps, even on the couch, if you’re lucky.”

At the edge of the tub, I dropped my dressing gown and hopped in. The water was just shy of scolding and emitted the essence of apples. The bubbles covered Valentina from the navel down, while her perfect 38D breasts were clearly on show. Valentina’s long brown hair swept its way down her shoulders and body, stopping inches short of her pierced bellybutton.

“Now sit with your back to me, so I can clean your wounds,” Valentina instructed.

They were scratches and grazes, rather than cuts, but I let Valentina care for her man. She used cotton wool to wipe off the dirt and blood, before rinsing out a washer and soaking the wounds with warm water.

“Thanks so much, for taking care of me,” I said.

“Okay, your back is now done,” Valentina said. “Turn around and face me, so I can do the front.”

I stood and did a one-eighty before sitting with my legs to one side. Valentina cleaned up my face, then my chest, then my abs, before working on each arm and leg. She used the same routine with cotton wool first, then a warm water wash-down.

“Now, I’m concerned about one other area,” Valentina said. “Can you stand up and turn around again?”

I stood and spun. Valentina reached forward and gently sloshed water on my scrotum.

“This area looks like it needs a bit of work,” Valentina said. “Bear with me. I need to be thorough. You don’t want an infection.”

The warmth of the water on my scrotum was wonderful. She gently grazed the hairs on my sack, which sent shivers up my spine.

“Now turn around and I’ll clean off the front,” Valentina said.

I slowly spun around, unable to hide my boner any longer.

“Well, that’s a surprise,” Valentina said with a grin. “I assumed you’d be circumcised.”

Valentina rinsed out the washer and sloshed water over the length of my cock. Even with the calming effect of the water, I remained hard.

“I think this area is gonna need a serious scrub,” Valentina said.

Her hand wrapped around the washer which wrapped around my cock. Even through the material, the sensation was delicious.

“I think you’re almost clean,” Valentina said. “What do you think?”

By this stage I was a little light-headed and panting.

“I feel you may have missed a bit,” I said.

“Well, I need to do a thorough job,” Valentina purred.

My panting became heavy breathing quite rapidly. Valentina’s grip was exquisite, and she knew how to share the action across the whole of my member.

“I think I’ll need to stand to get the proper angle,” Valentina said.

As she stood, a burst of excitement hit me, while curiosity crossed my mind. I glanced down to see her pretty little uncut cock, hanging with a light cover of bubbles.

Valentina stepped forward and kissed me. Her tongue burst through my lips and wrestled playfully with mine.

“I’m gonna make us both come,” Valentina purred.

My cock was at full mast and ready for action.

Rinsing off the washer, Valentina slowly and deliberately soaked it to maximum capacity. With water dripping from the flannel material, she held it between us and squeezed it hard. The water gushed from the washer and drenched her cock. For the first time, I saw Valentina’s prize in all its glory.

Leaning forward, Valentina playfully kissed and nibbled my lips. Meanwhile, her hands wrapped around both our cocks and started a slow and steady action. The cock on cock stimulation was amazing. My seven inches dwarfed Valentina’s five inches, but they played together brilliantly, working us both up to the inevitable conclusion.

Valentina’s kissing became more erratic as we approached orgasm. While our lips touched and our tongues connected, our gasps for breath overpowered the sensuality of the kiss.

“I’m gonna come,” I moaned.

“Me too,” Valentina gasped.

Seconds later, two shots of warm white nectar hit both our chests.


CHAPTER TWELVE


“NOT BAD FOR a newbie. Was that your first time with a transgender girl?” Valentina asked.

“It may be my first. But it won’t be my last,” I replied with a broad smile.

“That’s the spirit, Alex,” Valentina said. “Once, you’ve made love to a transgender girl, nothing else will ever compare.”

Valentina soaked the washer again before she removed the nectar from our bodies.

“I’ve got a full agenda for us,” Valentina said. “But you can choose the sequence.”

“What are the options?” I asked.

“Oral and Anal,” Valentina replied. “But either way, they are both happening.”

“I assume my cock will feature in both,” I said. “How’s about some Oral first.”

“I thought you were one of those sensitive new age guys,” Valentina said with a pout.

“I am,” I said. “Why do you ask?”

“Then don’t assume anything, Alex,” Valentina said with a wicked smile.

That’s when shit started getting real. It was okay for Valentina to masturbate me. And the idea of getting a blow job from a skilled artisan, excited me. But I wasn’t sure I’d be able to pleasure Valentina in the way she wanted.

“No need to be concerned,” Valentina said. “I’ll guide you through every step.”

“What’s it gonna be, Oral or Anal?” Valentina asked.

“Let’s start with Oral,” I said with trepidation.

“Giving or receiving?” Valentina asked.

“How about we start with me receiving,” I said.

Valentina dried herself off and led me to the bedroom. I could have sworn Rafael watched us from his blankets. And he appeared to have a broad grin on his face.

“You know this is the point of no return, don’t you?” Valentina said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“The second I suck you, we enter into a contract,” Valentina said. “You’ll forever be a cocksucker after that.”

I hadn’t expected that.

“Are you sure you’re ready to join the fold?” Valentina added. “But I warn you. Once you’ve tasted one of life’s pure treats, you’ll never go back.”

Standing in front of me was the most amazing girl I had ever met. She was stunning, smart and playful. Was there ever an option I would say no?

“Just call me cocksucker,” I said. “Because I can’t wait to taste you.”

“That’s the spirit, Alex,” Valentina said. “Get ready to have your mind blown.”

Valentina stood before my naked body. She leaned forward and kissed my lips. Her body touched mine which caused my cock to spring to attention, again.

“Aren’t you the horny one,” Valentina said.

Suddenly, I felt two hands on my chest before I was pushed back onto the bed.

“Make yourself comfortable,” Valentina said. “Because you’re gonna get well and truly pleasured.”

Parting my legs, Valentina kissed her way from my foot to my thigh. First the left leg, then the right leg.

Staring up at me, I saw lust in her cocoa brown eyes.

She slid her body up my legs, rubbing her nipples to erection as she moved. She reached up and grabbed each of my hips, before she slid up to stare-down my fully erect member. Blowing on it initially, Valentina caused my cock to dance about in fits of excitement. After teasing me to the point of stimulation, Valentina’s tongue slid deliciously along my shaft.

Instinctively, I grabbed Valentina’s hair and tried to guide her action. But she would have none of it.

“You’re not getting a say in this,“ Valentina said. “Buckle in for the ride,”

Valentina leant forward and softly kissed the purple head of my cock. Gentle angel kisses they were at first. Continuing with the tease.

Finally, Valentina’s tongue worked its way around the underside of my cock head. Her tongue was firm and pointed, providing pin-point accuracy for every move. Valentina opened her mouth and placed her lips over my cock. Her moist cavern was heavenly. She worked her mouth over my cock head, stopping deliberately to apply tongue action at the end of each short stroke.

“You have such a lovely piece,” Valentina said.

No previous partner had ever worshipped my cock in the way Valentina did. She savoured each suck, each kiss, each lick. With her mouth working my cock head, Valentina slid her hands down onto my sack. She caressed my balls, before moving to stroke the base of my cock. With one hand on my cock, one on my balls and her lips and tongue working the head, I felt ready to explode.

My breathing got heavier with each action. The pleasure was so intense, I could only lay back and enjoy every last stimulation. Finally, Valentina decided to up the ante. She removed a hand from my shaft and dropped it under my arse. Then, she deep throated me, holding my cock inside her for a solid thirty seconds. Her throat held my cock firmly throughout.

“Fuck yeah, that’s it,” I moaned.

Returning to the head, Valentina licked her way up and down the shaft before plunging her mouth over my full cock again. This time she worked a rhythm sucking up and down. With each suck she went deeper, while holding it from time to time. I was on the verge of orgasm, but she’d successfully pull me back, time and time again.

“Finish me,” I screamed.

That was the signal for the all-out push towards orgasm. Valentina let go of all teasing. It was a dash for the finish line. Her strokes worked deeper, her speed increased, and the pleasure consumed me, totally.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed as Valentina went deep for a final time.

My cock exploded deep into Valentina’s throat. She held it for a few seconds before releasing. Moving up, Valentina shared her bounty with me.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THE MISS INTERNATIONAL Queen pageant went ahead even though Typhoon Tina beat the town around. The Riviera Resort fared extremely well, escaping with window damage and foliage destruction. But the glaziers were dragged in and ordered to make the Conference Centre ship shape, immediately. And the show went on, as they say in show-business.

Many of the pageant girls were traumatised, but all remained in the competition, eager to be announced Miss International Queen. But the title could only go to one girl. And my Valentina, Typhoon Tina as the press dubbed her, confirmed why the smart money was backing her. She took out the crown, and her name was entered into pageant history. John was stoked to see Ariella place first runner-up. The girls had become wonderful friends and it was a fitting one-two. But the pageant never returned to Mexico or left its home shores of Thailand ever again.

John remained in Colima for the rest of the holiday. But I extended my stay to help rebuild Paco’s, and the wider town. Construction skills were quite generously rewarded in Colima until things got back to normal. Although, I helped Mike get Paco’s Hotel back on track, in return for food and accommodation only. Within a week, the bar was up and running again. Having a reigning Miss International Queen in a bikini on-site, also did wonders for rebuilding the clientele. From the time it reopened, Paco’s was packed with patrons. It also helps when you’re the only open bar in town.

Valentina was inundated with offers following her historic pageant win. The one she jumped at was an acting role on a locally produced soap opera, ‘Nights in Colima’. The producers were so keen to secure her star power, they let her choose her love interest. Surprisingly, I got the gig. And in no time, the press called us Colima’s ‘It Couple’. Although, this failed to impress the show’s Executive Producer, Barry Brown.

After twelve months on ‘Nights in Colima’, I built a house for Valentina, right on the beach about fifty yards from Paco’s Hotel. We talked long and hard about her transition plans. I had to admit, I’d become extremely fond of her, the way she was. The love making options were exciting and varied, which sure added spice to our relationship. Valentina told me I’d be a cocksucker for life. She decided not to fully transition. So, I ended up with everything I’d dreamed of, and more, just by having a two-week surfing holiday in Mexico.
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DOUBLE TROUBLE
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What would you do if you discovered your partner had a secret double-life? What secrets would you be okay with? Which ones would be show stoppers?

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

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

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

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

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

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

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

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

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

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

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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

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