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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“I’M LIKE SO jealous that Susan gets to spend a night in Manchester,” Christopher said.

“And it’s the week before Pride,” Ella added.

“Aren’t you both heading to Manchester for Pride?” I asked.

“Of course, but not together, yuck. Although, Nick, you are always welcome to bunk with me.”

“Into my office please, kids,” Susan said, as she hurried past with assistant Nicole in tow.

“What’s happened, Miss Owen?” Ella asked.

“Anything we can help you with, Miss Owen?” Christopher added.

“There’s an emergency cabinet meeting this afternoon that I simply must attend.”

“But Miss Owen, your International Climate Conference keynote speech is this afternoon.”

“I know, Nicole, but I’m gonna have to move to Plan B.”

“Sending me?” Christopher asked hopefully, to no response.

“Which cabinet member would you like me to brief, Miss Owen?”

“The emergency meeting has all members tied up, Nick. But as you did the research and wrote the speech, I need you to speak in place of me.”

“I’m flattered, Miss Owen, but…”

“… Nicole will make the arrangements. Just stick to the script and everything will work out. I know you won’t let me down, Nick.”

Susan Owen MP, the Conservative member for Manchester Central, had a reputation as an entertaining keynote speaker. A wonderful orator, especially where her passions, equal opportunity or climate change were concerned, she received a dozen or more invites to speak each month. But she accepted very few. And only the most important events. Ones where the platform was large enough to make a significant difference to her cause. And speaking at the International Climate Conference had become an annual pilgrimage, where she’d spoken as a keynote four years in a row.

“You realise this is the International Climate Conference, Miss Owen?”

“I know, Nick. I’m bitterly disappointed on many levels. But the message is more important than the messenger. And I know you’ll do a sterling job in my place.”

I’d learnt not to argue with Susan. She was too damn skilful at it. And the longer the argument lasted, the worse it always ended up for me.

About to enter her late forties, Susan Owen MP was an enigma. Professionally, she led the sort of life I aspired to. One of service to the people. After five years working in an MP’s office, she built the grassroots support to become elected into the seaside seat of Manchester Central. And she’d passionately stood up for her beliefs, and those of her climate change wary constituents, ever since. But personally, she cut a lonely figure. While not unattractive, Susan lived alone and dedicated all her energy to service at the expense of all else. Nicole, Christopher, Ella, and I provided a twenty-four-seven support network, and almost her only social contact.

“And don’t worry about who’s in the audience, Nick. They are there to listen and to learn. Just follow the script and we’ll get the message out there.”

“Yes, Miss Owen.”

“Oh, my lord. You’re on the bill with the Deputy Prime Minister of Sweden, Helena Fredrickson,” Christopher said, scanning his phone.

“I’m such a fangirl of hers,” Nicole said.

“I’d clam up if I met her,” Ella said.

“She's such a rockstar. I’ve heard she’ll be PM soon,” Christopher added.

“I’m sure she puts her pants on one leg at a time,” I said.

“Yes, but some of us need to take a little longer doing so.”

Nicole, Ella, and Christopher laughed in unison at Nicole’s inside joke. Not something uncommon where those three were concerned.

“That speech she gave in Dusseldorf…” Ella said.

“… I think we’re getting off track, kids.”

I glanced at Ella and Christopher. We knew that signalled time for the three of us to exit Susan’s office.

“Before you go, Nick. Remember, it’s not merely about the speech. I need you to network for me, too. Nicole will brief you.”

The speech I felt comfortable with. As Susan made clear to all, I’d spent the past three months building to this day. Luckily, I’d put all my blood, sweat and tears into it, or it would have been an enormous opportunity wasted. But what scared me was the idea of networking with leading climate change thinkers from across the globe. My knowledge was based on UK climate policy and reading what the other attendees were doing. I had little value to add, personally. But if Susan needed me to fill in for her, that I would do.

“Any last words of wisdom for networking, Miss Owen?”

“The rich and powerful are a different breed. Make sure you always know who you are talking to. Else you could easily get yourself into trouble.”

“I’m comfortable with the subject and feel informed about what is happening globally.”

“No, it’s not about what you know about climate change, Nick.”

My confused look prompted Susan to elaborate.

“The key to networking is to have a plan and work to an individual’s strengths. You need to understand every person you are speaking with, their background, what motivates them, and what they are passionate about. Nicole will update you on my current networking plans.”

A call signalled it was time for Nicole and me to leave Susan’s office.

“Effectively, I’ve reassigned Susan’s travel and accommodation to you,” Nicole said.

“Does that mean I’ll be staying somewhere flash?”

“Have I ever not looked after you?”

“I know. You take care of all of us, Nicole.”

I considered Nicole the office hottie. Although I appeared to be the only one in the office who showed interest. But with Christopher out and proudly pursuing bears, and Ella more attracted to butch girls, that wasn’t surprising. But I got a buzz catching her gorgeous smile each morning. In her mid-twenties, Nicole’s long, dark hair and pretty face could brighten up any dreary London morning. And wearing tight black leather jeans with black five-inch stiletto over-the-knee boots and a barbie pink leather jacket, she looked extra distracting.

“Earth to Nick. Are you there?” Nicole said.

“I’m sorry, Nicole. I missed the question.”

“Sometimes I wonder why I even bother talking to you.”

“I’m listening now. Can you please repeat what you said?”

“At the conference, you will present in place of Susan and attend all other sessions on her behalf. Is that clear, Nick?”

“Yes, Nicole. I understand.”

“Do I need to repeat the network briefing for Helena Fredrickson?”

“No. I’ll read through the file on the train.”

Nicole clarified that the aim was to represent Susan on every level, as if she had indeed attended in person. Nicole provided me with a file ominously named ‘networking targets’. It contained Susan’s networking plan and a dossier on each of the people I was to engage with, if possible. And against each were notes as to background, networking goals and any recent progress made.

“I’d expect Deputy Prime Minister Helena Fredrickson to approach you first,” Nicole said.

“Which one is she again? Oh, wow, she’s easy to remember.”

Staring up at me from the file was a stunning Scandinavian woman in her mid-thirties.

“And we’ve lost him again,” Nicole said as she clicked her fingers. “She and Susan have a few deals in play at present.”

It would have taken me at least a month to wade through all the information provided. Instead, I flagged her file for review during my travel to Manchester.

“Are you catching up with friends while you’re in Manchester?”

“I don't think I'll have a lot of free time, Nicole.”

“Well, I'd pack two boxes of condoms. It is Manchester, and you’ll be quite popular.”

After a five-minute trip to my apartment, and a five-minute ride to Euston Station, I took a deep breath. I’d caught the scheduled train, a first-class ride on the high-speed Avanti West Coast train.

For around two hours, I enjoyed the solitude on offer, reading through the speech and attempting to make sense of Susan’s tsunami of networking notes. The plush royal blue seats still carried the feint aroma of disinfectant spray. But everything was squeaky clean and far more comfortable than anything I’d sat on previously. Alone at a two-person table, and with no distractions from a vacant four person table beside me, I ploughed through my work. I broke concentration only to consume a bottomless cup of tea, and to take the odd cheeky peek at the stunning lush green countryside whizzing by. Spot on 9:28 am, the train came to a stop at Manchester Piccadilly station.


CHAPTER TWO


“EXCUSE ME, MISTER Purcell. I’m Randolph, your security lead while you are in Manchester.”

“Nice to meet you, Randolph. Please call me Nick.”

“I’m afraid that won’t meet protocols, Mister Purcell. But may I take your luggage?”

A rugged-looking man, dressed in a black suit and dark glasses, stood in front of me. For me, this signalled I’d entered the Twilight Zone. A place where I’d been mistaken for someone of importance. I complied with the request, but resolved not to let the power go to my head.

“Please follow me to the limousine, Mister Purcell.”

Randolph led me out the front carriage door. We stepped down onto a red carpet that led me to a waiting black car with dark tinted windows. It appeared I wasn’t the only recent arrival, as a series of identical cars sat waiting for fellow dignitaries. A surreal feeling washed over me as we drove out a guarded rear exit and along the main road of Manchester. Devoid of all other traffic, I experienced the VIP treatment for the first time in my life before we turned off and headed to the back exit of The Edwardian Manchester Hotel.

“You have fifteen minutes to get dressed, Mister Purcell.”

“I’ll need my bags once I check-in, thanks Randolph.”

“Check-in won’t be necessary. And your bags await you in room 1212, Mister Purcell.”

Randolph appeared always one or two steps ahead of me. Something that both calmed me and concerned me.

With little time to change, I donned my best suit and headed back downstairs. All I noticed was that the hotel room dwarfed my London apartment. As I tamed my dishevelled locks and straightened my lucky blue tie, I calmed myself by talking through the introduction to my speech.

“I’m sorry, Mister Purcell, but we need to head to the conference centre now.”

“Thank you, Randolph.”

Rapidly, I came to understand the importance of this man.

The black limousine pulled up underneath the conference centre, where another red carpet greeted me. As I headed inside, the dull drone of protesters grabbed my attention. A few years back, that could have been me. Now, instead of calling for action, I was part of the solution. The closer I got to the venue, the more of a fangirl I became. To my left stood the Executive Director of the UN Climate Change Secretariat. To my right stood the richest man in the world.

“Please step this way, Mister Purcell, and we’ll clear you through security.”

After answering several questions about the whereabouts of Susan, and explaining that I was filling in for her, I finally made it through security. Although a red light and buzzer had me worried that the rubber gloves were about to come out. But once cleared and inside the venue, I had less than thirty minutes before being required on stage. The short timescale was both a blessing and a curse. It meant Randolph hurried me to the Green Room, but once there, I had little time to get nervous.

“Here you are, Mister Purcell. Good luck, sir.”

Expectations of a quiet haven disappeared the second Randolph opened the Green Room door. While offered for the comfort of the immediate presenters, a tribe of waiters, chefs, baristas, makeup artists and more created a migraine inducing drone. A massive white lounge occupied one entire side of the room. It could have comfortably sat twenty, at least. Colourful silk cushions added visual highlights while a series of coffee tables with sculptures and books provided support for food and drinks. The aroma of freshly ground coffee only just overpowered the smell of female beauty products.

I recognised the presenters straight away. Susan’s dossier had worked a treat. Being the only one without an entourage, I squeezed into a small vacant spot between Laird Leonard Lionheart’s entourage and that of the Deputy Prime Minister of Sweden, Helena Fredrickson. As I sat, I guess I stared a little too long at Helena Fredrickson. Her dossier photo did her no justice. I made a note to self to google her later that night. Thankfully, she smiled, prompting my face to warm before turning bright crimson. I quickly diverted my eyes. With hardly time to sample my cappuccino, a young lady wearing a radio earpiece whispered in my ear.

“We’ll be heading on stage in two minutes, Mister Purcell,” the lady said.

Sure enough, after whispering in Laird Leonard’s Lionheart’s ear, the young lady returned.

“Please follow me, Mister Purcell.”

Standing up straight, I checked my look in one of the many mirrors. Before I followed the young lady past another set of security guards and into the darkness backstage.

Even after the second security check, a team of a half-dozen men in black surveyed the crowd for the next three hours. As we stood waiting to walk on stage, Helena’s heaving chest grazed against my back. I moved forward, closer to Doctor Spencer Thorpe, only for Helena to move forward as well. Trying desperately not to press against the doctor, I breathed in deeply and held it. As I stood in the dark, a hand slid onto my arse and pinched it.

“You don’t need to be nervous, Nick,” Helena whispered in my ear.

“It’s time to bring out the keynote speakers for our next session. Please welcome, Deputy Prime Minister of Sweden, the honourable Helena Fredrickson, a member of staff from the office of Susan Owen, the Conservative member for Manchester Central, the chairman of not-for-profit Change for Change, Laird Leonard Lionheart, and renowned climate scientist, Doctor Spencer Thorpe,” the master of ceremonies announced.

I followed Laird Leonard Lionheart out onto the stage, trying hard not to look into the blinding lights or at the massive crowd offering raucous applause. After taking a seat, I took a sip of water, turning towards Helena Fredrickson as I did. She uncrossed and crossed her shapely legs with her body turned towards me. An accompanying smile caused me to look down, red faced. Note to self. You will not get a sneaky peek at Helena’s legs without getting caught.

“And now for our first speaker. Please welcome, the Deputy Prime Minister of Sweden, the honourable Helena Fredrickson.”

Helena spoke with an energy and passion that I’d never witnessed. Her speech pulled on heartstrings as she warned of impacts she’d seen firsthand. Her stories appeared natural and imbued a sense of responsibility for everyone. With no chance of getting caught, I admired her stunning physique from behind. She took wonderful care of her body and was proud to show it off in a hip-hugging leather skirt and a white silken blouse. A pair of black four-inch stiletto ankle boots with studs and a buckle added a touch of danger to the outfit and emphasised her tanned muscular legs. Her speech generated a standing ovation and a solid five minutes of applause.

“And now we have a member of staff from the office of Susan Owen, the Conservative member for Manchester Central. While Susan sends her apologies, Mister Nick Purcell will deliver her speech in her stead.”

A little unfamiliar with using an auto-prompt, I delivered the speech with the passion I’d have expected Susan to. I channelled her, being sure to work the stage, emphasising the key points and supporting them with stories told from the heart. While totally out of my depth, I didn’t want to let Susan down. Surprisingly, I received a rousing reception when I finished.

Doctor Spencer Thorpe shared his findings on the health of the ice caps. The presentation was interesting, but quite alarming. Not the energising subject of the earlier keynotes. But he received a solid round of applause for his efforts. The last presenter, however, didn't fare quite as well. In fact, you’d say he bombed. Laird Leonard Lionheart, a man-boy with a posse of four servants, preached that climate change reduction targets were the responsibility of the common man. Every man, woman and child in Britain, he surmised, needed to put their hand up and do more. He lost me after two minutes as I happily shifted my focus onto Helena Fredrickson’s legs. Oops, I got caught again. Twice.

“And now, the keynote speakers are open for questions.”

Helena Fredrickson received the first three questions. She stood to answer, moving animatedly about the stage. At one stage, the light hit her blouse a certain way. That caused her white lace bra to become almost iridescent. I then responded to a series of questions, gaining more confidence with each answer. Addressing a second level question, I briefly responded before prompting Helena Fredrickson to comment. She had real world experience in the area. I turned as I spoke to see her passionately engaged.

“Would you add anything from your experience, Deputy Prime Minister?”

Helena stood and strode towards me. I offered her the microphone, but she grabbed my hands and spoke into it with my hands under hers. The second her flesh touched mine, shudders ran up and down my spine. For a full three minutes, she held my hands. Her Scandinavian accent sounded delightful. Her passion for the subject shone. Meanwhile, my breath quickened, my mouth dried, and my pants tightened. Once she completed the answer, we both returned to our seats.

“Our last question is for Laird Leonard Lionheart.”

“How do you feel about the article highlighting that the average personal carbon footprint of the wealthiest one-hundred families in Britain, of which you are a member, is two-hundred times greater than that of the average family? And do you agree that is why Britain's reduction targets aren't being met?” a French reporter asked.

Lord Leonard Lionheart stammered, sending a clear signal to the moderator.

“Unfortunately, we won’t have time for an answer to that question.”


CHAPTER THREE


Heading off stage and back into the Green Room, I got to follow Helena Fredrickson. Unable to take my eyes off her delightful arse and legs, I stumbled in the dark twice. Eventually, we reached the Green Room, where expressions on the faces of the presenters spoke volumes. Helena Fredrickson beamed and bubbled with excitement. Laird Leonard Lionheart yelled at anybody who stood in his way. And Doctor Spencer Thorpe blended into the background. Meanwhile, I struggled to contain my post-presentation glow. The buzz of a job well done and immediate feedback from an appreciative crowd. Once back in the Green Room I picked up my bag to head off.

“Quite the impressive speech, Mister Purcell,” Helena said as I headed for the door.

“I was thinking exactly the same thing, Deputy Prime Minister.”

“I gather you work closely with Susan.”

“Yes, and she sends her apologies, Deputy Prime Minister.”

For the first time, I viewed the stunning Helena Fredrickson from close range. Her long ombre style brunette hair framed a perfectly symmetrical heart-shaped face, with large soulful chocolate brown eyes, a cute ski-jump nose and delightful kiss me crimson lips. And her flawless skin radiated from within. She’d opened the top button of her silk blouse, showing glimpses of a white lace bra. Her black leather midi-skirt hugged her hips like a Ferrari purring along the Amalfi Coast. And with four-inch heels, our lips were a mere three inches apart as we spoke.

“I’ve sent Susan a message to let her know what a wonderful job you did, Mister Purcell.”

“Thank you for the kind gesture, Deputy Prime Minister.”

“Please, call me Helena. Look, I must run, but my assistant, Bjorn, will exchange details with you. You have a talent. I’d like to stay in touch, Mister Purcell.”

I stood dumbfounded while Helena picked up her handbag and left.

“May I have your phone, Mister Purcell?” Bjorn asked.

I hand it over. A few taps, and he handed it back.

“You must keep the Deputy Prime Minister’s details confidential, Mister Purcell.”

Bjorn towered over me, blocking all light.

“Of course, that won’t be a problem. Thank you, Bjorn.”

Checking my phone, I saw a new contact for Helena Fredrickson. A note in brackets clearly stated the contact was to be kept confidential. I felt very privileged. Like I’d entered a secret society of sorts. Before closing Helena’s contact, I noted a message in my history. Bjorn had sent a message from my phone to Helena’s, with my contact details clearly displayed and noting that I worked in Susan Owen’s office. Wow, she was serious about her networking. And the idea of working with her in the future definitely excited me. Chuffed, I headed out into the conference.

Four hours of networking had me cover about a third of Susan’s hit list. I spoke with climate change leaders from across the globe. Some of them were via interpreters, but all the conversations were valuable. I even picked up several new contacts, people that Susan hadn’t flagged. In four brief hours, my climate change network had quadrupled in size. And each person eagerly engaged with me. Around 4:00 pm, I received a message. Thinking it may be news from Susan, I opened it immediately.

“Will I see you at the keynote presenter's networking session later?” Helena messaged.

“I assumed the VIP invite was only for Susan.”

“I'll meet you at the door if that makes you feel more comfortable.”

“Then, yes, I'll see you there, Deputy Prime Minister.”

I walked the five minutes back to the hotel. No-one knew me and the late afternoon air was fresh. Heading back, I obsessed about what to wear. I’d packed my good suit for the presentation, but Helena had already seen me in that. I knew it was ridiculous, but I wanted to impress her as an adult who owned more than a single set of big boy clothes. But surely, it’s semantics. She wants to chat to me about my work and wouldn’t care what I wore. Still, I wanted to impress her and leave a memorable mark. I ended up staying with my presentation suit. A mentor once told me you never need to apologise for being too well dressed.

With more than a few minutes to spare, I got to appreciate my hotel room. Wall to ceiling windows captured the perfect view of the Manchester skyline. And with the sun setting in the west, an orange glow shone off glass office buildings, diminishing the night lights of others. A king-sized bed with a brown leather upholstered bedhead and crisp white bed linen dominated the room. A small table and credenza desk combination completed the spartan furniture offering. The mini bar was perfect, free and full. While a shower large enough to host a party in, pumped reviving hot water over my weary body.

After freshening up and changing my underwear, I checked my look in the mirror. If I were in a London bar, I’d be sure to score. But Manchester was different, especially the keynote speaker crowd. I called Randolph and met him in the lobby. After a five-minute limousine ride, I meandered towards the networking session. After explaining who I was to another man in black, I noted Helena a few feet ahead talking to the UN Secretary General. I didn’t want to interrupt, but upon noticing me at yet another security checkpoint, she thanked him for his time and headed towards me.

“Ah, Nick. I've been waiting to speak with you.”

The security guard handed over a pass and ushered me through without further questioning. Helena took my hand and lead me into a quiet corner of the room. With about a hundred guests and half as many people again providing service, the room was loud but not overly crowded. Helena had worn her presentation outfit for the networking session. Her soft silken blouse and leather skirt grazed my arm as we walked, sending shivers up my spine. Bjorn and Randolph followed us, but kept a five yard distance at all times.

“You have me at a disadvantage, Nick.”

My look of confusion spoke volumes.

“I gather you know everything about me, but you appear to be quite the enigma.”

“Oh, I'm sorry, Deputy Prime Minister. Where do I start?”

“By calling me Helena. And why don't you start with your relationship status?”

Holy crap. Did Helena Fredrickson just hit on me? Wait until I tell Christopher and Ella.

“I’m single, Helena. Wedded to the career at present.”

“Yes, I know how you feel. Still, that doesn't mean we need to remain celibate, does it?”

“Tell me about your greatest passion, Nick.”

I broke into an impassioned plea about climate change. How frustrated I was that talk wasn’t leading to action.

“I’m presenting at a conference next month and would appreciate your perspective, Nick.”

“Is that the World Climate Summit in Geneva, Helena?”

“Exactly. They have asked me to share the secrets of creating a climate change culture.”

“It would be awesome to get inside your head on that one.”

“Then let's grab dinner to discuss it, Nick. But I need to head past my hotel room on the way.”


CHAPTER FOUR


BJORN LED HELENA, Randolph, and me to a waiting limousine. The car quickly whisked us towards The Edwardian Manchester, the hotel we both stayed at.

“Manchester has a special place in my heart, Nick.”

“Why is that?”

“As a teenager, I used to visit here each summer.”

“What did you do as a teenager.?”

“I’d sneak away without my parents realising. While I was still working out who I really was. Manchester Pride showed me I didn’t need to hide the real me. And that I could still live a life of service and purpose.”

Wow, that was quite the surprising and heart-warming confession.

The two-hundred-year-old gothic reception building looked a treat at night. Curved windows beckoned the weary traveller, as if it was a friendly pub. But the car took us around the back and towards the newer five-star hotel. The contemporary glass tower reflected lights from the city as we passed by before heading down a ramp to the car park. I couldn’t believe I was staying in the same hotel as the Deputy Prime Minister of Sweden, albeit I expected in a different class of room.

Bjorn conducted a security check, then led us into the lift. He selected the fourteenth floor. As the lift doors opened, Bjorn and Randolph went to work, checking that everything was safe. Bjorn then led us to the end of the corridor to a door badged Penthouse 1.

“Please come in while I drop off my bags, Nick.”

Bjorn conducted a serious body search. It didn't quite include body cavities, but it got scarily close.

“Okay, you are right to go in,” Bjorn said.

“We’ll be outside the door should you need us,” Randolph said.

“Thank you, men,” I said, a little unsure how else to react.

Bjorn opened the door and stepped inside, turning on the lights and closing the door after him. Rustling noises lasted twenty seconds as we stood and watched the closed door. Eventually, it opened, and Bjorn handed Helena the key.

“All clear, Deputy Prime Minister.”

Stepping inside Helena’s hotel room for the first time blew my mind. The entrance alone appeared three time the size of my apartment. At the far end of a massive living room sat a window with panoramic views of the Manchester City skyline. I stood gobsmacked while Helena closed the door behind me. Helena dropped her bag, making quite a colossal bang. I feared Bjorn would break in and switch into Green Beret mode.

“I’ve been waiting to do this since we met in the Green Room, Nick.”

To my complete surprise, Helena ripped open my shirt before pushing me back against the door. She kissed me like a woman possessed, thrusting her forceful tongue deep inside my mouth.

“Oh fuck, you’ve had me hard since you delivered that speech, Nick.”

Wow, I’d not heard it described like that. It must have been a Swedish translation thing. But the feeling was mutual. Helena slid her hand down until she reached my belt. As if by magic, I ended up wearing nothing but my trunks.

“And now, Nick, let’s see if my dreams become reality.”

Helena had me rock hard in an instant. I thanked my lucky stars and lent back in ecstasy.

While Helena's hands got me hard, her mouth pushed me over the edge. After dropping to her knees, Helena's action hit all the right spots. Sure, she was around ten years older and more experienced than me. But she knew exactly where and when to move to extract every ounce of pleasure. Experience can only take you so far. And Helena surpassed that point within the first few seconds.

“Oh, that’s incredible, Helena.”

Helena took me deep and held. Letting her throat do the work instinctively. I must confess it took less than thirty seconds for me to lose all control.

“I’m coming,” I moaned.

That encouraged Helena further. She held me deep and swallowed every drop of my precious gift.

As Helena looked up at me with a look of pride in a job well done, my breathing slowly returned to moderate levels. Helena stood, kissing me wilfully to share her generous bounty. As we kissed, she turned us to place her back against the door.

“Looks like it's your turn to repay the favour, Mister Purcell.”

“I’d be honoured, Deputy Prime Minister.”

We kissed while I slowly unbuttoned Helena's silk blouse, fumbling a little more through inexperience than nerves. Helena unclipped her white lace bra, revealing the most perfect pair of 36Cs. Sitting pertly and perfectly aligned, they appeared built for pleasure. I set to the task at hand, first working on the left nipple before switching to the right. But Helena had other ideas.

“I want you to take me deep, Nick.”

Helena slid up her leather skirt and pushed down on my shoulders.

I knew what to expect next as she directed me towards the target. The warmth of her leather skirt distracted me for a moment. I slid down a black pair of satin and lace panties to reveal a cock that rivalled mine. Not bigger, but impressive. Ready for action, it was cut, shaved, and pumped full of excitement.

Oh shit, what am I gonna do? Bjorn is outside the door, a mere five feet away. Six foot six of pure Viking warrior. A guy that could squash me like a bug in a matter of seconds. This was the Deputy Prime Minister of Sweden, for goodness’ sake. And she’d just given me an orgasm for the ages. In politics, you sometimes need to go with your instincts. And mine told me I had only one way forward.

“Hurry, Nick, before I burst.”

Kneeling, and with two hands guiding my head towards the throbbing target, I decided the time to man-up had arrived. There was no talking my way out of this situation. What I wanted to do had to take a back seat to what I needed to do. I just hoped Christopher didn’t find out. He’d badger me for a blow-by-blow description. Taking a deep breath, I closed my eyes and thought of England.

“Fuck, yeah. That’s the way.”


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


“THERE'S SOMETHING WRONG with your hotel bill.”

“Shouldn't be. Let me see, Nicole.”

“They've missed all charges for extras.”

“I checked everything. But I don’t trust online checkouts.”

Something about Nicole grabbed my attention. Well, first there was the way she dressed. A long-sleeved black and white leopard print top slipped seamlessly beneath a black skin-tight pencil skirt. Nicole’s hair fell about her shoulders and down towards a stunning, deep cleavage. Her makeup was subtle but sexy, with apple-red lips calling out from a flawlessly bronzed face. A pair of signature black and silver encrusted four-inch stiletto ankle boots completed the outfit perfectly.

“The bill suggests that in a room with an open bar, you drank nothing, Nick.”

“I spent little time in my hotel room, to be honest.”

“If it was me, I wouldn't have left the hotel.”

“I didn't say I left the hotel.”

“You sly dog, Nick. You hooked up, didn't you?”

“I’m not saying if I did, or I didn’t.”

Nicole looked down at her computer. She tapped away on the keyboard for less than twenty seconds.

“Deputy PM Helena Fredrickson. You bloody rockstar.”

“How the hell did you know that? Have you got access to surveillance footage or something? And don't utter a word, Nicole. You must swear.”

“There's no shame in sampling one of life's true delicacies.”

“Sorry, what did you say?”

“I gather that's your first time with a transgender woman.”

“Shhh. How do you know, Nicole?”

“It's my job to know everything. Your phone records show it was Deputy PM Helena Fredrickson, and the dossier I gave you clearly stated she's a transgender woman.”

Perhaps I should have read that during the train ride. Then I may have avoided a confronting surprise. But I wouldn't have changed anything. That night with Helena took me from child to man. My eyes opened. I desperately wanted to continue my education.

“How was it, Nick? Talk about sampling from the top shelf.”

I said nothing, but couldn't hide my smile.

“Top, bottom, or versatile?”

“Oh, she’s definitely versatile... Hang on. I can't let this get out, Nicole.”

Although inside I was excited to be telling someone.

“Are you planning on hooking up again?”

“Maybe. Helena may have asked me to help with her presentation at the World Climate Summit in Geneva.”

“Someone’s gonna have a sore arse. I’d suggest you buy a butt plug to prepare yourself. I’ll send you a recommendation.”

I suddenly saw Nicole in a new light. She appeared far more worldly than I gave her credit for.

“You gotta swear to keep this just between the two of us, Nicole.”

“Which bit. The business relationship or the intimate one?”

“The intimate one. I don't want Christopher getting any whiff of this.”

“Then let's keep it our little secret. On the proviso that you keep me updated. I want a blow-by-blow account of everything. And a new pair of Jimmy Choo shoes.”

“Okay, anything. But you must keep it secret.”

“You couldn't imagine the secrets I have locked away in this vault.”

“Is that why you always appear beautifully dressed?”

“Oh, that’s sweet. I’m flattered that you’ve noticed ‘little old me’. Let's just say I couldn't afford Jimmy Choo shoes on my salary.”

Waiting for my next contact from Helena nearly killed me. We’d agreed that I couldn’t reach out to her. I watched my phone incessantly for the rest of the day. No sign of messages. In fact, three days passed by without contact. But then the message I yearned for appeared in my feed.

“Any plans for the weekend, Nick?”

“Nothing more important than the World Climate Summit.”

“Then I'll send your travel arrangements. I'll see you at the airport.”

Less than a minute later, my travel plans arrived. Booked to fly into Stockholm International Airport, we'd head for a hotel called Kolarbyn EcoLodge. Around two hours out of Stockholm near the township of Skinnskatteberg, the eco-friendly hotel appeared both isolated and extremely private. As I moved to open the link, my phone dinged.

“This isn't keeping me updated, Nick.”

“Would you like to get coffee?”

“I thought you'd never ask.”

“I’ll meet you downstairs in five minutes, Nicole.”

Knowing that Christopher and Ella would tag along if they saw Nicole and I leave together, Nicole pretended to get a request for coffee from Susan. It did the job. Meanwhile, I headed to the toilet as an interim step towards freedom. Five minutes later, we sat across the table from each other in the Grand Room, lattes in hand.

“Where are you lustful lovers headed?”

“I’ll send you the details, Nicole.”

Nicole's phone dinged, and she opened the message. A few seconds later, she scanned the same page as me.

“Nice digs. Very neanderthal.”

Nicole's comment was spot on. As I pored over the photos of Kolarbyn Ecolodge, fear overcame me.

“How the hell can we work there?”

“Let me guess. It’s the lack of electricity that concerns you, is it, Nick?”

“It's a hut with a fire, two wooden beds and a pile of animal skins.”

“It looks nice. I’m gonna add it to my bucket list.”

“What do you think she's got in mind?”

“Well, she lives a stressful life. And this place looks like the perfect place to release a little tension.”

“I guess that makes sense. It has a sauna.”

“My guess is that you won't leave the hut too often, Nick. I hope you’ve been using that butt plug.”

“Yes, thanks for the shopping advice.”

“My job here is to help everyone in the office.”

“But sometimes you go over and above.”

“As long as it's appreciated, I don't mind, Nick.”

“Well, I'd be lost without you. It's a pity you can't help me learn about sex with a transgender girl. I'm scared I'll disappoint Helena.”

“I’ll send you a briefing note, Nick.”

Nicole sent through a dossier within the hour. One that opened my eyes to a whole new world of possibilities.


CHAPTER SIX


ARRIVING AT STOCKHOLM International Airport was like stepping into an episode of ‘Get Smart’. The Swedes automated everything to within an inch of its life. Some doors opened towards me. Other doors separated as I approached. There was even a door that disappeared into the roofline like a garage roller door. After navigating my way to the luggage collection area, a familiar silhouette blocked all the light from above.

“I have your luggage, Mister Purcell. Please follow me to the limousine,” Bjorn said.

“Thank you, Bjorn. Wonderful to see you again.”

“Likewise, Mister Purcell.”

I followed Bjorn through a packed Friday night crowd that he cut a swathe through as he passed.

A black limousine with jet black tinted windows awaited me. The V8 engine burbled away, occasionally growling as the driver pressed the accelerator. Bjorn dropped my bags and opened the car door for me. Inside sat Helena, smiling, but with her phone stuck to her ear. While Bjorn loaded the luggage and I jumped into the car, Helena finished up her call.

“Nicholas Purcell, how good it is to see you again,” Helena said.

“I’m ultra grateful for the opportunity to work together, Deputy Prime Minister.”

“We've got a two-hour drive to the hotel and a speech to perfect. Do you have your laptop handy?”

“I’ve read through it again on the plane and have made some notes, Deputy Prime Minister.”

While Helena’s smile sent my heart into overdrive, her outfit drew just as much attention. A taupe fur coat sat over a white polo-neck jumper. Faded blue jeans, with strategically located rips, kind of covered her bottom half. Helena’s hair ran freely over her shoulders, with two long blonde streaked wisps flowing over her ample chest. Dramatic eye shadow and sensual crimson lips vied for my attention. Black four-inch block heeled ankle boots completed the outfit to perfection.

Much to my surprise and disappointment, Helena was all business during the two-hour drive. I provided my feedback to a receptive Deputy Prime Minister who took everything on board and never once acted inappropriately. We thrashed out the core message, the structure and several stories that emphasised the key points. We were on a roll. Never had I worked as efficiently with someone as during those two hours.

Just as my creativity waned, the limousine indicator clicked. The car pulled off the bitumen highway and onto a noisier gravel road. It slowed to a crawl as the driver navigated the long wheelbase over deep potholes between massive, green spruce trees. A second burst of indicator clicking followed five minutes later as we pulled into the driveway of the Kolarbyn Ecolodge.

“We've arrived, Deputy Prime Minister,” Bjorn said.

“Thank you, Bjorn. I'd like to stretch my legs.”

“Certainly, Deputy Prime Minister. Just let me run a security check first.”

Bjorn exited and disappeared for ten minutes while we finished up reviewing the speech.

A few minutes later, the car door opened, and Bjorn's massive arm moved towards Helena.

“Everything is secure, Deputy Prime Minister,” Bjorn said.

“Thank you, Bjorn.”

Helena took Bjorn's hand and exited the limousine. I followed closely behind. Once Bjorn had steadied Helena, he carefully released her hand.

“The left path is most stable given your footwear choice, Deputy Prime Minister.”

Helena took my hand and wrapped it around her waist as we followed Bjorn towards our cabin. Well, I was expecting a cabin, but hut would better describe it. The clear, fresh aroma of pine, spruce, and birch filled my lungs. I hadn’t experienced the open spaces for quite a while. And never like this. A short walk ahead, a smiling man sat in an open-fronted hut. Above the open shop window sat a ‘Kolarbyn EcoLodge Reception’ sign.

We ventured further from the car and into the forest. Each twenty yards, a makeshift hut stood. Blended into the forest, they weren't always easy to spot. Each appeared unique, although I only saw a half dozen. Invariably, it was the plume of smoke rising from the small chimney that gave their locations away. Given we'd passed several small huts along the way, my expectations were high for a penthouse cabin. Alas, I was wrong.

“Here we are, Deputy Prime Minister. Botvid, your home for the next two nights.”

“Thank you, Bjorn.”

“Just let me carry out a security check.”

Bjorn opened the door and headed inside. There couldn't have been much to check as he returned before I’d admired all the rips in Helena’s jeans.

“All is secure, Deputy Prime Minister. I'll be staying in the next hut. Please call out if you need anything.”

Concerned about the thinness of the hut walls, especially given the expectations of the following two nights, I followed Helena into the hut. From the outside, it looked like a mound of dirt pushed up between a few tree trunks. But behind the ragged wooden door, something more akin to a log cabin awaited us. Only smaller, almost sauna sized. An open fire crackled a few feet away, providing light and heat. A wooden bed around six inches high sat on either side of the central walkway. And a half dozen bear-skin rugs sat loosely across the beds. It was spartan, but romantic.

Bjorn had stoked the fire for us and left a pile of thick wooden logs. He needed to, as the air was fresh. But once inside the hut, Helena took a few steps towards the fire. She dropped her fur jacket on top of her bags. Her pristine jumper slid over her head, before she placed it on top of her jacket. A white satin camisole with lace across the top and bottom glistened with the reflection of the fire.

The camisole was next to slide over Helena's head. I wondered when this dream would stop. But Helena appeared on a mission. And I definitely wasn’t gonna ask her to stop. Helena's bra was next to join the pile. Followed by the belt from her jeans.

“Could you help me remove the boots?” Helena asked.

I moved forward and offered support while sliding down the zippers and carefully removing them. Once both were off, I placed them neatly at the end of the bed.

“Don’t worry, Mister Purcell. I'll put them back on when I'm done.”

Helena unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down over her thighs to reveal incredibly well-toned legs. Finally, Helena slid her black lace panties down, stepping out of them when they pooled at her feet. These were no everyday pair of panties you’d find under a pair of jeans. The sexy G-string contained satin and lace in all the right places.

Helena stepped back into the boots before turning to me.

“Could you zip me up please, Mister Purcell?”

Helena faced me, wearing nothing but a pair of black four-inch stiletto ankle boots.

“How could I say no, Deputy Prime Minister?”


CHAPTER SEVEN


“YOU HAVE ME at a disadvantage, Mister Purcell.”

“How so, Deputy Prime Minister?”

“My excitement is obvious, whereas yours is less so.”

“I can assure you I am every bit as excited. Perhaps more so.”

Helena’s luscious locks hung down to cover her pert breasts. While it cast her face into partial shadow, her lips still beckoned me. Helena’s arms and legs appeared lithe and strong, with a fabulous muscle tone highlighting a lifetime of workouts. A small scar sat above one knee. Else her legs were every bit as perfect as the rest of her. And wearing four-inch heels pushed her tight arse out and highlighted her stunning muscular legs. But it was what lay between the arms and legs that interested me most. Shaved except for a small heart-shaped crop of pubic hair, Helena’s semi-flaccid cock looked feminine. Almost yearning out for gentle kisses to bring it to life.

Helena stepped forward, her pert breasts swaying and her semi-flaccid bonus bouncing. She placed a hand on either side of my face and kissed me. Her touch sent waves of excitement through my body. I knew what was coming next, and I struggled to contain my anticipation. The crackling of the fire became drowned out by Helena’s intense, heavy breathing. Her tongue parted my lips and slid deep inside my mouth.

I responded to Helena's advance by sliding my hands down her back and onto her muscular bottom. Pulling Helena close, I inhaled her vibrant floral aroma. It filled my lungs, invading every portion of my being. It took no time until Helena's hands moved onto my jacket. The dance had begun, and we both knew every step. With my jacket on the floor, my jumper occupied her full attention.

“You look like you're dressed for the arctic, Mister Purcell.”

“In my defence, I'm sure I could see the North Pole from here, Deputy Prime Minister.”

With my jumper removed, Helena unbuttoned my shirt and dropped it to the floor. My undershirt lifted over my head, making its way onto the ever-growing clothes pile.

Naked from the waist up, I pulled Helena close. The skin-on-skin contact was heavenly, causing me to shiver with excitement. Helena’s pupils had fully dilated, making them look almost jet black. Helena’s nipples stiffened as she slowly swayed her hips. But Helena had other priorities. She shifted her attention to my bottom half. I did likewise. Helena had been semi-hard since getting undressed and I wanted to up the ante.

That first touch of Helena's soft warm skin in my palm inspired her kisses. With tongue action becoming ragged, Helena dropped my jeans and trunks to the floor. For the first time I stood naked, kissing Helena, while we handled each other's cocks. Helena’s action inspired me to try fresh approaches. It was as if I learned from a master. And I wasn’t letting that opportunity slip. Her action was skilful yet playful, almost insightful, getting me rock-hard in an instant.

The fire roared away behind us as the orange light bounced off Helena's stunning locks. My legs shook as Helena took me closer to orgasm by hand. My excitement built, before Helena changed grip or speed to keep me at the ultimate plateau. I didn't know how Helena could stand on heels when my legs trembled. But I thanked my lucky stars she did, as both our mouths and cocks aligned.

Helena took both cocks into her hands and slid them against one another. The softness of her cock only bettered the firmness of her grip. This sensation was unfamiliar. Difficult to describe, the best I could say is it felt ethereal. She worked our cocks while her heart almost beat out of her chest against mine. Her breathing became laboured, and our kisses became ragged.

My legs quaked as my orgasm built. I was past the point of no return and unable to react to Helena’s actions. Helena increased the speed of her strokes, moving me yet closer still to the impending outcome. I leaned back against the hut wall, struggling for any help to go with the flow.

“I’m gonna come,” I moaned.

Helena kissed me deeply, holding our bodies against one another as our shared bounty shot up onto our stomachs.

“That two hours in the car was hell, Nick. I just wanted to reach out and taste you. Savour your manhood right there and then.”

“I was worried the weekend would be strictly business, Helena. I didn't know how I'd go through two days without touching you.”

“Then let's get this show on the road. We've got a warm fire and more bearskin rugs than you could ever desire.”

“Speaking of desires.”

A rustle outside our hut made me jump with worry. Surely Bjorn wasn't about to break down the door and subdue me. Especially right after I’d received the best hand job of my brief life.

“Don't worry. Bjorn will take care of everything, Nick.”

“Then let me drop to my knees and take care of you.”


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


“WELCOME BACK, COWBOY. Looks like you've been riding a horse all weekend,” Nicole said.

“That would be funny if it wasn't half true.”

“Tell me everything.”

“Not here, Nicole. Let's catch up for coffee mid-morning.”

“I can't wait. At least give me something juicy to keep me going, Nick.”

I racked my brain for a safe tidbit of information to disclose. Something that would satisfy Nicole, but not give too much away.

“Helena introduced me to the joys of frotting. I'm a big fan.”

“I said juicy, Nick. That's like saying you like blow jobs.”

Nicole moved towards her desk, placing her body in full view. She wore a cream cashmere jumper style dress, with a large cowl neckline and a band that pulled it in, about mid-thigh level. A long beige overcoat, open at the front, provided the extra level of warmth. Cream four-inch stiletto knee-high boots and a matching handbag completed the outfit. Her hair, pulled tightly on top of her head, fed into a ponytail tied in three places. With dark Ray Bans and bright crimson lipstick against her olive skin, she could have stepped off a movie set.

Susan called everyone into her office for the Monday morning meeting. She ran through the business for the week. Few new items made it onto the agenda, giving me time to check out Nicole’s hair arrangement from behind.

“Now I've had an unusual request. To send a member of our team overseas later in the week,” Susan said.

“I’m free this week if you need someone to join you,” Christopher said.

“No, it’s not me that will be missing. The travel request is for our very own Nick Purcell.”

I looked at Nicole and tried to hold in my excitement. She smiled knowingly, pleased to be first to know, and even more pleased to be privy to the full story.

“The request came through from the Swedish Deputy Prime Minister.”

“Looks like someone made a huge impression,” Christopher said, cackling.

“And she's even offered to pick up all the costs.”

Please let me go. Please let me go.

“And while I have a busy schedule this week, and Nick has plenty of work to do, I'm unable to deny her request.”

Yes, I'm heading to Geneva. I struggled to bottle up my excitement.

“Unless Nick cannot explain the reason for the request, that is.”

Oh, shit. There it was. Defeat snatched from the jaws of success. What should I say? That we're fucking. I'd cop flack about it forever from Christopher. And while I liked Helena, I wasn't ready to discuss my feelings with everyone in the office, including my boss.

“The Deputy PM reached out to our office with a request to review a paper she was putting together. Given that she liked what Nick had written for the conference last week, I forwarded it to him. She's quite impressed with his feedback,” Nicole said.

“Fair enough. Please let Helena know Nick is available then, Nicole.”

“And here was I thinking she was after your body, and not your mind,” Christopher said.

“Not even in his wildest dreams,” Ella added.

Everyone laughed. I looked at Nicole and mouthed thank you. Nicole pointed to her boots and mouthed Jimmy Choo in response. All I could do was nod.

“When are you taking me shopping for shoes, Nick?”

“Are you seriously asking me to go shoe shopping with you?”

“That was the agreement we had, but it’s not too late for me to change it.”

“I said I'd pay, not pick them out for you, Nicole.”

“I promise I'll wear them to work.”

“What are you doing at lunchtime?”

“That's the spirit, Valentino. I don't know what tricks you pulled out on the weekend, but I'm expecting a blow-by-blow description.”

“It all started the moment Helena shut the door to our hut.”

I detailed our two days of non-stop passion. And all in less than fifteen minutes. Nicole asked me a series of questions, which I was happy to answer. She called me a slut at least a half dozen times. Each time, I responded with a wry smile. And she asked me to repeat myself more than once. Especially where the mechanics of our love making were concerned. But once I was done, I could tell Nicole was more than a little hot under the collar.

“What's next for the two of you?” Nicole asked.

“I honestly do not know. I’m not expecting much. That's the only way I have to protect myself.”

“Oh, you expect it to burn out, then?”

“Somehow, I can't see myself fitting into her life, or vice versa.”

Even uttering those words deflated me a little. Lost in the moment, I simply hadn’t considered the future. Sure, I was about to head to Geneva for three fun-filled days and nights with the woman of my dreams. But my serious side acknowledged that heartbreak was inevitable.

“Make the most of every second while you can, Nick.”

“I know, no regrets, right?”

My travel arrangements arrived by email later in the day. I would fly to Geneva first class, where a limousine would take me to Helena's hotel room. This time, there was no room booked in my name. We would spend the three nights together. Helena presented in the morning session on day two. I struggled to believe my luck. I had to pinch myself to ensure this was actually happening.


CHAPTER NINE


WITH PLENTY OF work to do, I flew out early on the first day of the conference. After ninety minutes in the air, I arrived at Geneva Airport. The view on approach was incredible, with glacial green lakes abutting snow-capped mountains.

“Look out for a man in black holding a sign,” Bjorn messaged.

After several false starts, I recognised the man sent to meet me. He was the all business, man in black type. Much like another dozen around him.

“Follow me please, Mister Purcell.”

The man in black picked up my suitcase and escorted me to a black limousine, complete with pitch black tinted windows.

After a brief fifteen-minute drive, Lake Geneva came into view. The majestic body of water, surrounded by opulent chalets, exceeded all expectations. Nothing could properly describe the colour of the glacial water. A few hundred yards down the road, a boat harbour came into view, filled to almost brimming with at least a hundred elite watercraft. And behind the boats, gushing water a few hundred feet in the air, sat the famous Lake Geneva Water Fountain. Luckily, the lake had thawed after winter, allowing the fountain a time to shine.

Driving beside Lake Geneva, the Swiss Chalet style buildings suddenly scaled up. Each building competed for the multi-million-dollar views. But the largest and most prominent instantly caught my attention. Bright white with a grey slate roof, the seven-story building featured massive domes at each corner. Manicured trees sat out front like bonsais, while broad balconies protected by black wrought-iron railings provided residents with the perfect spot to embrace the stunning view.

“What is that building?” I asked.

“The Woodward. Where you will be staying.”

While inwardly impressed, I tried to act calm. My excitement bubbled from deep within. Making restraint quite difficult. But I knew what they expected and got the hang of Helena’s world. As the car drove under the most impressive building, I awaited instructions. Once safely parked, the man in black conducted a full security search. He was extremely thorough, even questioning me about my butt plug. With that embarrassment out of the way, he led me into a private elevator.

The elevator had only two buttons. An up and a down.

“I’ll bring your bags up in a few minutes, sir.”

The man in black pushed the up button, causing the elevator to ascend. As the elevator came to a stop, a ding rang out, and the doors opened. Cautiously stepping into a grand entrance, a breath-taking panorama of Lake Geneva stood before me.

“Welcome, Mister Purcell. Please, let me conduct a security check on you,” Bjorn said.

“Sure. Nice to see you again, Bjorn.”

Bjorn patted me down and scanned me with a portable metal detector. He encouraged me to raise my arms and hold them straight out. Having seen him in action, I knew to comply with all of his wishes.

“Thank you, Mister Purcell. Please follow me.”

Bjorn led me across the grand room. With Helena, I’d seen gracious hotel rooms, but this was a palace. As I turned a corner in the L-shaped room, I spotted Helena sitting behind a massive mahogany desk. Stained in a deep cherry shade, it had a large royal blue writing insert. Helena was on the phone, undressing me with her eyes.

“Yes, Prime Minister, I will make the announcement.”

Understanding that I’d probably walked in on a conversation that may have been not just private, but confidential, I turned towards the incredible one-hundred-and-eighty-degree view.

“Goodnight, Prime Minister.”

Helena put down her phone and walked towards me. She looked incredible, dressed in a simple white short-sleeved blouse tucked into a black leather skirt that sat about four inches above her knees. A grey and white checked jacket draped over her shoulders, while a pair of fire-engine red four-inch stiletto suede ankle boots completed the outfit perfectly. Her makeup was subtle, allowing her deep chocolate eyes to attract all attention.

“I hope you don't mind sharing a hotel room with me, Nick. I figured it'd make it easier to work on our speech. And The Presidential Suite has everything we need.”

The door opened, and the man in black dropped my bags before leaving.

“I’m happy to fit in with whatever plans you have.”

“Excellent. Let me show you where to put that bag, Nick.”

Helena led me down a long hallway, past a dining room, then a meeting room, then a massive bathroom, and into the largest bedroom I'd seen in my life. The outlook was breath-taking, two-hundred-and-seventy-degree views of Lake Geneva. I dropped my bag and hurried towards the window like a school kid.

“This view is majestic.”

“I’m not used to being ignored, Nick.”

I turned to see Helena standing naked except for a pair of red four-inch stiletto suede ankle boots.

“But I'd rather this view instead, any day.”

“I’ve missed you, Nick. Have you missed me?”

“Let me show you how much.”

I stepped forward and kissed Helena deeply. My hand dropped to her flaccid cock, which was hard in an instant.

“I need you inside me, Nick.”

I took the initiative, pushing Helena onto the bed. She rolled over on the satin sheets, ending on her stomach, before pulling her knees to her chest.

My pants were off before she had time to look back. I drizzled a solid dob of my spit between her butt cheeks before wiping a solid coating along my weapon. That first entry of the day felt like coming home. Helena chirped as I drove deeper and deeper. I began understanding her needs intuitively. Once my balls rested against her arse, I pulled backward.

Holding Helena's hips, I bashed my pelvis against her hips repeatedly. Each heavenly in-stroke drew a squeal of delight. And a sigh accompanied each delightful out-stroke. It took less than a minute for our connection to bear fruit. I quickly lost control before driving deep and holding.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

Helena steadied herself by grabbing the bedclothes hard, turning her knuckles white. I pulled Helena's arse towards me, straining with every ounce of energy to hold deeper than I'd ever reached. Helena’s moans rivalled mine as I knew the inevitable orgasm approached. Seconds later, my gift gushed out, warming the cockles of Helena's heart as it did.

Helena pushed back before turning her head and kissing me passionately. We remained connected while I finished her by hand. She took a mere twenty seconds, as I kept her on a plateau for as long as humanly possible. But honestly, I struggled to delay the inevitable as she'd been sliding her cock along the satin sheets as I ploughed her from behind.

“I’m coming,” Helena moaned.


CHAPTER TEN


I WOKE EARLY on the morning of the speech, with my arm loosely draped around Helena. She held me close with a firm grip on my arm. Not wanting to disturb her, I lay still, inhaling her sensual aroma. Quietly I lifted the sheet, exposing Helena’s delicate shoulder, then her breasts, before her semi-flaccid cock came into view. Behind Helena sat a stunning panoramic vista of Lake Geneva. But I hardly noticed. Instead, my eyes were well and truly focused on something more beautiful.

Helena's alarm screeched to life right at 6:00 am. Oh crap. I still had the sheet lifted with my eyes trained on her mouthwatering treat.

“You've made me cold, Nick. Now warm me up.”

I needed no further encouragement. Kissing my way from Helena’s shoulder to her hip, I made my way beneath the sheets and gifted Helena the perfect morning treat.

“What a perfect way to start my day. Thank you, Nick.”

Breakfast awaited us in the dining room. A veritable smorgasbord stretched out across the sixteen-seat table. Aromas of still sizzling bacon, sausage, toast and fresh fruit tantalised my senses.

“I can’t wait to see your presentation, Helena.”

“I think you’ll like what you see. Glimpses of it, at least, are for your eyes only.”

The previous day, I’d given Helena a gift that Nicole had helped me pick out. A silk and lace G-string with a matching bra. And a pair of white ankle boots. Simple, but sexy as hell.

After a series of security checks, Helena and I sat in a limousine en route to the conference centre. Helena answered a call as we departed the hotel. She was deep in conversation with the Prime Minister, in Swedish. While it was interesting to hear Helena converse in her native language, I didn’t understand a word of it. But she did most of the listening and took copious notes. I hadn’t seen her in a serious work situation before. The conversation continued well after our arrival at the conference centre. After more security checks, Helena headed backstage while I took a seat with the support crew in the front row.

As the moderator introduced the first round of keynote speakers, Helena headed onstage. Her demeanour shifted dramatically. Dressed in the style of a trendy young world leader, Helena wore a black short-sleeved silk blouse, tucked loosely into a simple pair of black cotton pants. Helena’s hair sat flowed loose and wild, while her makeup was subtle. A light sprinkling of blush, a little mascara, and lip gloss in a neutral shade radiated good health. She’d dressed to keep attention on the subject, and not her. But a sneaky peek of a lace bra, the absence of a visible panty line and a familiar pair of white Jimmy Choo ankle boots signalled what lay beneath the professional exterior. At least to me.

I must profess to finding it hard to focus on anything but Helena during the speeches. But when Helena’s turn came to deliver, I understood first hand why she was in such demand. She spoke with total authority and from the heart. A natural orator, it wasn’t merely the words she spoke. Rather, her vocal inflections, pauses, body language, and movement across the stage made it virtually impossible not to sit in awe. Helena even called out her work with the UK government, including a mention of Susan and me during the speech. If I could engage an audience half as well as Helena, I would be ecstatic. A standing ovation extended her speech for a solid ten minutes.

At the completion of Helena’s speech, came a ten-minute question time.

“Is it true, Deputy Prime Minister, that the Prime Minister has resigned this morning?” a journalist asked.

“Yes, that is true.”

“Does that mean that we should call you Prime Minister?”

“No, it means I'm Acting Prime Minister.”

“Why didn't you head back to Sweden this morning?”

“Because I wanted to deliver this speech and plead for action to help save my country and the world.”

“With the move to Prime Minister, will we be meeting your partner now?”

“Let's just take this one step at a time. It is not my goal to make this conference about me. The Climate Change challenge is too important to mankind.”

Helena returned to her seat to a standing ovation. Somehow, I figured a large part of that was because of Helena’s message and delivery. Not how she handled the questions. Wow, that news left a lot to unpack. Was I the partner the journalist had referred to? Or was that someone else? We’d only been dating for two weeks. And were we really dating? Did I really want to become the first man of Sweden? And would they would even ask me? Given that Helena would become the first transgender head of state, the media scrutiny would likely be intense.

Helena re-joined the panel on stage. Her smile radiated even as she sat listening to the remaining speakers. But I knew this incredible woman well. There were signs she wanted to move offstage and get down to the work of being Acting Prime Minister. Things that only someone who knew her intimately would recognise. At the end of the morning session, they’d scheduled a panel question time. Several more questions came up for Helena.

“How do you feel about becoming the first transgender Prime Minister?”

“I’m Acting Prime Minister. And it's not something that I've ever considered.”

“Will you be championing transgender rights during your term?”

“I don't want to make this question time about anything other than climate change.”

“I think we've had enough questions for Acting Prime Minister Helena Fredrickson. Do we have questions for the other members of the panel?” the moderator asked.

I could tell Helena wasn't happy to be hijacking the discussion. And I expected her to head back to the hotel after the morning session. A little hungry after an early workout and a wonderful morning of presentations, I headed to the lunch hall. Out of nowhere, a man in black appeared and asked me to accompany him.

The man in black led me to a limousine where Helena sat waiting with Bjorn.

“I’m sorry. I wasn't sure what the plan was.”

“I gather you've heard the news, Nick.”

“Yes, it's a big day for you, congratulations Acting Prime Minister.”

“Nick, my life is about to get a whole heap more complicated.”

“I couldn't imagine the situation you are stepping into.”

“Yes, I'll be pretty busy for quite a while.”

“That's fine. I understand. You need your space.”

“But I need to keep a balanced lifestyle. And I’ve become quite fond of your company, Nick.”

I reflected on our time together. Especially the ninety percent of it we’d spent naked. Not that I didn’t enjoy it. But I hardly knew this person.

“As I have your company. But I’m not sure how it would work.”

“I could find you a job in Stockholm.”

“I’m not sure if that's where my skills are best put to use, Acting Prime Minister.”

“You know how I feel. But I understand you’ve got a lot to consider. I need to fly back to Stockholm tomorrow morning at the latest.”

“Then why are we wasting time in the car?”

“I was thinking exactly the same thing.”

“Bjorn, could you take us back to the hotel, please?”


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


ENDURING TWO MORE rounds of security checks, it took a solid thirty minutes to reach our hotel room.

“You were incredible out there, Helena.”

Helena opened a couple of extra buttons to tease me before taking a call from her previous predecessor.

“Hold that thought, Nick.”

The call, all in Swedish, lasted throughout the trip, leaving me little to do but admire Helena’s assets along the way. Feeling ignored, I overstepped the mark a little, uncovering progressively more of Helena’s finest assets. It worked for me, although I think Bjorn got quite an enormous surprise when he patted me down outside the elevator. But once inside the hotel room, Helena hung up her phone, silenced the ringer, and ceremonially placed a cushion over her phone on the lounge. About ready to burst, I took her actions as a sign she felt the same. Although it had been less than five hours since our morning session, it seemed like an eternity.

“Anything urgent, madam Prime Minister?”

“It's Acting Prime Minister. But there's nothing that can't wait until after you've fucked me.”

There it was. Helena’s desires mirrored mine. I looked over to ensure Helena’s phone was off.

“I’ll leave you in private then, madam Acting Prime Minister,” Bjorn said.

“Yes, thank you, Bjorn. I'll shout should I need you.”

“Now where were we, Nicholas?”

“I recall something about fucking you as soon as you’ve modelled my present as a prelude.”

“Why are you men so needy?”

“Because I got something you crave. And you would do anything to see it, Acting Prime Minister.”

“Well, at least you recognised I was wearing your gift. There's no need to hide the surprise then,” Helena said before unbuttoning her blouse and sliding down her pants.

“To be honest, I’ve noticed little else since you got dressed this morning.”

“It’s nice to see I can hold your attention, Nick.”

“Oh, you know you can hold more than just that. Feel free to hold anything you like.”

Helena stood before me dressed in a bra and panties, made of silk and lace, and cut to highlight all her assets. This was no off the rack purchase. Nicole told me to buy only the best.

“Sorry. I keep forgetting about this shoe fetish of yours,” Helena said, placing her boots back on.

“I like it when we stand eye to eye, as equals, Helena.”

“Versatile lovers like me don't come along every day, you know?”

As Helena was my first transgender lover, I didn't fully appreciate her comment. She was perfect in every way. No one before had come anywhere close to satisfying me sexually. She'd unleashed a new side of me. One that I never imagined existed. For the first time in my life, I stood before a woman with limitless options for pleasure. Plus, she taught me something new every time we made love.

“Follow me. The time for sweet talk is over. You’re in my private suite. Seize the opportunity,” Helena said, grabbing my hand and leading me to the bedroom.

The sun streamed into the room from floor-to-ceiling windows on all sides. Lake Geneva glistened arctic green, while the snow-capped mountains reflected the unencumbered sun. Helena pushed a button on the wall, closing all blinds simultaneously.

“We can't take the chance that someone may be watching, Nick.”

I stepped forward and wrapped my arms around Helena's waist. Her excitement surged in an instant.

“Someone is awfully glad to see me.”

“She's not the only one, Nick.”

I kissed Helena's neck while sliding my hand inside her panties. The fragrance of essential oils and citrus perfume filled my lungs. As I kissed my way towards Helena's lips, she turned to meet me halfway.

“Are you gonna fuck me, or do I need to take control?” Helena asked.

“There's no rush. I want to savour this moment.”

I kissed Helena deeply while slowly stepping her back across the room. When we reached an antique tub chair with a footstool, I stopped.

“Sit on the stool and lay back against the chair.”

Helena complied with my request, offering me the perfect view of her incredible body. I reached down and slid Helena's lace panties over her bulge, down her legs, and over her boots. She removed her bra, releasing a perfect pair of 36Cs.

Helena reached out and unzipped my fly, releasing all six inches of my manhood. If I hadn't been rock hard already, her touch took me there. I gently lifted Helena's leg and placed an ankle boot on my right shoulder. I placed her other boot on my left shoulder. Grabbing her calves, I aligned her body for the perfect entry. Helena’s muscular legs provided the perfect lever, as she slid forward against the footstool and chair.

Helena reached up and wrapped her arm around my neck, pulling our lips together before kissing me. Her tongue broke through my flimsy defences and attacked mine with vigour. I dropped my hand to my cock and readied myself for the main course. I placed the tip of my cock against her flower and thrust forward excitedly. Helena's tongue darted forward as my cock slid past her sphincter and slipped inside her heavenly cavern.

I grabbed Helena’s hips, using them for purchase to thrust deeper with each stroke. The deeper I entered, the more passionate Helena's kisses became. Helena took handfuls of my hair and encouraged my movements. The harder she pulled, the deeper I thrust. But I wasn't looking for guidance. I knew exactly where I was taking us.

My calves bashed against the footstool at the end of each thrust. Helena locked her ankles together behind my back. The warm, soft leather pushed up under my shirt and against my skin. I thrust harder and harder. Helena's body held rigid, anchored with her arms around my neck, her feet behind my back, and my hands clasped to her thighs. At the end of each downstroke, Helena let out a muffled baby-bird chirp sound.

Helena's tongue play slowed each time I hit her target. Her body tensed and her arse pushed out to welcome me. I knew she was feeling this as much as I was. And I was only seconds away from blowing my stack. My breathing became more and more ragged, and my actions became quite stilted.

“Fuck me harder, Nick.”

But I was past the point of no return. No messages were getting through. While I wanted to be the considerate lover, it was now all about me. And me alone. I thrust one more time, as deep as I could, and held my body rigid with all my strength. A torrent of my warm nectar flowed deep inside Helena. Embracing the inner glow, Helena pulled me close and kissed me with renewed passion.

“That was amazing,” Helena said.

“You are amazing.”

“Did you ever think you'd fuck a Prime Minister?”

“Until today, I hadn’t met one I’d want to fuck. And aren’t you merely acting?”

“They’ve planned the announcement for when I return to Sweden tomorrow.”

“Then the next time we meet, I’ll be fucking a Prime Minister.”

“Unless I get a better offer.”

“If you had a better offer, you wouldn’t still be here, Helena.”


CHAPTER TWELVE


HELENA LENT FORWARD and pulled herself to her feet.

“Why are you still dressed, Nick?”

“Because it’s been all about you, as usual.”

“Then let’s see what we can do to even things up a little.”

Helena wasted no time. We both knew our time together needed to be cherished. She ripped my shirt open and threw it to the ground. Before I had time to even consider removing my shoes, Helena had my pants around my ankles, and her hands ventured inside my trunks.

“What’s with the old man trunks? I’m gonna have to buy you some sexy briefs.”

I sat on the footstool and kicked my shoes off. My pants dropped to the floor. Helena eagerly removed my old-man trunks, as she called them.

“Lay your head on the chair and keep your arse on the footstool. Now, lift your legs,” Helena said.

“What, like planking?”

“I don’t care what you call it. Just get it done, Nick.”

Helena bobbed down and crawled forward, opening my legs as she did. When she reached my thighs, her hands grabbed my semi-hard cock and consumed it. Oh, how much I’d missed Helena’s heavenly mouth. Her tongue and lips had me rock-hard in an instant. But once she’d lathered my cock with saliva, she stood up. Helena slid my left leg towards my right before straddling my torso. Grabbing my cock, she placed it against her hungry flower and dropped her full body weight onto mine.

As Helena re-positioned herself over me, she took me deep. I held rigid, providing the perfect base from which she could operate. She slowly dropped, taking me deep inside of her, before lifting with her legs and sliding my cock the full length of her glorious cavern. She drove deeper with each drop for the next few strokes.

“Fuck yeah, that’s hitting the spot,” Helena said, her eyes almost disappearing at the end of each downstroke.

I placed my hands on Helena’s thighs and steadied her while using my shoulders to remain horizontal and rigid. Helena dropped with increasing force, but the smile on her face showed she was in this for the long hall. My legs started getting sore as Helena’s arse pounded against my hips. Helena lent down and kissed me playfully, cradling my face with her soft and slender fingers. Sweat dripped off Helena’s forehead onto my chest as she upped the pace. I did my best to hold back my orgasm, but a man’s not a robot.

“I’m coming,” I screamed.

Helena pushed down with all her weight, maximising our connection for the longest possible time. Suddenly, the bedroom door opened, and a light flashed directly in my eyes.

“Bjorn,” Helena screamed.

It took less than five seconds for Bjorn to disable the intruder. But in those brief seconds, the flash went off at least a dozen times.

“What have we here?” Bjorn asked, grabbing the camera and flicking through the photos.

“Don’t touch my camera.”

“And who do we have here?”

“I have rights, you know.”

“Okay, Mister Andersson here is working for the gutter press. He’s taken twenty-four shots. Only in two of them can I can recognise you, madam Acting Prime Minister,” Bjorn said.

“Who’s the partner you’ve been hiding?” the intruder asked.

“Don’t worry, madam Acting Prime Minister, I’ve removed the photos.”

“How did he get in, Bjorn?”

“He abseiled from the roof, madam Acting Prime Minister. I’ll add it to the threat list in the future.”

“Have you called the police, Bjorn?”

“Yes, madam Acting Prime Minister. No need for you to worry. I’ll sort it out from here. Sorry for the intrusion.”

Bjorn placed the intruder in a secure hold and marched him out the door, being careful to close it securely after him.

“Now, where were we?” Helena said.

“Does that sort of thing happen often?”

“Once or twice a month. Comes with life in the public eye, I’m afraid, Nick.”

Wow, my head filled with questions. What had just happened? Why wasn’t Helena too perturbed? Was this the life she wanted to share with me? What would happen once she officially became Prime Minister? How would my welcome be as the first man of Sweden? What sort of coverage would an outsider get in the country’s media? I felt shaken and a little concerned.

“I gather you are a little shocked,” Helena said.

“You’re right. That caught me by surprise.”

“That’s why Bjorn conducts security checks and is always on call.”

“Even when you are home in Sweden?”

“Especially when I’m in Sweden.”

“I gotta admit it’s a little confronting. I didn’t know this was part of your life.”

“Then I hope you’re not scared to take the job offer?”

“As much as I’d like to say yes, are you sure I’m the right candidate?”

“Well, you’re smart, and handsome, and a dynamo in the bedroom. And I could see you comfortably mixing it with dignitaries from across the globe.”

“You sound like a politician, Helena.”

“Then let’s talk about how to move forward.”

“We hardly know each other. Sure, we are compatible in the bedroom.”

“I agree. We’ve ticked off that box.”

“But there’s much more to a relationship.”

“What do your friends think about us, Nick?”

“I’ve kept it confidential. Except for one colleague who guessed and threatened to tell.”

“Then it doesn’t sound like you’re ready to go public.”

“It would surprise my family and colleagues if it came out.”

“Then we need to keep it under wraps, for now. Suck it and see.”

“Are you willing to do that?”

“I really like you. But as you’ve just seen, the public want to know about my private life. And the intensity of that desire will only increase from tomorrow. They will expect that a partner accompanies me to certain events. But I’d be willing to try, Nick.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT NIGHT IN Geneva felt like my life had slowed to a quarter pace. Every second of our time together, we both savoured as if it was our last. We both knew the tsunami of work that was to come Helena’s way, and that this was a unique opportunity for us to connect. Neither of us slept a wink, but we wouldn’t have had it any other way. Helena was the perfect lover, and her versatility meant I learnt by following in a monkey see, monkey do approach.

I ended up crossing sex with a Prime Minister off my bucket list. Both giving and taking, too. And more than once. Also crossed off the list was sex in a limousine, sex on a super yacht and joining the mile high club. While Helena’s schedule was tight, she made time for me. And I made myself available for her at a moment’s notice. Even if Susan needed me, the power of a charismatic and high-profile Prime Minister won through every time. Luckily, Helena gave keynote speeches, or someone could have exposed our rouse.

Unexpectedly, my career took off because of my work with Helena. She lobbied for me to present at conferences where she spoke. And it seemed like my message resonated well with policy makers and grass roots change leaders. That led to solo trips as an environmental change agent to far-flung countries across the globe. My schedule quickly filled up, especially when Susan successfully lobbied for me to take a newly created role within the government. But I continued to work out of Susan’s offices. And I even shared the name of my secret lover with Christopher and Ella. I figured, who would believe them anyway?

Helena became the most loved Prime Minister in Sweden’s history. And she even became known worldwide as an environmental warrior. Her message helped save not only her beloved Sweden, but Northern European countries with ice covered lands, and those below sea level. And one day after a conference in Rome, she excitedly pulled out a preview of her photo spread in FHM’s Sexiest Women issue. Credit where credit’s due. She was the highest rated politician and should have been number one. That comment got me a gold star and quite a special night.

Helena and I remained the best of friends forever. While initially friends with benefits, our busy careers and workaholic natures never saw me become the first man of Sweden. We both agreed my ability to bring about change across the planet was more important than one relationship. No matter how wonderful that may have been. However, once I’d tasted the forbidden fruit, I never yearned for anything else. But hey, that’s a whole other story. Remember, there are seven deadly sins. And lust is merely one.
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CROSSING OVER
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Can a single night change your entire life? What if that night was Halloween?

Donald Benson is one of the many invisible college guys at the University of South Carolina. He isn’t athletic, didn’t get asked to pledge to a fraternity, and gets solid grades. He’s just like thousands of others living in the dorms in Columbia.

Donald’s only excitement comes from his dorm mates, three attractive girls. He says he lucked it when he got placed in their dorm. Only trouble is, none of them show even the slightest interest in Donald, only adding fuel to his frustration fire.

But with Halloween approaching, Donald shares a Halloween story from his past. One that changed his path many years earlier. This is a game changer, suddenly getting him more attention than he could ever wish for.

If you like transgender romances where one event can change a life forever, like ‘Sliding Doors’, then you’ll love ‘CROSSING OVER’. The latest story from indie-author Yumi Cox.

Will Donald see the opportunity and find his way through a new set of challenges unscathed, or will he return to his boring, but predictable, life as an invisible man?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


FAMILIAR FACE
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Is it really possible for people to change? Or are we destined to follow our childhood path blindly into adulthood, and for the rest of our lives?

Lewis Ludwig is returning to his hometown of Staunton, Virginia, for the first time in ten years. Something he promised he’d never do. Since moving to New York City straight out of high school, this ex-football star, heartthrob and all-round bad-boy had worked hard to change his negative outlook on life, and most of his wicked ways. But no-one back in Staunton knows or cares about that.

So, when Lewis steps off the plane to join the wedding party for his best buddy, Gary’s wedding, he instantly feels the wrath for things done a lifetime ago. And no matter where he goes and who he meets, everyone seems to have bad memories of being on the wrong end of Lewis Ludwig’s bad deeds. Especially, the bride and fellow members of the wedding party.

But when Lewis spots Stacy, a fellow wedding party member and visitor to Staunton, he believes his luck may have changed. Stacy, is smart and sexy and, as she’s from out of town, won’t hold his bad boy history against him. Although she looks somewhat familiar, something he puts down to her modelling picture adorning his dorm room wall throughout college.

If you like wedding romances with heart, where people really can surprise you, like ‘Four Weddings and a Funeral’, then you’ll love ‘FAMILIAR FACE’. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Can Lewis make a positive first impression on his dream girl Stacy, or will his bad-boy reputation ruin his chances?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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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