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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


STRIDING ALONG PORT of Vigo’s waterfront, I found it impossible to contain my excitement. A broad ear to ear grin clearly reflected my mood. How could I be so lucky? What would the day, week and month bring? About to embark on the journey of a lifetime, a journey four years in the making. Turning the corner and with still a mile of path in front of me, I saw her. She dominated everything around. Her presence took my breath away. She was everything I had dreamed of since first becoming a teenager. As I approached the dockside coffee shop, I felt almost ready to explode.

“Wonderful to see you again, Vic. I can’t believe it’s been two months since we last caught up,” I said before taking a sip of my coffee.

“We’ve completed a whole voyage in that time. It’s incredible how fast time goes by when you’re out on the water,” Vic said, glancing out to the five-hundred-foot vessel tied up a mere hundred feet away from us.

“Well, I hope the last catch knocked it out of the park,” I said with a smile.

“We struck some challenging weather that slowed us down. Still, we beat quota and survived to tell the tale,” Vic said.

“Should be more productive this trip. Captain Rodriguez won’t be happy if we don’t smash quota,” Jim interjected.

As I sat in front of Vic Hoover, my mind tried to fathom the extent of things he’d done and seen on the water. A thirty-year veteran of the seas, Vic had trained as a Marine Engineer and spent ten years in the British navy before switching to the commercial sector. He’d worked on military ships, submarines, oil tankers, cargo ships and cruise liners before joining a Spanish fishing fleet ten years back. Working on one of the world’s largest trawlers, Vic spent eight months of the year in the treacherous Arctic Ocean.

“Now don’t expect to find your sea legs for at least a week. Especially where we are going, it’ll be rough and you’ll be hurling after every meal,” Vic said.

“That’s okay. I know what I’ve signed up for. I’m in it for the long haul,” I said.

“I’d enjoy that last meal of yours. There’ll be no fresh milk for the next two months. But you’ll be able to tell the difference between canned and powdered foods,” Jim said with a smile.

“Sounds no different to the university dorms,” I said.

Having graduated with a degree in Mechanical Engineering, my professional career beckoned. The ship standing gracefully outside the coffee shop was the M.V. Orca. It had been the subject of an episode of the television show ‘Ultimate Factories’. Not merely a trawler, the M.V. Orca contained a mobile fish factory, and enough frozen storage to hold a two month catch. The trawler operated twenty-four-seven, releasing massive nets, covering some six hundred feet across and almost two thousand feet long, and hauling them in multiple times a day.

“Would you like another coffee, sir?” the waitress asked.

“Yes please. That would be wonderful,” I replied, flashing my best smile.

“I wouldn’t get too excited about her. She won’t be working here when we get back,” Jim said.

“I’m simply being friendly,” I said.

“Well, add her face to your spank bank, brother. Because that’s all you’ll have for the next two months,” Jim said wryly.

Two months at sea in a male only world, didn’t perturb me. While I loved the company of women, I struggled to focus whenever they were around. And my last relationship had ended poorly. Although men dominated engineering, ample numbers of smart and sexy women attended my course. And that combination was my Achilles heel. A smart and sexy woman turned my brain to mush, my thoughts to simple observations and my speech to a diatribe of Ums and Ahs.

“I’m not the only one who got a new job. Congratulations on the promotion. I bet you are as excited as I am,” I said.

“I wouldn’t call it excited. I get to do the same stuff. The fundamental difference is, I get to do it alone and in the dark. But I’ll be glad to shoulder more of the load,” Jim said.

“Well, with three years under your belt, at least you know what to expect,” I said.

Jim was nothing like Vic. While Vic was short and stocky, with the calloused hands of a tradesman, Jim was just under six feet and presented like a recent university graduate. At twenty-five, Jim was three years ahead of me. He failed to hide his excitement at being promoted from graduate to lead engineer. That provided the opportunity for me to join the team. Jim sat in my chair a mere three years prior. He succeeded and got promoted, so I assumed if he could do it, then I could do the same.

“Sounds like an excellent time to talk about how the team will work,” Vic said.

Vic took a breath to launch into his spiel but stopped as a hand firmly grabbed his shoulder. An unshaven man whispered something in his ear that turned Vic’s expression sour. After a brief exchange, the man walked out of the coffee shop and headed for the ship, with four takeaway coffees in hand.

“I hope it’s nothing too serious,” Jim said.

“No, nothing to worry about. We’re still gold. Captain Rodriguez may be a little grumpy for a few days,” Vic said.

“Why is that?” Jim asked.

“The cook has cut off three fingers. He’s had to find a replacement at short notice,” Vic said.

Vic took a long drink from his cup and looked towards the ship.

“Where was I?” Vic said.

“Team operation,” Jim interjected.

“Oh, that’s right. We’re a small team, but we have to cover a lot of bases and do it twenty-four, seven,” Vic added.

Vic relayed he and I would work the day shift. We’d start at 6:00 am and work through until handover to Jim at 6:00 pm. I’d be his shadow throughout the trip. He didn’t expect me to tackle anything alone. Rather, he wanted me to observe and lend a hand where the opportunity presented. Mainly with the grunt work and administration. Jim hated paperwork. It sounded a little demeaning, but I knew what I’d signed up for. I was cheap skilled labour.

The M.V. Orca sailed with a crew of fifty. Most worked the lines or in the factory. The Captain had a small team of ten to run things and navigate. Vic’s lean team kept everything working. And apart from a small galley team, the rest of the ship’s personnel manned the nets, cranes, winches and fish cleaning and filleting stations night and day.

“You’ll be sharing a cabin with Jim. You won’t spend much time together, but if you can keep things clean and tidy, hopefully you’ll avoid the fisticuffs for two months,” Vic said.

“I’ve come from sharing a dorm room at university. I’m all good with it,” I said.

“I’d appreciate it if you could save the wanking for the shower. Or at least the bathroom,” Jim said.

“I’ll do my best. But if I forget, feel free to call me out,” I said with a cheeky smile.


CHAPTER TWO


WITH AN HOUR until departure, it was time to board. The M.V. Orca loomed above as we approached, blocking out the sun from the time we stepped on the gangway. Members of the crew were busy preparing for departure as we boarded. Cranes hauled refrigerated crates into the cargo hold. Winches rattled as they tightened the mooring lines and the diesel engines roared into life, sending a shudder through the gangway and well along the dock. I struggled to contain my excitement, being unable to shake an ear-to-ear grin.

“I’ll introduce you to Captain Rodriguez on the way to your cabin. Follow me,” Vic said.

Vic headed to the bow and over to a freshly painted set of stairs. As we climbed the three sets, the green of the water in front of us dominated the vista.

“Wait here. I’ll see if the Captain has time to meet you,” Vic added.

As Vic disappeared inside the Bridge, Jim pointed out key elements of the ship’s equipment. There was nothing I learned, but he was happy to be taking charge.

“Come on in, Sam,” Vic said after opening the Bridge door.

Jim pushed through first, while I entered close behind.

The Bridge was everything I expected and more. Never had I stood on the Bridge of a ship of this size or sophistication. The ships we’d visited at University were antiques by comparison. Electronic charts were the first thing we passed. They revealed our path from port to the North Sea, our first destination on the way to the Arctic Ocean.

“Captain Rodriguez. I’d like to introduce you to Samuel Robinson, our new engineer,” Vic said.

“Samuel. I’ve heard positive things about you. Welcome aboard M.V. Orca for what I hope is the first of many voyages,” Captain Rodriguez said in a broad Latino accent.

“Thank you, Captain,” I said.

“I only have two rules. Do what I say at all times. And if it’s broken, fix it urgently. Don’t let me down, Samuel,” Captain Rodriguez said, squeezing my hand hard enough to turn it white within seconds.

Captain Rodriguez was as broad as he was tall. Standing around 5ft 6in, he demanded attention and obviously held the respect of every crew member. They all looked to him for guidance and approval.

“Tell the pilot we’re ready to engage,” Captain Rodriguez said to his second in command.

He actioned the request with urgency and precision.

While our meeting was brief, the message was clear. Don’t mess with the Captain, else you may not make it back to dry land.

Heading towards the cabins, Vic updated me on Captain Rodriguez’s pedigree. Approaching fifty years old, Captain Rodriguez had spent more time on the sea than on land. A veteran of over thirty years crossing every significant body of water across the globe, Captain Rodriguez had led crews on super tankers, cruise ships, battleships and any other type of ship I could think of. He was no one-trick pony and was only aboard the M.V. Orca as he was a part owner of the fishing fleet, and this was the jewel in the crown.

“That’s where the magic happens. Those nets span six hundred and fifty feet across and almost two thousand feet long, pulling in over a hundred tons of fish with each haul,” Vic said, pointing to the ship’s stern.

Vic had worked for Captain Rodriguez aboard several ships. He was his go-to engineer, someone Captain Rodriguez knew he could rely on whenever disaster struck. And in the Arctic Ocean, with an almost ten thousand gross ton catch in the hold, Vic Hoover was the Captain’s choice for custodian of the ship’s health.

“Once the haul is aboard it follows the processing line, before being stored in the Cool Room at twenty degrees below,” Vic said as we moved through the processing plant.

“Any issues with the Cool Room freezer will take number one priority,” Jim added.

The sheer size of the operation amazed me. Though I knew what I’d signed up for, seeing it in the flesh was another thing altogether. And the stench of fish made it difficult to breathe. Quick adaption to my new environment was key.

“This will be your cabin. Drop your bags here and I’ll finish the tour,” Vic said as Jim opened the door.

The room was light and bright, but tight. I threw my bags on the top bunk and headed back outside.

“Now, I’ll take you to the most important part of the ship,” Vic said.

“Do you know what that is?” Jim asked.

I struggled to think what I hadn’t seen.

“The galley,” Vic added.

As Vic opened the door, the delightful fragrance of spicy curry invaded my senses.

“This is the heart and soul of the ship. A ship runs on its stomach, and this is where the troops get re-fuelled,” Vic stated.

“Treat this as critically as the cold storage or ship’s engines. If anything breaks, we need to fix it urgently,” Jim added.

As I scanned the galley, I noticed a cute young girl holding court in the kitchen. Why was she on the ship? And why hadn’t Vic or Jim mentioned her? My stare must have been obvious.

“That’s Valentina. She’s Captain Rodriguez’s niece and our stand-in chef,” Vic said.

“Do not go near her,” Vic added.

“The last guy who did, never made it back to port,” Jim added.


CHAPTER THREE


“PUT YOUR TONGUE back in your mouth,” Jim suggested.

“Sorry. I didn’t mean anything by it,” I said.

“She’s brilliant fodder for the spank bank, but Vic wasn’t joking when he said don’t go there,” Jim said.

“No, of course. I’m here to help out. I want to focus on the work,” I said.

“Don’t worry. You’ll have plenty of time to think about her. She showers in our shared bathroom,” Jim said.

I waited for Jim to laugh. It didn’t happen.

“You mean we share a bathroom with Valentina?” I asked.

“Whenever she’s on board, Captain Rodriguez keeps her close,” Jim replied.

Jim explained that Valentina’s cabin was next to Captain Rodriguez’s cabin. We were on the other side but shared a bathroom.

“No need to be concerned. Lock her door each time you enter the bathroom, and you never need to see her,” Jim said.

“How thick are the walls?” I asked.

“I wouldn’t scream out her name while you’re doing the deed,” Jim replied with a laugh.

With the ship departing port, Vic suggested we say farewell to dry land from the stern of the ship. As I walked to the door, I glanced across at Valentina. She peered up from her chopping board as my eyes headed in her direction. Instinctively I smiled, prompting Valentina to return the gesture. Oh shit. What had I done? I looked away before sneaking another peek as I got close to the door. Valentina scanned me up and down and licked her lips seductively.

Vic, Jim and I watched the Port of Vigo disappear into the horizon. From the moment we left the shelter of the port, the movement of the boat amplified. I was no longer on dry land and felt the continual sway of the ship on the water. This was something that would take days to adjust to, but in the excitement of starting a new job and heading on my maiden voyage, I removed all thought of seasickness from my mind. After an hour, we headed into the galley and loaded up on Valentina’s tasty red chilli curry.

“Wow, a newbie asking for a second helping,” Valentina commented.

“I’m not sure what’s in the recipe, but it’s a winner in my books,” I said.

“A chef never gives away her secrets. But if you are ever in Palma, you may recognise the recipe,” Valentina said with a smile.

I thanked her but tried not to meet her eyes.

“I didn’t expect to taste food this delicious on the ship,” I said.

“I’m filling in at the last minute for my cousin,” Valentina said.

“Well, it’s a pleasant surprise. The only thing that could make me happier is if you served rice pudding,” I said with a smile.

My first week of work went by without too much excitement. I spent days with Vic, mainly undertaking equipment checks and services. Nothing broke down during the week, taking the pressure off. At the beginning and end of each day, Jim and I crossed over for a thirty-minute catch up. Else, I barely heard or saw him. It was like having a private cabin, except I had to avoid Jim’s bunk and things. From day two, I spent a significant amount of time in the bathroom, as sea sickness came to stay for the whole week. As I adjusted to the movement, the ship would hit rougher seas and my nausea would return.

Vic conducted his handover with Jim in the galley over a meal. I struggled not to dry reach, as I sat by and watched the two seasoned sailors wolf down Valentina’s creations. Both encouraged me to join them, but I knew it would only re-emerge thirty minutes later. I virtually didn’t eat from day two to four. That allowed me to function without running back to my cabin every hour.

“Have you gone off my cooking?” Valentina asked, as she replaced the sauce on our table.

“I haven’t got my sea legs yet,” I replied, trying to smile.

After the handover on the fourth day, I retired to my cabin to read up on diesel engine diagnostics. Around thirty minutes after I started reading, there was a knock on the door.

“Perhaps you may like to try something a little less adventurous,” Valentina said, holding a covered tray.

“Come in. Thanks for thinking of me,” I said.

As Valentina walked in and bent over to put down the tray, I couldn’t help but notice her toned and tight arse. She was also taller than I recalled. Probably a touch under six feet. Her hair was also out of the hair net for the first time. It was long, dark brown and curly. And it almost reached down to her arse.

“Do you like what you see?” Valentina asked?

“Ah, sorry. I wasn’t staring at your arse. I promise,” I replied.

“Wow. I was referring to the vegetable soup I made for you. But it’s nice to know you’ve noticed my greatest asset,” Valentina said with a flirty smile.

I didn’t know what to say or where to look.

“I do like a tall man,” Valentina said, running her hand down my chest as she walked past.

“Thank you for thinking of me,” I said with a stutter.

“How could I not? What with that Adonis body,” Valentina said with a wink.

“Well, what do you want me to do with the plates when I’m finished?” I asked.

“You could return them in the morning. Or feel free to knock on my cabin door when you’re done, if you prefer,” Valentina replied without a trace of smile.

As Valentina walked out into the hall, I heard a familiar voice.

“Why are you coming out of that boy’s cabin, young lady?” Captain Rodriguez asked.

“Sam hasn’t been eating, Uncle. I cooked him some vegetable soup to keep his strength up,” Valentina replied.

“You know the rules. You don’t go into any cabin but your own,” Captain Rodriguez said.

“Sorry, Uncle. I won’t do it again,” Valentina said.

“And you, Samuel. That’s strike one, young man,” Captain Rodriguez said.

“I’m sorry, Captain. It won’t happen again,” I said.

“Remember rule one. It better not happen again,” Captain Rodriguez said.


CHAPTER FOUR


BY DAY FIVE, I was finally getting my sea legs. While I still felt a little queasy, my appetite returned with a vengeance. I dressed and headed for the galley, thinking of nothing but a massive bowl of chilli. Arriving before Vic, I filled my plate and savoured the spicy aroma as I wolfed down the delicious breakfast fare.

“Someone seems to have their appetite back,” Valentina said as she served a second helping.

“I think the vegetable soup must have done the trick,” I said.

“I added plenty of my secret ingredient,” Valentina said.

“Would that be Paprika?” I asked.

“No, love,” Valentina replied with a smile.

As I walked to my table, I pinched myself to make sure this was real. Super job, check. Super boss, check. And cute workmate with a killer body, check. It was glorious to be me. Vic joined me for breakfast moments later. He carried a double helping of chilli, but he didn’t appear happy.

“Captain Rodriguez has been chewing my ear off,” Vic said.

I knew what Vic was about to say before he uttered a word.

“Tell me you don’t have a death wish,” Vic added.

“I’m sorry, Vic. It was poor timing,” I said.

“But she’s the Captain’s niece. You know, the scary guy with hands that can crush steel,” Vic said.

“It was simply a misunderstanding,” I said.

“You don’t get it, do you? Whatever the question is, the answer is yes Captain,” Vic said.

I avoided eye-contact like a scolded dog. As I lapped up the last of my second serving, I glanced up at Vic.

“I understand. She’s the Captain’s niece. She’s only going to cause me grief,” I said.

“That’s a better start. Now make certain you believe it,” Vic said.

I left the galley without acknowledging Valentina. It felt like poor form, but I needed to show Vic I’d listened and understood.

With a full belly and not feeling sick, the day’s work started well. We spent the morning running health checks on the production line before testing all the sensors in the Cool Room. Everything was in perfect order, and I got to show Vic a few tricks to improve the speed of diagnostics. Turns out Jim had programmed everything to run sequentially. I tweaked the program to half the test time without compromising quality.

“How did you get to know your way around a computer like that?” Vic asked.

“I learned to code before I learned to ride a bike,” I replied.

Growing up on a farm in the remote North of England, I’d spent my school days in a virtual classroom. My parents weren’t the most computer savvy farmers. I learned early I needed to fix computer problems myself, else I would miss important sections of the school curriculum.

The end of the day arrived, and I was ready for another hearty meal. As I waited for Vic to get his dinner, I chatted with Jim, trying hard not to notice Valentina.

“I hear you almost got sacked on day four. That’s a new record,” Jim said.

“I didn’t think it was that serious,” I said.

“From what I heard, Vic had to hide Captain Rodriguez’s favourite filleting knife,” Jim said.

After dinner, I enjoyed a nice long shower before settling in for some light reading. I felt squeaky clean, having removed the fish smell from my body and soul. Realising I’d left my soap in the shower and concerned Jim would drain the bottle in the morning, I headed back into the bathroom and pulled back the curtain. What I saw behind the curtain became burnt into my memory, forever.

“Did I forget to lock the door,” Valentina said.

I had no response. She stood a foot in front of me, totally naked and staring at me over her right shoulder.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know you were in here,” I said, scanning down Valentina’s stunning body.

“Would you like me to turn around, so you can ogle the front side too?” Valentina asked with a smile.

It fixed me to the spot. I wondered whether to reach for my soap or turn away.

“Is this what you came for?” Valentina asked, turning around to hand me the soap bottle.

As Valentina turned, her voluptuous breasts came into view. Pert and perfect 36C cups I would guess. As I glanced down at the soap bottle in Valentina’s hand, I saw something below her breasts that caught me by surprise.

“I’m versatile, in case you were wondering,” Valentina added with a broad smile.

My eyes became transfixed to what sat beyond the soap bottle. I blinked to confirm what I had seen. Valentina did not move or hide away. She was proud of her equipment, all six inches, and happy to show it off.

“Would you mind if I grabbed a handful of your soap? I forgot mine,” Valentina said.

I still had not met her eyes.

“Sure, grab whatever you need,” I said.

Valentina squeezed a handful of soap from my bottle. She firmly rubbed her hands together to spread the soap evenly. She wrapped both hands around her flaccid cock, bringing it slowly to life. Her hand movements were long and drawn out as she covered her cock in the white fragrant liquid. I was powerless to look away.

Back in my cabin, I found it difficult to focus my mind on reading. Questions rushed through my mind. How could such a beauty not be born a girl? Why couldn’t I take my eyes off Valentina’s endowment? And why did I still think she was incredibly hot? How am I supposed to act around her now? I struggled to get the picture of Valentina naked out of my mind. Particularly from the front side. And I slept little that night. I was glad that Captain Rodriguez had not walked in on us at that moment.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


VISIONS OF VALENTINA in the shower interrupted my sleep. I awoke from a dream with a full erection, having visualised joining Valentina in the shower. But thankfully I had stayed strong and resisted temptation, instead returning to my cabin before Captain Rodriguez’s radar had the chance to zone in. Anticipation about seeing Valentina at breakfast both excited and concerned me.

Lining up and waiting for my breakfast, I kept my head down and avoided eye contact with Valentina. Finally, I made it to the front of the line and glanced into those incredibly soulful eyes.

“I’ve given you an extra helping. I’ve heard you Brits adore Spanish sausage,” Valentina said.

“Thank you, Valentina. But I’d hate anyone to think I’m getting something extra,” I said.

“Not everyone warrants that offer. You’re definitely one of my favourites,” Valentina said.

I joined Jim, and we waited for Vic to lead the morning handover.

“Don’t tell me you’ve done the deed with the Captain’s niece?” Jim asked.

How the hell did he read that?

“No. I don’t have a death wish,” I said.

“Well, she’d be up for it if you ask me,” Jim said.

“I think you need a good night’s sleep. I’ve heard night shift plays with your mind,” I said.

Throughout the day, my mind wandered back to the night before. And each time it did, I found myself focussed on Valentina’s little show. Rather than being grossed out, it intrigued me. She was still one of the sexiest women I’d ever seen, even if she hadn’t been born that way. And there was no doubting she was well-equipped, both above and below the hips. Each flashback sent a little shiver through my body.

By dinner time, I was famished. While thoughts of Valentina’s spicy curry got me licking my lips in anticipation, visions of her smile excited me more. As I entered the galley with Vic, Jim was waiting and watching me as I approached the serving counter.

“Would you like the fish or the chicken?” Valentina asked.

She stared deep into my soul as she waited for a response.

“I can see you could go either way. I’ll give you the best of both,” Valentina said with a wink.

“No, there’s nothing going on between you two,” Jim said, as I placed my plate on the table.

“I didn’t know which to choose. They both smelled delightful,” I said, attempting to deflect.

“If I’d been her, I’d have given you the fish for being too indecisive,” Jim said.

I ignored Jim’s comments as discussion turned to work.

Vic and I had worked hard throughout the day and left Jim with a light workload. He had twelve hours to monitor the temperatures of the cold storage units and deal with any unexpected breakdowns. If nothing went wrong, he would have around two hours’ work. That would give him plenty of time for self-entertainment.

I enjoyed life in my new job. The queasiness had stopped. I was stable on my feet, even when the boat lurched after being hit by the ferocious Arctic Ocean waves. And my boss and work mate were both decent guys. Even the cabin was comfortable enough for me to sleep well and enjoy my down time. Ignoring the seasickness, at this stage my first M.V. Orca voyage was a solid nine out of ten.

“I know things are boring at the minute,” Vic said as we walked back to our cabins.

“Not at all. I’m finding the work interesting,” I said.

“You need to learn to savour the slow times. Because when the shit hits the fan, it’ll be all hands on deck, until we get it fixed,” Vic said.

I took Vic’s words to heart. Once back in my cabin, I pulled out my iPad and flicked through the downloaded movies. Being a sucker for a romantic comedy, I felt somewhat relieved no-one could see my play history or suggestions. I watched Pretty Woman. I’d always had a thing for Julia Roberts. Her long and lean body. Her wild brunette locks. And the street walking outfit she wore with the black miniskirt and black patent leather boots. It did it for me, every time.

As I reached my favourite bit of the movie, the bit where Julia takes over the driving and shows Richard Gere how to drive a supercar with a crash box, I heard a knock on the door. I half expected Vic to check-in on me. To make sure I was enjoying my down time. I sat the iPad on my bunk and answered the door.

“Hey handsome. Close your eyes,” Valentina said, holding out a tray.

“You’ve already given me a double serving of dinner,” I said.

“Yes, I know. I’m showing my favouritism a little, aren’t I?” Valentina commented.

“Are you gonna close your eyes or are you gonna miss out,” Valentina added.

Valentina charged into my cabin before I could stop her.

“I’ll put it on your bunk,” Valentina said.

“My eyes are closed,” I said, standing by the bunk.

I heard the tray lid rattle.

“Open up,” Valentina said.

“Is that what I think it is?” I asked.

“Well, you said you were yearning for some,” Valentina replied.

Valentina scooped up a spoonful and offered it to me.

“I hope you like it,” Valentina said.

As the rice pudding hit my mouth, my taste buds exploded with joy.

“Oh, my goodness. That is amazing,” I said.

“Well, at least I can say I’ve seen your yummy face tonight,” Valentina quipped.

“There’s no doubting its yummy,” I said, still revelling in the sensory overload.

“Oh, my god. That’s my favourite movie. I’ve got that same outfit. I wore it to a fancy-dress party last summer,” Valentina said.

“Well, thanks for the special treat. You’d better head out before your Uncle catches us,” I said.

Valentina turned and headed to the door.

“Thanks for keeping my little secret,” Valentina said, hugging me and kissing me on the cheek.

“I wouldn’t call it little,” I said.

As Valentina walked into the hallway, a familiar voice rang out.

“Valentina. Why are you coming out of that boy’s cabin?” Captain Rodriguez asked.

“I was just dropping some food off, Uncle. We ran out in the galley and I said I’d drop it off,” Valentina replied.

“You know my rules, young lady. I’ll deal with you later,” Captain Rodriguez said.

As Captain Rodriguez fronted me at the door, he noticed Valentina’s lipstick on my cheek.

“I’m sorry, Captain. Your niece was just dropping off some food,” I said.

“You’re not a fast learner, are you? That’s your second strike, Samuel. You had better stay away from my niece. Or else,” Captain Rodriguez said.


CHAPTER SIX


CAPTAIN RODRIGUEZ HEADED straight into Valentina’s cabin. I strained to hear the conversation, but over the hum of the diesel engines and the crashing of the waves, it was difficult to make out more than a dozen words. He was reading Valentina the riot act. Something about undermining his authority and how he had always supported her and expected the same in return. The torrent didn’t abate for a solid half hour, after which the cabin door slammed, and Valentina sobbed.

Shortly after the door slammed, there was a knock on my door.

“I’m only going to say this once more. Stay away from my niece. I won’t stop you going to the galley, but she will not enter your cabin, or you hers. Do I make myself clear?” Captain Rodriguez roared.

“Yes, sir,” I said stepping back from the blast.

It annoyed me I’d let Valentina take a barrage from her uncle. I should have spoken up, but the man intimidated me like no-one ever had. Valentina was merely being nice. It was all innocent. My mind moved to the hug. She was soft and exuded citrus fragrance. Even after working a shift in the kitchen, her natural beauty shone through. And her kiss was delicate and warm. Tingles flooded my body at her very touch.

At breakfast the following morning, I knew I had to apologise to Valentina.

“I’m sorry. I hope you didn’t get into too much trouble,” I said.

“My uncle is quite protective of me. He has always watched out for me and hasn’t worked out I’m now an adult,” Valentina said.

“Well, he has made his expectations clear,” I said.

“Don’t worry. I’m a big girl, as you know. I can handle him,” Valentina said.

“Well, he scares the shit out of me,” I said.

“He would never hurt me,” Valentina said.

“What about me?” I asked.

“He could kill you. Multiple ways and dispose of the body cleanly. But I assure you, I’m worth it,” Valentina replied with a smile.

I grabbed my breakfast and joined Vic and Jim.

When I arrived at the table, the buzz was all about the premier event on the M.V. Orca social calendar.

“You have to compete in the Trivia Night,” Vic said.

“Can I join you two?” I asked.

“It’s teams of two. And we don’t want you jinxing us. We’re the reigning champions and the Captain’s favourites,” Jim interjected.

Valentina walked by with brochures for the event. The Trivia Night was for teams of two, covering five rounds of questions, primarily about marine related subjects. The questions were in the Captain’s cabin, under lock and key. The Trivia Night was taken seriously aboard M.V. Orca. It was the highlight of the voyage with champions winning a significant prize and the respect of everyone on board.

“Don’t worry, I’ll pair you up with an absolute gun. Maybe even a previous runner-up,” Valentina said to me.

After a busy day of work, I showered and settled in for a night of fun and games. It was a rare night where Jim was on-call and not expected to work.

“Who did you guys beat last time?” I asked Vic over dinner.

“Carl, the navigator, and Captain Rodriguez,” Vic replied.

Oh well, Valentina couldn’t have meant the Captain. It must be Carl.

As dinner came to a close, Valentina stepped forward, dressed to kill, and worked her way to the microphone.

“Tonight, we have a record twenty teams competing for the grand prize,” Valentina announced.

“The bookies favourites are our reigning champions, Vic and Jim, who will compete as a team again. But this time, the competition will be stiffer,” Valentina added.

Valentina introduced several other teams. There were names from all over the ship. Some sounded familiar. Many, I’d never heard before. But everyone was excited about the event and the crowd’s noise was almost deafening. I’d been counting the teams, and it was getting down to the final few. More names I was unfamiliar with. Who would I be teamed with? Who was the gun? There had still been no mention of Carl or the Captain. My expectation was one would be my teammate.

“And our second last team is Carl and Johnny,” Valentina added.

Oh shit. Don’t tell me it’s gonna be Captain Rodriguez?

“And the last team will be Valentina and Sam,” Valentina added.

“I’ll now hand you over to our MC for the night. Captain Rodriguez,” Valentina added.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“WELCOME TO THE fifth annual M.V. Orca Trivia Night,” Captain Rodriguez announced.

The winner of our game would take home a three-litre bottle of champagne and have both names inscribed on the perpetual trophy, joining famous winners like our reigning champions, Vic and Jim.

“In a change from previous years, there will be four rounds this time. And not all questions will be work related,” Captain Rodriguez added.

At the order of the Captain, the teams joined up on tables in the middle of the room. Valentina and I were flanked by Vic and Jim, and Carl and Joe. All the big guns in a row. But it wasn’t the competition that worried me most. It was my team mate. Valentina wore a red low cut fitted t-shirt with a pair of black leather jeans and black five-inch stiletto ankle boots. Her hair was out and proud, as curls framed her gorgeous face and fell against her blossoming breasts.

All was in place for a fearsome battle of smarts. And after a brief introduction, it was straight into the first round.

“Round One. Oceans of the world,” announced Captain Rodriguez.

“Question one. Name the World’s oceans,” Captain Rodriguez added.

I glanced at Valentina and then across the room. Everyone was busily writing the answer.

“I know this one. PIAAS, Pacific, Indian, Atlantic, Arctic and Southern,” I said, while quietly writing.

“Question two. What is the deepest point in the oceans and how deep is it?” Captain Rodriguez asked.

I turned to Valentina as her hand grabbed my thigh under the table.

“Don’t look at me. I’m expecting you to know this one,” Valentina said.

“The Marina trench in the Pacific Ocean is eleven kilometres deep,” I whispered, while writing.

“How the hell do you know this stuff?” Valentina said.

“Question three. At which island in the Atlantic Ocean do the Eurasian and North American tectonic plates meet?” Captain Rodriguez asked.

“Iceland,” I whispered as I wrote it down.

I’d made a conscious decision to close my eyes during the rounds to not let Valentina’s beauty throw me off.

“Question four. The most volcanoes in the world are found in which ocean?” Captain Rodriguez asked.

“Pacific Ocean. They call it the ring of fire,” I whispered, while writing.

I felt Valentina’s hand graze my cock as she moved her hand excitedly.

The last question in round one was an easy one. Naming the warm ocean current that crosses the Atlantic Ocean. I knew the answer was The Gulf Stream. With round one over, I was confident in my answers, but as confident Vic and Jim would get them right as well. Round one was not going to split the knows from the don’t knows. As expected, nineteen teams got five right. As they announced our perfect score, Valentina hugged me with vigour, much to the chagrin of her uncle.

“I can’t believe how you knew all those answers,” Valentina said.

“They were the warm-up questions to get everyone feeling confident,” I said.

“Well, I can’t see you getting one wrong. I can almost taste the champagne,” Valentina said, running her hand up my thigh.

“We won’t win if you can’t keep your hands to yourself,” I said, increasing the distance between us.

“Round two. Ships of the world,” Captain Rodriguez announced.

The second round was a little harder. As I scanned around, I could see many of the teams struggling with the answers. Even Vic and Jim conferred on a couple of questions. Again, it was five questions, only this time they covered famous ships from history.

The questions included Lord Nelson’s ship, HMS Victory; Christopher Columbus’ fastest ship, the Pinta; Jacques-Yves Cousteau’s ship, the Calypso; the Titanic survivor rescue ship, the Carpathia; and the ship that returned Napoleon’s remains to France, the Belle Poule. Five questions. Five correct answers, the same as four other teams.

“Wow, I think we will win,” Valentina said when the results were announced.

“It’s early days. Plenty of water to go under the bridge yet,” I said.

An intermission broke the deadly serious nature of competition. Names were randomly pulled out of a hat to take part in karaoke. Jim did a sterling rendition of ‘Total Eclipse of the Heart’, while Vic provided a playful version of ‘Rubber Ducky’. A half dozen team members got to sing, ending with Valentina singing ‘La Bamba’ in perfect Spanish. Her accent was thick and sexy, and her voice soared in perfect tune. But her leather jeans were the crowd winner on the night.

“Round three. Fish of the world,” Captain Rodriguez announced.

The third round was harder again. Every team struggled with the answers, except for Vic and Jim. Or they were trying to psych the other teams out. Again, it was five questions, only this time the questions covered facts about this amazing collection of animals.

The questions included number of fish species, twenty-seven thousand; most poisonous fish, the puffer fish; the number of teeth a shark can grow in its lifetime, fifty thousand; fastest fish, the sailfish; and the number of varieties of goldfish, one hundred. Five questions. But only four correct answers. I missed the goldfish species. Fresh-water fish weren’t my area of expertise and Valentina chose that moment to graze my cock again. We’d slipped behind Vic and Jim and two other teams.

“That sucks. We had it in the bag,” Valentina said when the results were announced.

“We still got one round. Let’s hope it’s a hard one,” I said.

Valentina was biting her nails. The air was thick with a mix of excitement and expectation. I couldn’t see how we’d win from here, but wanted to, for her sake.

“Now for the last round. Celebrities of the world,” Captain Rodriguez announced.

I turned to Vic and Jim when the subject was announced. I knew they were both as clueless as me in this area. Valentina let out a squeal as they announced the subject area.

“This is my specialty,” Valentina said, smiling and squeezing the upper reaches of my thigh.

“Bring home the win,” I said, intertwining my fingers with hers.

“Question one. Taylor Swift grew up on which type of farm?” Captain Rodriguez asked.

“I know this. A Christmas tree farm,” Valentina whispered in my ear.

“Question two. Which Island nation is pop star Rihanna from?” Captain Rodriguez asked.

“Definitely, Barbados,” Valentina said softly in my ear.

As I glanced around, I could see heads shaking and teams conferring across the room.

“Question three. In which city did George Clooney marry Amal?” Captain Rodriguez asked.

“Yes, that was Venice,” Valentina whispered as I wrote it down.

“Question four. How many Hemsworth brothers are there?” Captain Rodriguez asked.

“Chris is my favourite. But three,” Valentina whispered while I wrote.

“And our last question of the night. Which make-up mogul became the youngest billionaire in the world?” Captain Rodriguez asked.

“Oh, that’s Kylie Jenner,” Valentina whispered excitedly.

“Are you sure of all the answers?” I asked.

“I know my celebrities,” Valentina replied squeezing me with delight.

“And here are the results from the night,” Captain Rodriguez announced.

He only called out the top five places. All teams except one scored two or less in the last round. But one team scored the perfect round, and that pushed them up into first place.

“The winners of this year’s Trivia Night are Valentina and Sam,” Captain Rodriguez announced.

As her uncle handed over the massive champagne bottle, Valentina turned and kissed me. It wasn’t merely a peck. It was a solid thirty-second pash with tongue. I felt her uncle’s eyes burn through me as I tried to resist the warm, soft embrace. While I was excited for Valentina and me, I knew I had to control the celebrations. Or else.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


PICKING UP THE bottle of champagne, I popped the cork and held it up for Valentina to take a drink.

“You deserve first drink. Your extensive knowledge of celebrities won the day,” I said.

Valentina chugged a glass and a half’s worth of champagne before she came up for air. An ear-to-ear grin shone brightly as we raised the trophy in the air.

In the heat of the moment, Valentina’s inhibitions had lowered. Almost to the point of non-existence. She playfully hugged me as she drank glass after glass of champagne and danced to a Spanish soccer victory song.

“Ole, Ole, Ole, Ole,” Valentina sang loudly, grinding her arse against me.

Valentina’s uncle was monitoring his niece. Ensuring her celebrations did not get too out of control. I took his lead and tried to slow down her alcohol consumption, but she was in the zone and determined to celebrate the win. Eventually, I suggested we give a glass of celebratory champagne to everyone. With three quarters still in the bottle, Valentina begrudgingly agreed.

“Rafael, turn on the music,” Valentina shrieked at her kitchen hand.

Seconds later, a flood of Spanish songs filled the room.

“Let’s have a celebratory dance,” Valentina said, pulling me up from my seat.

I followed her onto the dance floor as Valentina’s Latino blood led us around the room.

“Captain Rodriguez has retired to his cabin, but I wouldn’t be getting his niece too messy, if you know what I mean,” Vic whispered.

“She’s not the easiest to control. But I take your point,” I said.

I reasoned the dancing may help work the alcohol out, so went with the flow until she pulled out the X-rated moves.

Soon the crowd had dissipated, and we were the last two standing.

“How about we get you back to your cabin,” I said.

“I thought you’d never ask,” Valentina said, kissing me and thrusting her tongue down my throat.

I felt caught between the devil and the deep blue sea. Here I was, dancing with an incredibly sexy girl, but knowing I had to reject her advances. I helped Valentina walk from the galley down the hallway to her cabin. She had stopped chanting victory songs but was shushing me loudly. I needed to get her into her cabin quickly.

As Valentina struggled to find the keyhole, I grabbed her key and opened the door.

“You are so skilled with your hands,” Valentina said.

“I grew up on a farm where we had to fix everything ourselves,” I said.

“A man who is skilful with his hands is dead sexy,” Valentina said, pushing me against the door.

Valentina’s cabin was a mirror image of mine, but without the second occupant. On her way in. Valentina stumbled, before starting to moan as if she was about to hurl. I headed into the bathroom and came back with a bucket. Placing the bucket on the floor in front of Valentina I climbed onto her bunk and held her in a safe position. I didn’t want the Captain’s niece dying in the night like a twenty-seven-year-old rock star.

“How about I help you to your bunk?” I suggested after a few minutes.

“You don’t mess around, do you?” Valentina replied.

“Here, I’ll help you onto the bunk,” I said.

I pulled down Valentina’s bedclothes, took off her boots and leather jeans, and lay her into bed.

“Don’t leave me tonight. I want to keep celebrating our win,” Valentina said.

I knew Valentina was more than a little tipsy but didn’t want to leave her in this state.

“I’ll lie here with you. But you need to get some sleep,” I said.

Valentina fell asleep five minutes later. But she held my arms around her in a way that tightly secured me to her. She was little spoon to my big spoon. But there was no way I could leave without waking her. I placed my head on her pillow for a moment before waking up to find the cabin flooded with daylight. Valentina had just returned to bed with fresh peppermint smelling breath and held her now naked body against mine.

“Hello lover. Feels like someone’s got the morning wood,” Valentina said.

“I’m sorry. It’s a boy thing,” I apologised.

Valentina grabbed my hand and moved it down her body.

“It’s not only a boy thing. But I know a remedy for that,” Valentina said, tilting her head to kiss me.

In a flash Valentina had me on my back and her luscious lips were working my shaft from root to tip. Her action was playful and sensual. Like nothing I had ever felt before. Instead of my previous girlfriend who begrudgingly pleasured me once or twice a year, Valentina revelled in the action as much as I did. It wasn’t long before Valentina held me deep in her throat and I let out a torrent of come.

“Thank you for looking after me, but I think we both have jobs we need to get too,” Valentina said.

I glanced at my watch.

“It’s five thirty. Don’t you have somewhere to be?” I asked.

I had thirty minutes to get dressed and get to breakfast. Valentina was already late starting her shift.

Moments later, there came a knock on the door.

Please don’t let that be Captain Rodriguez.

“Valentina. Are you alright my dear?” Captain Rodriguez called from the hall.

“Quick, head through the bathroom,” Valentina whispered.

I quietly climbed over Valentina.

“Coming, Uncle,” Valentina called before kissing me goodbye.

Heading through the bathroom door, I flushed the toilet and washed my hands. I wanted to disguise any noise I made returning to my cabin.

When I opened the door to my cabin, it surprised me to see Captain Rodriguez standing before me.

“Where did you sleep last night?” Captain Rodriguez asked.

I turned to my bunk to see it was obviously not slept in. Should I tell him the truth or string together a series of lies?

“I was concerned about Valentina, so I stayed with her,” I replied.

“Was I not clear when I explained my rules to you?” Captain Rodriguez asked.

“I was concerned for her health, sir,” I replied.

“Our definitions of rules obviously don’t align,” Captain Rodriguez said.


CHAPTER NINE


“I TOLD YOU not to enter Valentina’s cabin,” Captain Rodriguez said.

“I was concerned about her welfare,” I said.

“Why didn’t you call the ship’s medic?” Captain Rodriguez asked.

“She was drunk, not ill,” I replied.

“If you won’t take an order and can’t be trusted, you leave me no option. You are confined to your cabin when you aren’t working,” Captain Rodriguez said.

“What about my handover with Vic and Jim?” I asked.

“I will inform Vic the handover can happen here, in the Maintenance Room, or Vic and Jim can do the handover in the galley without you,” Captain Rodriguez replied.

I knew the Captain would not change his mind. It was his ship and his command. He held all the cards and was clear about how he wanted to play them.

“Please don’t be angry with Valentina. I should have stopped her drinking before I did,” I said.

“Discussions between my niece and I are my business. Not yours,” Captain Rodriguez said.

Once the Captain left my cabin, a feeling of isolation flooded over me. With another six weeks before we arrived back in Port of Vigo, the reality of being locked in my cabin suddenly hit home. I’d miss the freedom to roam the ship. I’d miss the daily chatter in the galley. But most of all, I’d miss Valentina’s infectious smile as I lined up for breakfast or dinner.

Ten minutes before my shift was about to start, I heard a knock at the door.

“I’m coming,” I said, opening the door and expecting to see Vic’s angry face.

But all I saw was a breakfast tray with a cold portion of powdered eggs and a slice of toast. Not only had I lost my freedom, I was eating like a prisoner too.

Right on shift start, Jim walked into the cabin.

“Vic wants to see you in the Maintenance Room,” Jim said.

“Thanks, Bud,” I replied.

“Shame about your roving eye. I was looking forward to bossing you around for a couple of years at least,” Jim said.

Well, if Jim’s comment was anything to signal what was to come, my career on the M.V. Orca was well and truly over. I’d faltered at the starting line, even before I had time to prove myself to anyone. All that work and all those dreams were gonna need to be recast. Still, I had six weeks left to gain experience and make the most of a difficult situation.

My first few days in exile were the toughest. Vic kept his cards close to his chest, focussing more on what he wanted me to do next rather than anything else. He omitted mentioning my Trivia Night win, though that didn’t surprise me. I’d failed to show the level of control necessary to comply with the number one rule. How could I expect Vic to place any trust in me? But while we re-established a rhythm as the engineering team, I was left out of the loop.

On the third morning of my isolation, I awoke early with a completely full bladder. I jumped out of bed and headed to the bathroom, only to find the door locked.

“I’ll be out in a minute,” Valentina cried out.

After hearing her door unlock, I headed straight for the toilet. I stood focussed on removing the discomfort on my bladder, and noticed a note sitting on the basin shelf.

“I’m sorry I got you in trouble. You told me to stop drinking the champagne. I hate to think of you locked in your cabin for the next six weeks. Check your email. I’ve emailed you some pictures, so you don’t forget me,” Valentina wrote.

I headed straight for my computer and spent the next half hour working through the visual delights Valentina had provided. The photos were on a Spanish modelling site. I switched Google Translate into gear and discovered Valentina had quite a successful modelling career, including working for elite fashion brand names in Barcelona, Mallorca and Ibiza. Her portfolio was outstanding, as it captured her walking the runway, red carpets and included plenty of club wear. After searching in vain for any social media presence, I sent a thank you note by return email.

With plenty of time on my hands after work, I visited Valentina’s modelling site regularly. It wasn’t until later in the night I noticed the modelling site listed Valentina as Valenti. No surname, just Valenti. I searched Google one more time, as all previous searches came up empty, and uncovered a treasure trove of visual wonders. There was a Wikipedia listing, a Facebook page, an Instagram page and even an IMDB page. Until two years back, Valenti was everywhere.

I took a punt and sent a message via Facebook Messenger. But alas, there was no response. But determined to make contact, I went old school, slipping a simple note under Valentina’s bathroom door.

“I love Valenti,” I wrote.

Seconds later, Valenti showed as active on Facebook. I hurriedly typed a message.

“Thanks for the photos,” I wrote with a smiley face emoji.

“You’re welcome,” Valentina replied with a blush face emoji.

I took the initiative and started liking Valenti’s photos. I must admit I went a little overboard. But I wanted to thank Valentina for reaching out to connect with me. Going back through the photos, the outfits started getting androgynous, then quite masculine. I didn’t care. I liked them all.

Suddenly, my computer beeped as an incoming FaceTime call arrived from Valentina.

“I’m glad you liked my photos,” Valentina said.

“What’s not to like?” I said.

“You liked my boy photos, too,” Valentina said.

“Your inner beauty shone through,” I said.

Our FaceTime call went well into the morning. What started as a simple hello, how are you doing, rapidly turned steamy as Valentina re-enacted several of my favourite modelling poses. Only without the exclusive brand clothing. It was fun; it was flirty, and it put a smile on both of our faces. By the time the sun peeked through the window, it was time to hang up.

“Nothing can ever keep us apart,” Valentina said.


CHAPTER TEN


A WEEK AFTER being locked down, a knocking at my cabin door abruptly woke me.

“Sam, I need your help urgently,” Vic said loudly, as I opened the door.

“The Cool Room’s power has shut off. I need your help to diagnose the problem,” Vic said.

“What does Jim think it is?” I asked.

“He’s been trying to diagnose it all night and has run out of ideas,” Vic replied.

“I’ll be with you in a second,” I said, before changing into my overalls.

“The Captain has instructed me to put the A-Team on it. He doesn’t care who that is. He wants it fixed, now,” Vic said.

Within a minute we were working our way to the Cool Room controller. When we arrived, a greasy and ragged looking Jim welcomed us.

“Thank god you are here. The Cool Room refrigeration has been off seven hours and counting,” Jim said.

“Why did you wait this long,” I asked.

“I reckoned I’d find the issue by working through the engineering troubleshooting guide,” Jim replied.

The Cool Room had held temperature during the night. But in the last hour, the temperature had risen four degrees. At that rate, Jim predicted we would hit critical temperature, a code red, within two hours. At that point four weeks of catch would be spoiled. This was a multi-million-dollar problem that needed to be solved urgently.

“Now Jim’s worked through the guide, and my expertise is on the mechanical side,” Vic said.

“Okay. I need to know everything you’ve done and in what order,” I said.

Jim spent the next thirty minutes running me through his actions to date. He had covered all the bases, and there was nothing more we could do by the book.

“Give me ten minutes to check a few things,” I said, stepping forward and into the control chair.

I worked between the diagnostic screens, the manuals and the Internet.

“We’ve got less than ninety minutes until we have a code red,” Vic added.

“Okay, I have it. I knew I recognised the problem. There’s a bug in the software. The last software patch didn’t install properly,” I said.

“What are you waiting for? Patch it,” Vic said.

“I’m downloading it, but the bandwidth is too slow. It’s quoting another two hours before the patch will be downloaded,” I said.

“What can we do?” Vic asked.

“We need to free up bandwidth. Can you ask Captain Rodriguez to shut down all non-essential systems?” I replied.

Vic immediately ran up to the Bridge. Seconds later, the Captains voice came over the public address system.

“All non-essential systems will be shut down until further notice,” Captain Rodriguez announced.

Instantly the download time remaining dropped. It was now showing thirty minutes, giving a one-hour gap until code red.

“I’m surprised how much porn must have been streaming,” Jim said.

“With a ship’s crew, nothing surprises me,” I said.

Shortly after Vic returned to the Control Room, the patch was ready to be installed.

The patch overrode the faulty Cool Room sensor. Instead of keeping the refrigeration systems off, the system swung into action again. The three of us watched the control panel as red lights turned green and the temperature settings moved from amber to yellow to green. We had averted the crisis.

“It’s time for streaming porn to return to the crew,” Jim said.

“You guys keep monitoring the situation. I need to brief the Captain,” Vic said.

Vic disappeared for the next hour. There was still plenty of work for Jim and me to do. We ran through the full diagnostics again and monitored Cool Room temperature until everything returned to green.

“All non-essential services have been returned to normal,” Captain Rodriguez announced.

By the time Vic returned, Jim was his old self. He was joking and laughing and giving me a hard time about being his junior. Normalcy had returned. We had tackled the disaster head on and proved the value of the engineering team once again.

“The Captain asked me to pass on his gratitude for saving the catch. I told him we had fixed the problem and it couldn’t happen again,” Vic said.

“Well, not unless another software patch fails to upload,” I said.

“Can we make sure that doesn’t happen?” Vic asked.

“I’ll add some code to send us a confirmation in the future,” I replied.

The rest of the day shift went uneventfully. Vic and I focussed on cleaning up the mess Jim had caused, while he hit the sack for a well-earned sleep.

“The Captain was thankful for your efforts. But you have to realise he can’t change your cabin situation,” Vic said.

“I know. He’s made a call and I have to live with the consequences,” I said.

“But he has made it clear. If I think you should be on the next voyage, he will allow it,” Vic said.

“Are you serious? I get to keep my job,” I asked.

“Yes. And you won’t be confined to the cabin as long as you don’t disregard a direct order,” Vic replied.

After two weeks in purgatory, I was overjoyed with the outcome of the day. How could things get any better?

After dinner, I received a knock on my cabin door.

“Sam, I wanted to personally thank you for your efforts today,” Captain Rodriguez said.

“That’s okay, Captain. It’s my job,” I said.

“Well, from what I heard, we’d be throwing millions of dollars of rotten fish back into the water if it wasn’t for you,” Captain Rodriguez said.

“What do you have planned for the weekend after we dock in Port of Vigo?” Captain Rodriguez asked.

“I was going to head back to my tiny flat in London,” I replied.

“Well, I have a surprise for Valentina. She’s helped me out at short notice. And it sounds like I owe you too,” Captain Rodriguez said.

“What did you have in mind, sir,” I said.

“Have you ever been to Palma?” Captain Rodriguez asked.

“No. But I hear it is exquisite,” I replied.

“Leave it to me and accept this plane ticket. Everything else will be clear when I pick you up at the airport. But not a word to anyone, especially Valentina. It’s our surprise,” Captain Rodriguez said.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


FLYING INTO PALMA airport was a treat unto itself. The vivid blue of the Mediterranean provided the perfect balance to the white hulls of massive pleasure craft and the white stone of the buildings. Ringed by hills of green, this Island beauty welcomed the weary traveller, promising the visit of a lifetime.

Walking off the plane, I was extremely nervous. I had kept everything secret. All I knew was Captain Rodriguez would pick me up and I would spend time with Valentina. But my concerns were allayed, the second I reached the terminal. There stood the most incredible vision I’d ever seen. And she wore an ear-to-ear smile.

“How? Why? When?” Valentina asked in quick succession. This was the first time I’d heard her lost for words.

“Your Uncle arranged everything, as a thank you of sorts,” I replied.

“But I haven’t seen you properly in weeks,” Valentina said.

“Not in the flesh, anyway,” I said with a cheeky smile.

Valentina wore a white fitted halter-neck cotton top with laces up the middle. She teamed it with a black suede miniskirt and black four-inch stiletto strappy sandals. Even after two months in the Arctic Ocean, her tan provided a healthy glow for her tight and toned body.

“I wish I’d known you were coming. I’d have dressed sexy for the occasion,” Valentina said.

Valentina threw her arms around my neck and kissed me deeply. Her apple scented fragrance weaved through my nostrils and into my heart. After six weeks apart, neither of us wanted to let go first.

“Where’s the Captain?” I asked.

“He’s waiting for us in the car,” Valentina replied.

Stepping outside, the bright Spanish light hit me. I felt like a man leaving isolation for the first time in months. But when my eyes adjusted, I saw the Captain pick up my suitcase and place it in the boot of a cream-coloured convertible Bentley. I hardly recognised Valentina’s uncle, as he wore a bright green shirt with small black flamingos across it. The top four buttons were open and showed a series of gold chains against a hairy chest.

“Thank you for meeting me, Captain,” I said.

“Call me Uncle Rodriguez. We’re on shore now,” Captain Rodriguez said with a smile and pulling me close with a punishing handshake.

“But if you mistreat my niece, Valentina, the fun uncle will disappear instantly,” he whispered in my ear.

Driving through the streets of Palma was the perfect start to my weekend. A mix of historical sites, rows of white terrace houses and plenty of green space, all bounded by a vibrant waterfront. After ten minutes, Valentina’s uncle stopped and dropped us off in the Old Town.

“Have fun youngsters. Your bags will be waiting for you in the penthouse at Es Princep,” Uncle Rodriguez said, before waving and casually driving off.

“I can’t believe you were the mystery visitor. I expected to be entertaining one of my uncle’s rich playboy friends,” Valentina said, pushing me against the building and kissing me.

“You’ll have to stop, else I won’t make it through lunch,” I said.

“Well, I’m as randy as hell. But hungry as well,” Valentina said with a smile.

Valentina led me into the Mercat de Santa Catalina for lunch. The local market was the most important meeting place in all of Palma. The rumble of a thousand conversations hit me like a wave the second I walked inside, before the exquisite flavours of twenty spicy cuisines seeped into my soul. I felt energised, excited and above all famished.

“Name your favourite cuisine,” Valentina said, holding me tightly like an excited child heading in for the first day of school.

“A spicy chorizo would be wonderful,” I said.

“You’ll have to wait until after lunch for that,” Valentina said, squeezing my cock through my jeans.

Valentina treated me to a tapas menu the likes of which I couldn’t have dreamed of. We sampled foods from a half dozen cuisines, and each seemed more delightful than the last. Valentina had a sophisticated palette and didn’t steer me wrong. As I scanned the massive food hall, I noticed many Latino beauties. But none could hold a candle to Valentina in my eyes.

After lunch, Valentina suggested we see more of the Old Town. Meandering through a series of cobblestone streets, we eventually reached the Parc de Sa Feixina. Strolling through the gracious gardens, children sang and played throughout its expansive green spaces. We exited and wandered over a canal across the gorgeous Pont de la Riera, before taking a few selfies and strolling down towards the picture-perfect waterfront.

The blue-green seas of the Mediterranean looked refreshing and inviting. Families splashed in the shallows while million-dollar pleasure craft churned past, resplendent with colourful bikinis covering tanned skin against a white deck backdrop. After a brief stop to check out the local artwork at the Es Baluard Museu d'Art Contemporani de Palma, we took a cab ride past the most incredible historical palace and cathedral as we headed towards our shelter for the night, the Es Princep.

“This is the place Uncle reserves for his VIP friends,” Valentina said as we exited the taxi and marvelled at the absolute waterfront location.

“Did I hear him say penthouse?” I asked.

As I scanned towards the top of the five-story structure, the blue-green of the Mediterranean glistened back in reflection from the wall of glass.

Valentina excitedly held me close as the elevator delivered us to the top floor. My hand started shaking as I placed the tag against the scanner and heard the door unlock.

“Me first,” Valentina squealed with delight, pushing the door wide open.

But only a few steps inside the door, she stopped dead in her tracks.

Sitting in front of an incredible vista of the Bay of Palma was a king-sized bed covered in rose petals. A magnum of champagne chilled by the bed, accompanied by a series of room service treats. As I stepped forward, I noticed the rose petals spelled out ‘Love’ inside a giant heart.

“Oh my god, you’ve thought of everything,” Valentina said, glancing around the room.

To the right, hanging on the door, was a stunning red silk evening dress with black six-inch stiletto Louboutin ankle boots.

“How did you make all this happen? Did you speak to my Uncle?” Valentina asked.

I shrugged my shoulders and watched as Valentina changed into her new outfit. The outfit came with matching red lace bra and panty set. Valentina looked incredible in her underwear, every bit the fiery Latino I’d dreamed of during my six weeks in isolation. Except she wasn’t a dream any longer. This was real life, and her excitement was too hard to hide.

After moving to the roof bar for cocktails, Valentina suggested we head to Assaona beachfront bar to watch the incredible Spanish sunset. Valentina told me about her life in Palma. Growing up part of a restaurateur family, she had learned to cook almost before she learned to walk. Hanging out in her family’s restaurants, at sixteen a modelling agent discovered Valenti, and Barcelona became home. The shift to modelling women’s fashion happened suddenly, which alienated her family. Luckily, Uncle Rodriguez stepped in and enabled Valenti to become Valentina.

As the sun set on my first day in stunning Palma, I believed I’d died and gone to heaven. Sipping cocktails with my arm firmly around the most beautiful girl in Europe and watching the burning Spanish sun sink into the azure blue Mediterranean, I felt blessed. How could life get any better?

“We have a reservation at La Paloma at 8:30 pm. It’s the hottest ticket in town,” Valentina said, responding to a message on her phone.


CHAPTER TWELVE


DINNER DID NOT disappoint, neither did dessert at Ombu on Paseo Del Borne. As we strolled along the grand avenue under the strings of lights that illuminated our path, Valentina and I took turns savouring the creamy gelato delight.

“I hope you have enjoyed your day in Palma,” Valentina said.

“I couldn’t have wished for more,” I replied.

“Oh, don’t think that’s it. Now for the night. I’ve been building up your strength for one reason alone,” Valentina said with a twinkle in her eye.

Valentina stopped and pulled me close, kissing me passionately. Her tongue danced with mine as her hands squeezed my cheeks through my jeans.

“I can’t wait to have my way with you tonight,” Valentina said.

After two months at sea, it didn’t take long for Valentina to get me hard as a rock. And during the five-minute cab ride back to Es Princep, she kept me there. I felt ready to burst at any moment, but safely made it to the lifts. I could feel Valentina was as excited as I was when she pinned me to the lift wall during the five-floor trip. As the floor lights shifted, our cocks battled for position while our tongues danced to the muzak.

With the lift doors open, Valentina forced me into the hallway and against the wall. With my back to her, I felt her hard member straining against my arse through my pants. Biting my left earlobe, Valentina ground her body against mine and sent an ominous message.

“My cock will give you pleasure in ways you never knew possible,” Valentina whispered in my ear.

As we reached the penthouse door, my breathing became ragged. I reached for the key, but Valentina snatched it from me.

“Kiss me. It’s the entry fee,” Valentina purred.

I turned and swallowed Valentina’s hungry tongue.

“I want you to prove your love and kiss me here,” Valentina said, pulling my hand down to her rock-hard cock.

“But there’s four rooms on this floor. Someone will hear us,” I said.

“You’d better hurry and be quiet about it,” Valentina said.

I stared into her deep chocolate eyes and could see she meant what she said. It was time to nut up and live out the fantasy I’d had since the first time I’d seen her in our shared bathroom.

With Valentina’s hands on my shoulders, I dropped to my knees and opened up her dress. Her purple glowing cock poked out from under the red lace panties, calling for attention. As Valentina guided me towards the prize, I slid her panties to the floor and plunged my lips over the delightful appendage.

“That’s it, suck it hard,” Valentina urged.

I swiftly got the hang of things and heard her breathing shorten.

Valentina’s cock responded to every move I made. Every lick, every kiss, every suck created a fresh sign of excitement. With her legs shaking, I took Valentina’s lead and pulled her cock deep into my throat. I established a rhythm but varied it to keep her excitement at a peak. Suddenly, I heard a door open. I stood and pushed Valentina back against the door, kissing her lustfully.

“I’m sorry. I heard a noise,” a voice said from across the hall.

Ignoring our neighbour, Valentina unlocked the door, and we slipped inside our penthouse.

“You did well. For a first-time cock sucker. I have high hopes for you,” Valentina said.

I walked Valentina across the room and pushed her back onto the bed.

Within seconds, I wrapped my lips around her rock-hard cock, and Valentina was moments away from an impending orgasm.

“I’m gonna come,” Valentina moaned.

I took that as a signal to go deep and sucked every last drop as Valentina’s body convulsed in pure excitement.

Valentina moaned loud and long as I took her full load with glee. It surprised me how lost in the moment I had become. The fact I was sucking cock had never entered my mind. I was purely pleasuring my sexy girlfriend, something I had been dreaming of since the moment I first saw her.

“Oh my god, you are so getting laid tonight,” Valentina said.

I felt Valentina’s hands move to my pants as she kissed my neck. In seconds my back was against the sheets and Valentina had thrown my pants and shirt on the floor.

“Now, let me see what I have to work with,” Valentina said before removing my Calvin Klein’s.

As my trunks slid down, Valentina’s eyes lit up.

“You, my delightful friend, are going deep inside my arse,” Valentina said.

With both hands stroking my cock, Valentina introduced some mouth action. Starting with angel kisses, Valentina worked her way down from the head to the base of the shaft and back. She took my cock deep into her throat, resting her chin on my balls. Her action was incredible, much more intuitive and experienced than mine. I started losing control and lay back in pure self-satisfaction.

“Don’t you dare drop a load until you’re inside me,” Valentina said.

Valentina moved back to hand action as she readied her arse with a solid lathering of saliva. Moving up the bed, Valentina straddled me before lowering her hungry arse onto my rock-hard cock. As she dropped, inch by inch, I saw her initial discomfort turn to absolute pleasure. Once fully engaged, Valentina started riding me like a bucking bronco. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through my body and into hers.

“Fuck, you get all the way in, don’t you?” Valentina cried out.

As Valentina increased her pace, I lost all control. With each down stroke, Valentina’s balls slapped against my pelvis. I reached up and started massaging her breasts in time with the movement. Valentina pushed me deeper and held me on the down stroke. I saw her eyes roll back into her head each time she did.

“Fuck me harder. Fuck me harder,” Valentina moaned.

I could only hold on another few thrusts and I let go a massive flood of come deep into Valentina’s arse. She kept riding me for another few cycles until she dropped onto my chest and kissed me deeply. Her smile said it all. I had given her everything she desired and then some. With sweat pouring off her body onto mine, we lay as one.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


VALENTINA AND I got next to no sleep that first night in Palma. But I wouldn’t have had it any other way. Two months of pent-up sexual tension flowed out of both of us and into one another. I found fresh ways to pleasure and be pleasured. And neither of us were complaining or disappointed after that night.

When we finally surfaced, Valentina and I visited Assaona Gastrobeach Club for breakfast. Sitting with our feet in the sand, we savoured Spanish omelettes with spicy chorizo. Valentina was right. Spicy chorizo became a favourite of mine. You could say after our first night in Palma, I developed a taste for it that never went away.

Later the following morning, Valentina and I headed across town for lunch with Uncle Rodriguez. He lived high in the hills with one-hundred-and-eighty-degree views of the Bay of Palma. He picked us up in a red Ferrari, which he parked in his underground car park next to the convertible Bentley and fifteen other classic pieces of motoring history.

It turned out the Sabatini family was the second wealthiest family in Mallorca. They owned a dozen restaurants and hotels, besides a wholesale fish supplier and the fishing fleet. While Valentina had been estranged from her parents for a couple of years, they eventually reunited and welcomed their daughter back into the family business. She ran a chain of Spanish restaurants called Valentina’s kitchen. When I say ran, she was the Executive chef. Which left plenty of time for her to spend with me.

Three months after visiting Valentina in Palma, I made the move there permanently. Leaving a tiny flat in rainy London for a penthouse in sunny Palma was just the bonus. But I did have to go back to sharing a bathroom. Although I never apologised for walking in on Valentina or complained when she used the last of my shampoo. You could say I got a fair share from the deal.

I continued to work on the M.V. Orca with Captain Rodriguez. Vic, Jim and I kept the ship in perfect order and the catch safe. Even after living with Valentina, Captain Rodriguez could scare me with just a sideways glance. Particularly after a couple of big nights on the town with him in Palma.

Valentina and I spent every minute of my downtime in our waterfront penthouse. The only thing better than watching the sun go down over the azure blue Mediterranean was enjoying the sunrise, when Valentina went down on me.


MY OTHER BOOKS!




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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

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

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


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

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

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

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

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

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

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

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

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

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

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


WE MET BY ACCIDENT
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Do you believe that a single decision can change the direction of your life?

Dane Henson is not a risk taker. Born and bred in middle America, the most courageous thing Dane ever did was move two hours north to Minneapolis to join a graduate program straight out of college. Young, handsome and the sort of guy everybody gets along with, Dane’s exterior hides a shyness and conservative nature that keeps him well and truly out of love’s way.

After starting work as a salesman for a clothing wholesaler, his days and weeks are spent on the road hustling fashion accessories to make a sale. And six months into his new career, Dane has learned to use his youthful exuberance and good looks to his advantage. Both his sales results, and his star, are definitely on the rise. But a big part of his success has come from a relationship forged with the flamboyant Stef Moon, buyer for the five hundred store ‘Christopher and Banks’ fashion chain.

Returning from his regular Friday afternoon call on Stef, Dane is excited to ring the sales bell, signalling another extraordinary sales performance. But the gods seem to have other ideas. A one-hour commute quickly becomes a ten-mile carpark with no end in sight. Dane has always relied on his GPS for navigating his new town, but now he must choose whether to take a risk and forge his own path or end up sitting in traffic for hours.

If you like transgender romance stories in the vein of ‘Sliding Doors’ where a single decision can change a life forever, then you’ll love ‘We Met By Accident’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

How will Dane’s decision to follow his instincts lead him to find the love of his love life in the most unexpected place?


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?


HIDING OUT
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Ever had the impulse to help out a stranger for no real reason? No, really put your life on the line for someone.

Joe Murphy was a broken shell of a man. A month after his fiancé ran off with another woman, Joe struggled to get out of bed in the morning. His picture-perfect existence with his dream girl was shattered.

So, Joe’s sister, Aileen, suggested a day trip to the Blarney Stone, in search of a change of fortune. Aileen herself was recovering from a less than ideal relationship. But while lunching on fish and chips, Jamie approached the siblings, asking for a lift to Dublin.

Jamie was a slight boy, with luscious long hair and stunning elfin features. Somehow, Joe felt compelled to help Jamie out. Something he never did. But he never imagined this simple act would both endanger his life and uncover his one true love. A love burning with passion so strong that it only existed in his dreams.

If you like transgender romance stories in the mould of ‘Married to the Mob’, then you’ll love ‘Hiding Out’! The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Can the Irish Mob, a jealous ex-fiancé, a snoopy neighbour or the Irish Guards quell the passion between Joe and his one true love?


SUMMER LOVERS
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Have you ever been stuck in the friendship zone for just a little too long? How do you move to be more than just friends?

Sam Dean is a gifted musician who has just finished the third year of his engineering degree. Unlike his rich kid friends, Sam works several jobs to afford his college education, let alone save for a holiday. This allows little time for romance, and leaves him lacking confidence, although he has no shortage of suitors.

With his best friends, the recently engaged Carl and Winnie, and trust fund girl Jessica, Sam plans for a Summer in Greece. Trouble is Jessica sees it as a romantic couples’ trip, while Sam has no romantic interest in Jessica, whatsoever. He wants a ‘Summer Lovers’ Fling with a gorgeous European girl.

Landing in Athens, Sam spots Swedish songbird, Hannah, and becomes more than a little smitten. Sam goes out of his way to attend Hannah’s shows almost nightly, impressing Hannah while annoying Jessica no end. He even joins her show, singing love song duets with her. But Sam lacks the confidence to take the big next step and ask Hannah out.

If you like transgender romance stories in the mold of ‘Music and Lyrics’, stories that make your heart go ‘Pop’, then you’ll love ‘Summer Lovers’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Sam be able to deflect Jessica’s advances and work up the courage to ask Hannah out, or will his ‘Summer Lovers’ Fling become yet another unfulfilled dream?


DOUBLE TROUBLE

[image: ]

What would you do if you discovered your partner had a secret double-life? What secrets would you be okay with? Which ones would be show stoppers?

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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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