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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“ANY WORD YET on where we’ll be working tomorrow?” I asked.

“Let me check my phone again. Hang on, word is coming in,” Buddy replied.

“I hope it’s not another one of those new builds up on the North Coast. That commute does my head in,” I said.

“You’re gonna love this one,” Buddy said.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Let me read it to you,” Buddy replied.

“Meet me at 945 Mariner Drive, Key Biscayne tomorrow morning at 6:00 am,” Buddy read.

“We’ll be working on a pet project for the boss,” Buddy added.

“It’ll be a renovation. But not like you’ve ever done before,” Buddy added.

“Hey, that’s awesome,” I said.

“Shit yeah, a few weeks in Key Biscayne with all the MILFs. It’ll be heaven,” Buddy said.

“And it’s only a thirty-minute drive. Double win,” I added.

As I glanced about the tight two-bedroom apartment Buddy and I called home, my mind raced to the luxury residence we’d be working on. Miami offered a brilliant lifestyle, if you had lots of money. But unfortunately, a recently qualified carpenter struggled to pay for rent on an apartment, let alone enjoy the brilliance of Key Biscayne.

“I’ve Googled the place. It backs onto the water, has five bedrooms and six bathrooms. It’s a mansion but it seems awfully tired from the street,” Buddy said.

“Brilliant, that’ll keep us busy for at least a month. Who else is on the team?” I asked.

“The email went to me, you, Chester the painter, Enrico the electrician, Patrick the plumber, Toby the tiler and Brian the builder. Oh, and someone called Kamilla,” Buddy replied.

“They’re the best of the best. It must be an important renovation,” I said.

“Perhaps Kamilla is the MILF who owns the joint,” Buddy said.

“Nice call. But in your dreams,” I said.

“Doesn’t the boss live somewhere around there?” Buddy asked.

“I’ve only been there once, but Mariner Drive sounds familiar,” I replied.

“I hope his wife is there. Rachael would be number one on my MILF list,” Buddy said.

“Well, if that ever happens, it’s been nice working with you,” I said.

“Yeah, I know. Suicide, right. But if you’ve gotta go. What a way to do it,” Buddy said.

“You should have nailed her before she married the boss, when she was the work receptionist. You well and truly missed your chance,” I said.

“Biggest regret of my life. But five years ago, I was only sixteen and a first-year apprentice. I don’t think I could have satisfied her,” Buddy said.

“I don’t think much has changed in five years, brother,” I said.

“You talk an impressive game, but I’m yet to see any results from you, either,” Buddy said.

“At least I’m not in my twenties,” I said with a smirk.

We hit the sack straight after finishing X-Men: The Last Stand. There was always something about watching super attractive mutants fight to the death that cheered us up. Living in Surfside was convenient to the beach and work, but with only two bean bags, a television, and a futon each, the place was a wee bit spartan. That’s why Buddy focussed on MILFs. For some the dream was becoming a musician or athlete to leave a life of poverty. For Buddy, it was finding a MILF.

Driving through Key Biscayne was an attack on the senses. The massive homes with palm trees and private docks inspired anyone with a dream. And to think our boss lived there, made it all the more reachable. After thirty minutes driving in the warm morning sunshine, we arrived at the Flip House. And we were five minutes early.

“Gather round team. You guys and gals have been pulled together because you’re the best,” Brian said as the clock struck 6:00 am.

I glanced across at Buddy with a smile.

“And the property in front of us will need every inch of your talents to make it a success. This flip is being done for an elite client, our owner Richard Wood. Failure or second-rate work is not an option here,” Brian added.

“I’ll be project managing, to ensure we deliver on time, to suitable quality and to budget. But you’re all here because of your skills,” Brian added.

I scanned the crew. I recognised everyone, except for a tall woman in her mid-thirties. She dressed elegantly, and her presence reeked up-market.

“Let me introduce a key member of our team. Someone many of you guys probably haven’t met before. Our interior designer Kamilla,” Brian said.

Buddy instantly jabbed me in the ribs.

“Shotgun,” Buddy whispered.

“I’d also like to welcome Richard Wood, our owner, and his wife Rachael,” Brian said turning to a couple walking onto the property.

“Thanks Brian. This project will be a labour of love for us,” Richard said.

I looked around to see everyone on the team listened intently to every word from Richard.

“A rap artist bought the home twelve months ago and it’s been destroyed by endless parties. It’ll take us a little time and effort to clean it up, but I want to attract a high-end buyer,” Richard added.

I dreaded to think what lay behind the doors. Musicians had a knack of destroying homes in Miami. And judging from the garden and exterior paint, this one was in that basket.

“Now, you all know my wife, Rachael,” Richard said turning to the beauty standing next to him.

“Shotgun,” Buddy whispered.

“And you may be wondering why I’ve involved an interior designer with this project, when Rachael often does the decorating,” Richard added.

Richard paused to make sure he stared into each person’s eyes directly.

“Well, this is a high-end property and the buyer will be my new neighbour. So, I wanted a separation between Rachael and the new owners. Plus, as Kamilla is the number one interior designer in Miami, buyers will pay a premium for a home with her signature design,” Richard added.

“Thanks, Richard. Once we’re inside, I’ll run each of you through the plan and your schedule. Let’s make this thing happen,” Brian said.


CHAPTER TWO


A FLURRY OF activity started immediately. Tools were unpacked and moved into the house while Brian ran through the plan with each member of the team.

“You can’t call shotgun on every female on the project,” I said to Buddy as we waited.

“Okay, then I call shotgun on Rachael,” Buddy said.

“Then I call shotgun on Kamilla,” I said staring over to where she chatted with Brian.

I looked closely at Kamilla. She was tall, probably close to six foot without the four-inch heels she wore. This didn’t worry me, as standing at 6ft 5in I was rarely towered over by anyone. Except when we went to the Miami Heat matches.

But above all, Kamilla was elegant and classy. Her long brunette locks were straightened and glistened in the sunshine. Her dark, almost chocolate, eyes were accentuated with dark makeup to create a mysterious aura. Ruby red lipstick dragged focus towards her delicious pouty lips. And her body was tanned, lithe yet muscular. Especially her legs which were visible beneath a turquoise green leather skirt.

“Boys, we have five bedrooms, six bathrooms, a pool house, a staircase, two balconies, two kitchens and three family areas for you to remodel. You’ll be virtually living here for the next six weeks,” Brian said.

“Sounds like a decent workload,” I said.

“I’ll be able to help out from time to time. But project managing this sucker is gonna be a full-time job,” Brian said.

“Where do you want us to start, boss?” I asked.

“We need to you to start with the demolition, to give Enrico and Patrick access,” Brian replied.

Brian looked down to his notebook and flipped the page.

“Then, prep the wet rooms to get Toby going. Before rebuilding the kitchen, including cabinets, and the living areas, including staircase, to allow Chester to head indoors,” Brian added.

“We’ll get moving, straight away,” I said.

“Oh, and one thing to watch out for. Rachael is pissed Richard called in Kamilla. While Rachael’s not in the same league, she has an overinflated ego. Under no circumstances should you engage with, or take direction from, Rachael. Simply direct her to me,” Brian said.

“No worries, boss,” I said.

“And one final thing for you, Josh. As the junior member of the team, please act as a runner for Kamilla? She lives a few streets away and will need samples ferried back and forth,” Brian said.

“I’d be happy to help out,” I said trying poorly to contain my excitement.

“Chat to Chester about her, if needed. He’s got her address. They’ve been friends forever,” Brian said.

I’d known Chester for around three years. We got on well, although he was at a different stage of life. Married with a couple of kids, he was about thirty. Tall and extremely fit, Chester was a bit of a Ladies Man. But he loved his family, so was no threat for my play for Kamilla.

We ran through the architectural drawings with Brian. The staircase had been built and was due in a couple of weeks. The kitchen cabinets likewise. So, we had time to get the demo done. The urgency was around pulling out the six bathrooms and preparing them. That took most of the first day.

“Hey, Chester. Brian asked me to get Kamilla’s address from you,” I said over lunch.

“No worries, I’ll send it to you,” Chester said.

“He also mentioned you know her pretty well,” I said.

“Yeah, I’ve known her since I started my apprenticeship, thirteen years ago,” Chester said.

“Has she always been so gorgeous?” I asked.

“Always attractive, but her appearance has changed a lot. But hey, I’m biased. We used to be a thing,” Chester replied.

“Wow, half your luck. Why would you ever breakup with that goddess?” I asked.

“I wanted to have a family, and that wasn’t an option with Kamilla. But we are still wonderful mates. And always will be,” Chester replied.

“Perhaps you could put in a good word for me,” I said with a cheeky smile.

“I’d be happy too. Kamilla deserves someone decent,” Chester said.

Chester went on to let me know Kamilla wasn’t seriously dating anyone. She had a weakness for younger guys. Chester was six years her junior. She loved opening up the minds of young guys to the wonder of sex with an experienced, older partner. Simply chatting to Chester got me dreaming about taking Kamilla by the pool. But lunch was over, and it was back to the grind.

Buddy and I split up and took three bathrooms each. By mid-afternoon I had demolished two rooms and walked across to see how Buddy progressed.

“Brother, you’re a bit slow,” I said with a grin.

“I’ve had Rachael dressed in nothing but a bikini chatting to me for the past hour. I’m as horny as hell,” Buddy said.

“Remember, she’s the boss’s wife. And I’m not gonna pay the full rent while you find a new job,” I said.

“She doesn’t like Kamilla. There’s bad blood there,” Buddy said.

“I doubt it’s Kamilla she doesn’t like. It’s more likely getting passed-over for the gig,” I said.

“But when she’s standing there in a skimpy bikini, I have to hear her out,” Buddy said.

“I gotta head out and deliver some samples to Kamilla. I’ll come back to pick you up,” I said.

“Okay, but there’s no rush. Rachel invited me over for a swim,” Buddy said.

“Brother, surely you’re not going to take her up on that?” I asked.

“Oh, don’t be such a spoil-sport,” Buddy replied.

“Hey Josh,” Chester said from behind. “There’s another delivery of bathroom tile samples that’s arrived. I put them in the garage.”

“Thanks. Hey Chester, you’re a man of the world. I’m telling Buddy not to swim in Rachael’s pool,” I said.

“If you fuck Rachael, you fuck your career in this town,” Chester said.

“It wasn’t a euphemism. The offer was to literally swim in the pool. But I agree with the sentiment one hundred percent,” I said.

“Swimming in her pool will only lead to one thing. Fucking her. Don’t go there,” Chester said.


CHAPTER THREE


BY THE TIME I’d loaded the samples into my car, it was almost 4:00 pm. I had half an hour to drop them off and get back for knock off. Kamilla lived only a street away, in a property that also backed onto the stunning canals. But turning into the driveway, highlighted I was in another area of town completely. An elegant and classy part.

Pulling into the cobbled-stone driveway, and heading past the rows of palm trees, the sheer size of the bright white painted structure screamed out at me. The curved windows, the Juliet balcony, the three-car garage all screamed opulence. I stopped the car and took a minute to digest that Kamilla was this wealthy and successful.

“Hi Kamilla, we met earlier this morning,” I said when the door opened. “I’ve got a car full of samples for you.”

“Hi Josh, thanks for helping me out,” Kamilla said.

Kamilla wore a green leather skirt with a white see-through blouse and green four-inch pumps, that colour-matched the skirt.

The entrance was grand, with vaulted ceilings following the broad staircase to the second floor. A white colour scheme created a light and bright room, making it appear massive. Colourful artwork, and soft furnishings provided a punctuation of blues and greens throughout the entrance.

“Follow me and I’ll show you where the office is,” Kamilla said.

As Kamilla walked, I was mesmerised by her toned and tight arse in the green leather. Firmly bouncing left then right, there was no discernible wobble, only precise muscular movements. She led me upstairs which brought Kamilla’s arse directly into eye shot. And the toned and tanned legs beneath them that tensed and released. I thought of nothing but kissing those thighs.

“Do you like what you see?” Kamilla asked.

I wasn’t sure how I’d been caught. She must have eyes in the back of her head.

“The decoration,” Kamilla added.

“Yes, it’s stunning,” I replied.

“Well this is the style I see for the Flip House,” Kamilla said.

At the top of the stairs I glanced back at the enormity of the entrance.

“My office is the second door on the left,” Kamilla said.

As she opened the door, light from the water outside grabbed my attention. The view continued until the end of the canal with at least two dozen water side backyards in view.

The office was larger than my apartment and perfectly presented. Not an item was out of place. The room had artwork on the walls, a huge cherry wood desk and floor to ceiling windows running at least thirty feet across one side of the room.

“I’d be grateful if you placed the samples on the rug over there,” Kamilla said.

“No worries, Miss Gomez,” I said.

While I ran back and forth delivering five loads of samples, Kamilla headed back downstairs. I walked through the house, admiring the decor until I was in the back yard.

“I’m finished,” I said after finding Kamilla relaxing on a sun bed.

“Thank you for the help. What will you have to drink?” Kamilla asked.

“I’ve got to keep moving,” I replied.

“Nonsense, I want to thank you for your help. You don’t want to offend me, do you?” Kamilla asked.

“No, Miss Gomez,” I replied.

“You can call me Kamilla, Josh,” Kamilla said.

“Here, I’ve poured you a glass of white wine. Come and sit with me for a moment. I always like to know who I’m working with,” Kamilla said.

Though Kamilla sat on a sun bed, she was still dressed impeccably.

“I don’t want to get your furniture dirty,” I said.

“No need to be timid. You won’t do any damage,” Kamilla said.

Once sitting, it was hard not to relax and enjoy the ambience. Here I sat in a stunning setting, sipping on a late afternoon wine and conversing with a gorgeous woman. I sure would be happy to trade this life for messy Buddy and the tiny apartment.

“Tell me about your hopes and dreams?” Kamilla asked.

“Well, I recently finished my apprenticeship and stepped into a full tradesman role,” I replied.

“And do you enjoy working for Richard?” Kamilla asked.

“The company is amazing. And this project is awesome,” I replied.

As we spoke, a seventy-foot cruiser came into view. The captain waved, prompting Kamilla to return the greeting.

“And how about your non-work time? What do you do for fun?” Kamilla asked.

“I like to keep fit, by running, working out and surfing,” I replied.

“Well, you certainly have the body of a Dothraki, if you don’t mind me saying so,” Kamilla said.

As one glass turned into two glasses turned into three glasses, I felt vibrations coming from my pocket. Shit, I’d totally forgotten about Buddy. I pulled out my phone to see four missed calls.

“I’m gonna need to go now,” I said.

“Is that your girlfriend calling?” Kamilla asked with a grin.

“I’ve got to pick up Buddy and give him a lift home. But thank you for the Southern hospitality,” I replied.

“You are most welcome. I think we’re gonna be seeing quite a lot of each other over the coming weeks,” Kamilla said reaching out and touching my arm.

“I sure look forward to that,” I said.

“Before you go, did you bring the slate sample over?” Kamilla asked.

“I can’t remember a slate sample,” I replied.

“That’s a shame. It’s the key one I need right now,” Kamilla said.

“I’ll search for it when I get back. If it’s there I’ll message you,” I said.

“I need to see it by end of day tomorrow to avoid delay,” Kamilla said.

“No problems, I’ll bring it over tomorrow night,” I said.

“And bring your swimmers, next time. There’s nothing like a dip in the pool after a hot and sweaty day,” Kamilla said.

Back at the Flip House, Buddy was frantic when I arrived.

“What’s wrong, brother?” I asked.

“Rachael knows I’m here alone, and has been stalking me,” Buddy replied.

“Isn’t that what you wanted?” I asked.

“But I can’t afford to lose my job,” Buddy replied.


CHAPTER FOUR


DAY TWO OF the flip started with a team meeting at 6:00 am. As Brian provided the update, I struggled to keep focussed on anything but Kamilla. And Kamilla seemed to smile each time I caught her eye. She looked stunning in black leather pants poked into black four-inch stiletto ankle boots with studs and a bright blue silk blouse. I struggled to control my boner and imagined what I’d like to do when I dropped off the samples, later in the day.

The work remained on schedule throughout the day. All bathrooms had been demolished, along with the kitchen. The staircase was replaced by a ladder and Chester had painted the front side of the building.

“I hope you’ve remembered your swimmers?” Kamilla asked on her way out.

“I’ve got my lucky board shorts,” I replied with a smile.

Rachael haunted the team throughout the day. She must have paid us a dozen visits. Each time she was fishing for intel on the colour scheme. The hard colour scheme wasn’t due until the end of the week, but that didn’t stop Rachael asking.

Over lunch, I asked Chester if Buddy could catch a ride home with him. That cleared my timeline for a swim in Kamilla’s pool.

By late afternoon, another batch of samples had arrived. And yes, the slate floor tile was amongst them. After loading up the car, I headed off around 4:00 pm to deliver the required items.

“Hey Josh, thanks for bringing the samples around,” Kamilla said.

“The slate sample has arrived. Where would you like me to put it?” I asked.

“On the rug with the others. And I’d appreciate it if you took the samples in the basket down to the garage for me,” Kamilla replied.

It took a solid thirty minutes for me to sort out the samples. But when everything was in its place, I headed down to catch Kamilla.

“Thank you, Josh,” Kamilla said.

“You’re welcome. It’s all part of the service,” I said.

“Well, I have a cold drink waiting for you once you’ve had a swim,” Kamilla said.

“Where can I get changed?” I asked.

“Anywhere here is fine. There’s nothing I haven’t seen before,” Kamilla replied.

I felt a little exposed, but the pool area was quite secluded. I turned away from Kamilla and changed into my swimmers.

“That’s an impressive body you’ve got there, Josh,” Kamilla said.

“Thanks, I like to keep fit,” I said.

The pool was large and cool. With an endless feature flowing towards the canal, the relaxing sound of a waterfall helped wash away the day’s cobwebs.

“Are you coming in?” I asked.

“No, I swam first up this morning,” Kamilla replied.

After about ten laps I felt refreshed and ready to have a cool drink. Though Kamilla wore sunglasses, I felt she checked me out throughout the swim, and as I walked across to sit with her.

“You’re lucky to live here,” I said.

“Luck had nothing to do with it,” Kamilla said.

“I meant the outlook is incredible,” I said.

“You like what you see. I like what I see, too,” Kamilla said.

As Kamilla poured me a third drink, I started to truly relax.

“Now there’s something you need to know about me,” Kamilla said.

“Oh, it’s okay. Chester has told me all about it,” I said.

“And you are fine with it?” Kamilla asked.

“It doesn’t worry me in the least,” I replied.

“How about we head into the pool house for a little more privacy?” Kamilla asked.

I couldn’t believe things were falling into place so quickly. I was finally going to get my opportunity to learn from a stunning older woman. Kamilla was certainly a MILF, only one without children.

“That would be awesome,” I replied.

Kamilla stood and grabbed my hand, before leading me into the pool house.

“I’ve got to attend an event tonight. So, consider this a sampler,” Kamilla said.

The second we entered the pool house, Kamilla threw me back against the door and kissed me. Her kisses weren’t soft and sweet like the girls I hooked up with. But Kamilla was no girl. She was all woman. Pinned to the door, Kamilla kissed her way around my neck from ear to ear. The intensity of her passion was off the charts.

Running her hand down to my pecs, Kamilla twisted and tweaked my nipples until the pleasure and pain balanced. Kissing me passionately, I felt Kamilla’s hand work its way down my six-pack and effortlessly slip inside my lucky swimmers. With a hand full of member, she worked my seven inches to fully erect while our tongues danced fervently.

Kamilla increased the pace and intensity of her strokes. Her breasts pinned me to the door, but I didn’t even consider getting away.

“How do you like that?” Kamilla asked.

All I could do was moan in absolute pleasure.

Changing from a forehand grip to a back-hand grip, Kamilla altered the rhythm and reset the impending orgasm. But there was no way I was gonna last long. Kamilla’s strokes became faster and faster while she inserted a digit up my arse and commenced massaging my G-spot. The pleasure was so intense I could hardly hold on for ten seconds.

I shot my load up onto my chest as Kamilla moved back. She scooped up a sample of my nectar and raised it between us on her finger. Her tongue moved forward as she shared her bounty between us, with a passionate kiss.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


“THE MOVES KAMILLA made were insane,” I said as we sat on our boards between sets of waves.

The sun was about an hour old, and the ocean still cool and refreshing. While the waves at Surfside were usually quite tame, a recent storm had produced some solid sets.

“I’ve never experienced anything like it. She knew exactly what to do, and when to do it,” I added.

“Well, I’m not surprised. Experience isn’t your strong suit, is it? Still, I knew I should’ve called shotgun on Kamilla,” Buddy quipped.

“Brother, there’s no such thing as shotgun when you’re talking MILFs. They control the action and decide who they’re interested in,” I said.

“You’re kidding yourself, if you reckon you’d have won a match fight?” Buddy said.

Surfing was followed by a five-mile beach run. This was our Sunday morning ritual. One of the benefits of paying extra to live a short walk from the beach. A trade-off for furniture, you might say.

“Well, it couldn’t have been too wonderful from her end, if she hasn’t seen you since,” Buddy said.

“I told you she welcomed me back anytime. And she hopes to see more of me,” I replied.

“You struggle to remember the coffee orders, so anything you say I’m gonna take with a grain of salt,” Buddy said.

The banter continued throughout the run. Approaching the last mile, I got a little pissed-off with the negative comments.

“Let’s race for coffees?” I suggested.

”Only if you give me a three-second head start. An age handicap,” Buddy replied.

Even with a five-second head start I generously gave Buddy, I easily cruised past him in the final one-hundred yards.

“That’s an extra-large soy latte thanks, brother,” I said.

Brunch at Manolo followed our early morning workout. After working up a decent sweat, I knew a Provoleta and plate of Argentine Chorizos would be waiting for me.

“How are you enjoying the flip?” I asked.

“It’s a choice project, that’s for sure. Beats installing cabinets in high-rises,” Buddy replied.

“We’ve got a gun crew on the project, too. I’m learning heaps,” I said.

“Yeah, we’re moving at break-neck speed. I don’t know if we’ll be able to keep it up for six weeks,” Buddy said.

“Time is money, especially when it comes out of the boss’s pocket,” I said.

“I wouldn’t want to get on his wrong side,” Buddy agreed.

“I wish Rachael would keep her distance,” I said.

“Hey, don’t wish that. Her gorgeous face is all that gets me through the long days,” Buddy said.

“Somehow, I don’t think it’s her face you’re looking at. Not when I see you, anyway,” I said.

“You gotta admit, she’s a fine piece of MILF,” Buddy said.

“But the ‘I don’t agree with Kamilla’ thing is getting a bit old,” I said.

“Remember what Brian said. Refer the issues to him,” Buddy replied.

“It’s a bit hard when she’s the freakin’ boss’s wife, though,” I said.

The aroma of melted cheese invaded my senses as my brunch order arrived. There’s nothing like meat and dairy to refill the tank after a morning of exercise.

“Chester warned me again to steer clear of Rachael,” Buddy said.

“You should listen to him. He’s wise beyond his years,” I said.

“Apparently, Richard has sacked guys for simply glancing at Rachael’s arse,” Buddy said.

“You’d better be careful, brother. If he read your mind, you’d be in a ditch somewhere,” I said.

“You’d step in and save me, wouldn’t you?” Buddy asked with a smile.

“Not if it’s a self-inflicted wound. Caused through stupidity,” I replied.

After brunch, we walked back home along the beach. The wind had picked up which meant kites splashed colour onto the blue sky. Kids squealed and mothers called after them.

“What’s the next step with Kamilla?” Buddy asked.

“I’m getting twitchy, brother. I’m hanging out to visit her again,” I replied.

“Surely, you must need to drop off another load of samples?” Buddy asked.

“She wasn’t available at the end of last week. So, I reckon I’ve got at least two trips to make this week,” I replied with a broad grin.

“And let me guess. You want me to get a lift home with Chester, both nights?” Buddy asked.

“That would help a brother out,” I replied.

“I can’t believe you’ve hooked up with the hottest MILF in Key Biscayne,” Buddy said.

“While you’ve got blue-balls,” I said with a laugh.

“Oh, that’s something Chester mentioned on the way home,” Buddy said.

“Your blue-balls?” I asked.

“No, you idiot. That it’s not merely the decorating gig behind Rachael’s issue with Kamilla,” Buddy replied.

“Shit no, don’t tell me Richard and Kamilla were once a thing?” I asked.

“He wouldn’t say. But there’s bad blood there,” Buddy replied.

“What do you think it is?” I asked.

“No flaming idea. But I’ll keep working on Chester to find out,” Buddy replied.

“I feel Rachael is only gonna increase the bitchiness and interference,” I said.

“Yep. That’s what Chester was predicting. If I were you, I’d keep the dalliance with Kamilla on the down-low,” Buddy said.

“Why can’t anything be simple?” I said.

Back at the apartment we worked through the week’s chores.

“Perhaps, Kamilla and Rachael were an item?” Buddy suggested with a massive grin.

“In your dreams. But then why would Rachael hate Kamilla?” I asked.

“A bad break up. I can imagine those two going at it. I’d pay to see that,” Buddy replied.

“No, I can’t see it being something sexual. It’s simply not feasible,” I said.

“Didn’t you say Kamilla gave you the best handy ever?” Buddy asked.

“She did, hands down the best ever. But that’s not it, I assure you,” I replied.

“Well, you’ll be the first person I tell when I find out,” Buddy said.


CHAPTER SIX


MONDAY MORNING AT 6:00 am, we all convened at the Flip House for an update. The full team were in attendance, except for Richard and Rachael.

“Brilliant job last week, guys and girls. We’re right on track at the end of the first week,” Brian said.

“How hot does Kamilla look?” Buddy whispered to me.

Kamilla wore a long white skirt, split to the hip, and an emerald green boob tube top with straps crossing on the way to her neck and down her mid-riff. Oversized silver hoop earrings provided the accent, although her dark green eye shadow and hot pink lipstick demanded attention. Emerald green four-inch stiletto pumps completed the outfit.

“So hot,” I replied.

“Well, the pool house is finished, Chester, it only needs painting,” Brian said.

I couldn’t stop looking at Kamilla.

“The plumbing fixtures and kitchen cabinets are due later in the week. We’ll store them in the garage and bring them out as we go,” Brian added.

It sounded like another six-day week was in order. Staying ahead of the game was critical if we were to hit schedule.

“Buddy and Josh. Once Patrick and Enrico rough-in the bathrooms, you need to add the cabinets. That’ll be a today thing,” Brian added.

As Brian spoke to us, I saw Kamilla glance over and smile. Unable to look away, I noticed her open her mouth and lick her lips provocatively. She blew me an air kiss before resuming her meeting stance.

“Finally, Chester, you’ll need to be ready to paint out the bathrooms before the rough-in. Only the bits you won’t be able to access,” Brian added.

Cool, that meant Buddy and I would be spending more time with Chester. I hoped to get to the bottom of the Rachael and Kamilla issue, rapidly.

“Okay, if there’s no more questions, get to it. Kamilla, can we do a walk-through and discuss when you’ll have the selections done?” Brian asked.

“Sure. That’s why I’m here,” Kamilla replied with a bright and beautiful smile.

“I thought it was to tease you, brother. I saw that kiss she sent,” Buddy said.

About an hour later, I saw Kamilla walk in my direction.

“Hey Josh, I hope you had a wonderful weekend?” Kamilla asked.

“My day off was nice and chill. But straight back into it, today,” I replied.

“Would you be a darling and run through the samples with me?” Kamilla asked.

“Sure thing, anything to help out,” I replied.

I washed my hands and followed Kamilla downstairs and into the garage. Her arse swayed to a mesmerising rhythm, causing a semi in my pants. She knew what she was doing. But I was still glad she did it.

Once inside the garage, Kamilla shut the door and threw me back against it.

“I’ve been thinking about you, since you last visited,” Kamilla said.

“I’ve thought about little else,” I said.

“You’re sweet. There’s so much I want you to experience. But we had to cut it short,” Kamilla said.

Kamilla leaned in and ground her body against mine, pinning me to the door. She raised her right hand and gently brushed my shaggy hair away from my face. Her touch sent bolts of excitement through me.

“But here and now isn’t the place for it. Let’s work out what samples I need tonight,” Kamilla added.

Kamilla purred her way across the garage to the samples. I struggled to feel my legs and remained leaning against the door a little too long.

“Don’t worry, the blood will return to your head, eventually,” Kamilla said.

In a snap Kamilla was back in work mode.

“I’ve marked the samples I need today with a red dot. I’m happy for you to service me any time after 4:00 pm,” Kamilla said smiling.

“Sure, that works for me,” I said.

“Now, hand me your phone,” Kamilla said.

Kamilla took a photo of a sample and wrote a brief message.

“Here’s an example of what I need you to send me each time a new sample arrives,” Kamilla said.

“Okay, will do,” I said.

“And here’s a little thank you for doing such a wonderful job,” Kamilla said.

Pulling her top aside to unveil her perfect 38C breasts, Kamilla took a selfie and handed me the phone back.

“But I don’t want it to affect your performance when you are with me. Or it’ll be the last you see of me,” Kamilla said.

I glanced at the photo and my semi went full hard-on.

“Nice to see you like the present. Now don’t forget to message me when samples arrive,” Kamilla said.

Kamilla turned and walked back out the door, turning to blow me an air-kiss as she opened it.

I stood dumbfounded in the garage for a solid five-minutes before regaining my composure. Hell yeah, I was on a promise. And I had fodder for the spank bank; not that I needed it today. I didn’t tell Buddy what happened. He would either get pissed-off or accuse me of lying. Instead, I wandered back to help with the third bathroom.

“Brother, look out the window into the next-door yard,” Buddy said.

Still in a trance from my encounter with Kamilla, I did as suggested.

“Rachael is sun baking topless by the pool,” Buddy added.

“Are you trying to get me fired, too?” I asked.

“I assumed you’d want to see,” Buddy replied.

“I’m fine. I want to keep my job,” I said.

Chester walked in to chat about the painting plan.

“Hey Chester, look out the window to the pool next door,” Buddy said.

“You realise Richard has surveillance cameras set up right along his property boundary, don’t you?” Chester said.

“Please tell me you’re kidding?” Buddy asked.

“The rap artists were a handful. Chat to Enrico. He installed the cameras,” Chester replied.

“Does that mean he’s seen me staring at Rachael?” Buddy asked.

“That’d be a yes, Buddy. It’s been nice working with you,” Chester replied.


CHAPTER SEVEN


TWO NEW SAMPLES arrived during the workday. I took photos and messaged Kamilla as instructed. The first got a smiley face emoji response, while the second included a photo of Kamilla in a US flag bikini. With the canal in the background, she held her sunglasses in one hand and seductively chewed on one end.

As the clock struck four, I knocked on Kamilla’s door.

“Hey Josh, you know where to put the samples. And if you could move the samples in the basket that I’ve finished with, downstairs into the garage, I’ll be forever in your debt,” Kamilla said.

I watched Kamilla head up the stairs and into what I assumed to be her bedroom.

There were a couple of large items that required a hand trolley. But within half an hour everything was where it needed to be. I’d heard Kamilla shower and get dressed but hadn’t seen her since she answered the door.

“Kamilla, are you somewhere about?” I called across the top floor.

I headed downstairs and out into the back yard.

“Kamilla, are you here?” I called into the back yard.

I hoped she’d be in the pool house, allowing us to pick up where we left off. But there was still no answer.

Not wanting to aimlessly roam about a stranger’s home, I messaged Kamilla.

“I’m finished with the samples,” I messaged.

“Thanks for the help,” Kamilla responded.

“You’re welcome,” I messaged.

My expectation for seeing Kamilla again was bursting over. But still she was nowhere to be found.

“Where are you?” I messaged.

“I’m in the wine cellar,” Kamilla responded.

Suddenly, a hidden door leading onto the back patio opened and Kamilla stepped out holding two bottles of red.

“Thanks for waiting. I wanted to get my favourite vintage. Nineteen years old,” Kamilla said with a cheeky grin.

“I wasn’t sure where you’d gone,” I said.

“Oh, you were worried, were you?” Kamilla asked sweetly.

“It seemed odd I couldn’t contact you,” I replied.

“Don’t worry, you’re on a promise. I’ve got big plans for you,” Kamilla said.

When Kamilla walked out of the wine cellar, I felt a lump in my throat. She’d changed into a distressed denim skirt, soft pink laced singlet with matching pink four-inch stiletto ankle boots. Her all-over tan became obvious.

“Let’s start with a drink by the pool,” Kamilla suggested.

Kamilla poured two glasses of expensive red wine, and we sat to watch the sun descend over the canal.

“You have such a beautiful outlook here,” I said.

We briefly chatted about the flip and how it was going. I probed about Kamilla’s relationship with Richard. She was secretive on that one, but I didn’t want to push too hard. After a couple of drinks, things started to heat up.

“Move over and share that sun bed,” Kamilla suggested.

Kamilla placed her arse between my thighs and wrapped her arm over my shoulder.

“That’s more comfortable, isn’t it?” Kamilla said.

Leaning forward, Kamilla placed a series of light kisses on my lips. Stroking my face, her face glowing with the last of the setting sun. We kissed more deeply and Kamilla’s hand moved to my chest.

I felt my cock hardening beneath Kamilla’s arse.

“Looks like little Joshy wants to come out to play,” Kamilla added wiggling her backside to stimulate me further.

“Both little Josh and big Josh are in a playful mood,” I said.

“Well, let’s take this party upstairs,” Kamilla said.

Kamilla led me through the house by the hand. I watched her arse sing to me as we climbed the stairs. She led me to the door at the end of the hallway.

“Welcome to my inner sanctum. Few people have ever been invited this far,” Kamilla said.

“I feel privileged,” I said with a smile.

The bedroom was majestic. A king-sized bed sat in the middle of the room, while chairs and a table sat by the window. A massive television sat on the wall opposite the bed. Doors to a gigantic walk in robe and fully equipped en suite sat at the opposite end. The decor was elegant but not overdone. Classy in a not trying too hard manner.

Kamilla picked up a remote control and opened the curtains. The lights from neighbouring homes danced off the canal. It was dark enough for us to see outside, but not let prying eyes see us. Before throwing the remote aside, Kamilla switched on the television.

“Maybe this will get you in the mood,” Kamilla said.

To my complete surprise, it wasn’t music that came onto the television, it was a porno. The scene started with a hot and sweaty female hitchhiker getting a lift and visiting the man’s home.

“Take off your shirt and pants, Joshy,” Kamilla demanded.

I did as I was told, not knowing what to expect, but on the verge of exploding in anticipation.

With my clothes off except for my trunks, Kamilla pushed me back on the bed.

“It’s time for your reward, young man,” Kamilla said licking her lips.

Kamilla dropped to her knees and slid her body over mine. Coming face to face with my boner, she teased it with her fingers before nuzzling it with her nose and chin.

Kissing my cock through the underwear, Kamilla slid her breasts up and down my thighs. Her two hands grabbed my trunks waistband and slowly slid them to reveal my seven-inch soldier.

“Prettier than I imagined,” Kamilla said smiling.

Kamilla moved forward and placed angel-kisses on my cock head. Her kisses switched up to licks, focussing on my V-Spot and the underside of my cock head. With a full boner and a gorgeous woman’s mouth wrapped around it, I had no option but to lay back and enjoy the ride.

Shaking her head, Kamilla whipped her long luscious hair against my torso. She plunged her head over my cock, taking it all in her stride. Her chin tickled my nuts as her throat grabbed and released my member sending waves of pleasure through my body.

“Fuck yeah,” I said.

Kamilla withdrew her hold and started bobbing her head up and down. She swapped tonguing the head with deep throating to stop me hitting orgasm too soon. But alas, as a nineteen-year-old in the hands of a master, I blew my load quickly.

“I hope that makes up for keeping you back after work,” Kamilla said with a wicked smile.

As I dressed to leave, I glanced at the television. The hitchhiker nailed the driver up the arse with what appeared like a six-inch cock.

“We’ll save that for another day,” Kamilla said.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


“WHAT DID KAMILLA teach you this week?” Buddy asked as we waited for the next wave.

“Best blowy ever, bar none. What she did to me was off the charts amazing,” I replied.

“What made it amazing? Share the intel,” Buddy said.

“It’s hard to describe. It was like she did everything right,” I said.

“What’s that mean? I want specifics,” Buddy said.

“Well, it’s hard to describe to someone inexperienced like you,” I said.

Seconds later I was in the water.

Back on the board, the discussion continued.

“I’ll knock you back in the water, if you don’t tell me,” Buddy said.

“The key difference is she cherished my cock. Made me feel like she actually wanted to do it,” I said.

“You mean you didn’t have to coax her?” Buddy asked.

“Not one bit. The shit she did was everything I ever wanted done to me, but never knew,” I replied.

“You are such a lucky bastard,” Buddy said.

Back on dry land, we hit the beachside gym.

“Hey brother, can you spot me for a couple of sets?” Buddy asked.

“Sure, but don’t try the weight I lifted. You’ll kill yourself,” I replied.

“What’s her place like? Is it full of freaky shit?” Buddy asked.

“No, you idiot. It’s classy and elegant, like her,” I replied.

“You mean you’ve seen nothing weird at all?” Buddy asked.

“Well, she does have a dungeon. But she refused to show it to me,” I replied.

“You’re joking, brother. That’s kinky,” Buddy said.

“She told me it was a wine cellar. But I’m suspicious,” I said laughing hysterically.

“Don’t tease me like that. You had me going there,” Buddy said.

“There was one weird thing, now I think back,” I said.

“What’s that?” Buddy asked.

“Her taste in porn,” I replied.

“Sick and depraved, was it?” Buddy asked.

“No, nothing too weird. A movie about a guy who picks up a hitchhiker,” I replied.

“What’s weird about that?” Buddy asked.

“The hitchhiker ends up fucking the driver up the arse,” I replied.

“What with a strap-on or something?” Buddy asked.

“I didn’t notice, but she did say she’ll save that activity for next time,” I replied.

“You lucky bastard. Now you’re getting into advanced MILF activity,” Buddy said.

“I don’t know if I want a dildo shoved up my arse,” I said.

“My advice to you, brother. Is to go with anything Kamilla wants to graciously share with you,” Buddy said.

“Really, even that?” I asked.

“Hell yeah, where else are you gonna find someone to teach you about life’s pleasures. You’re dating her for experience, not to take home to Mum,” Buddy replied.

I considered Buddy’s statement. He was right. This whole Kamilla hook up was a brilliant opportunity for me to learn from someone who was obviously experienced in the sack. It’s the concept of having a dildo shoved up me that didn’t excite me.

“Brother, gay guys do it for a reason. It can’t be too horrible,” Buddy said.

“Enough about me and Kamilla. Did you get the gossip from Chester?” I asked.

“You’re not gonna believe this,” Buddy replied.

“What, brother? Don’t leave me hanging,” I said.

“Remember how I guessed Rachael and Kamilla used to be an item?” Buddy said.

“Are you freaking joking?” I asked.

“Well it’s not quite as I laid out, but similar,” Buddy replied.

“Tell me, Buddy,” I said in anticipation.

“Chester reckons Rachael and Kamilla went to high school together. They knew each other and were wonderful friends,” Buddy said.

“What happened?” I asked.

“Well, apparently Rachael put the moves on Kamilla one night,” Buddy replied.

“And what happened?” I asked.

“Well Chester was a little vague on this bit. But apparently Kamilla said she wasn’t interested,” Buddy replied.

“I can imagine that,” I said.

“But Rachael persisted and bailed Kamilla up in a dorm room. And that’s why Rachael doesn’t like Kamilla anymore,” Buddy said.

“But you didn’t finish the story, dude. Did they hook up or not?” I asked.

“Can’t you just imagine those two tight bodies bumping nasties?” Buddy replied.

“Not really, but you haven’t answered the question,” I said.

“According to Chester, Kamilla told Rachael she didn’t swing that way,” Buddy said.

“So, it never happened between the two?” I asked.

“Apparently not. But I’d still pay to see it,” Buddy replied.

I considered the story. I couldn’t imagine Kamilla being a lesbian. But she did have weird taste in porn and live alone. Something didn’t add up. But there’s no way Rachael was a lesbian. She married Richard, the manliest guy in Miami. And she chased after guy attention like a cat on heat. Something certainly sounded weird.

“While you were getting the best blowy ever, I got bailed up by Rachael again,” Buddy said.

“What Rachael the lesbian?” I asked.

“Perhaps it was a phase. Anyhow, Chester saved my arse when Rachael snuck up on me and kissed me,” Buddy replied.

“You’ve got to be joking. In front of all the tradesmen?” I asked.

“No, it was only me. Chester had to finish another job leaving me the last man on site,” Buddy replied.

“Thank god for Chester,” I said.


CHAPTER NINE


MONDAY MORNING, WE were back at the Flip House at 6:00 am for an update. The full team were in attendance, with Richard this time.

“Two weeks down and things are going well. Excellent progress was made last week. Gives us a chance to show Richard how things are coming together,” Brian said.

As Brian worked through the update, I watched Kamilla’s interactions with Richard. It was purely professional, not an ounce of flirting, no fluttering of eyelids, nothing out of the ordinary. Kamilla caught me checking her out and gave me a sly wink and a smile. I felt my pants tighten immediately.

“With the hard colour scheme in place, Kamilla and I have been able to walk Richard through the design elements,” Brian said.

“First, let me say, wonderful work guys and girls. I know it was a pig sty when you arrived. But I couldn’t be happier with the workmanship, thus far,” Richard said.

“You’ve made my job much easier, too. It’s wonderful to be able to share the vision with the client, with a hard colour scheme in place,” Kamilla added.

The love fest continued for a little longer, then came the clincher.

“We’ll need to work back this week, in order to keep the momentum going and have things in place for the Scott’s viewing in two weeks,” Brian said.

We already pushed it hard and worked six days a week. But when the boss asked for a favour, you said ‘how high’?

“How hot was Kamilla?” Buddy said to me on the way to the kitchen.

“I know, right. How can something as simple as a white cotton boob tube and safety orange short skirt make me feel like that?” I asked.

“It may have been the five-inch stilettos that reminded you of Friday night,” Buddy replied.

Around ten minutes after we commenced working on the cabinet installation, Richard and Kamilla walked in. The second the orange skirt entered my field of vision, I was distracted and knocked the top off my middle finger.

“We’re not looking to disturb you guys. But the kitchen will be a massive selling point. So, I want to check everything through with Kamilla,” Richard said.

“No need to slow down boys,” Kamilla said lightly brushing my arm.

Now I was at full mast and trying to hide it.

“Once the cabinets are in place, then comes the marble bench tops I showed you,” Kamilla said.

“I see what you mean about wow factor. I knew getting you on board would make a massive difference,” Richard said.

“Is there anything you are waiting on, Kamilla?” Richard asked.

“Josh here, has been a godsend, delivering samples daily as they arrive,” Kamilla replied resting her breasts against my arm.

“Yes, I’ve heard positive things about all the team. But Josh, anything Kamilla needs. I’d appreciate it if you could drop everything and do it,” Richard said.

“I’m only too happy to help out,” I said.

“But don’t let it slow you down either. We’ll have agents all over this place from next week,” Richard said.

As Richard and Kamilla headed into the back yard, I finally exhaled. I wasn’t sure whether it was the boss or Kamilla, but I was on edge.

“Brother, you need to knock one out, seriously,” Buddy said.

“I was hoping Kamilla might help me with that,” I said.

The morning was busy, but I was able to focus on moving the kitchen installation along. By lunchtime, we had the base cabinet shells in place and were ready to start on the overheads.

“Dude, Chester is going to lunch. Do we want to hit him up for info?” Buddy asked.

“Sounds like a brilliant opportunity,” I replied downing tools and grabbing my lunchbox.

We headed to the pool house which had become a surrogate lunchroom. While the smell of fresh paint still dominated, the room had everything we needed.

“Thanks for saving my arse, brother,” Buddy said to Chester.

“No worries. But I may not be there next time,” Chester replied.

I headed straight into interrogation mode.

“Why is Rachael like that?” I asked.

“She’s pissed-off about Kamilla. So, trying to create problems for us,” Chester replied.

“You mean it’s not Buddy’s irresistible charms?” I asked.

Chester’s look said it all. He didn’t need to respond.

“Sorry, dude. I was on team Buddy,” I said.

“Why the bad blood between Rachael and Kamilla?” I asked.

“It goes all the way back to high school,” Chester replied.

“Sound’s ominous. What happened?” I asked.

“Well, I’ve been sworn to secrecy and I don’t want to get into trouble with either of the girls,” Chester replied.

“We’ll keep it on the down-low. It’ll help us understand the dynamics a bit,” I said.

“I can’t tell you everything, but I can tell you this. Before her transition, Kamilla was quite handsome, as you can imagine,” Chester said.

“You mean beautiful,” I said.

“No. Before that, when she was a guy,” Chester said.

The next sentences Chester uttered I completely missed. Shock does that to you. But afterwards Buddy repeated it for me.

Rachael was hot for Kamilla before he came out and transitioned. Kamilla had no interest in girls. Frustrated, Kamilla told Rachael he was gay. But Rachael didn’t believe any guy could resist her charms. Not even a gay guy. Well, Rachael bailed Kamilla up in the school showers one afternoon. Standing naked in front of a naked Kamilla, Rachael got handsy and tried to prove her point.

Prior to that, they’d been BFFs. It would have been kept private if one of the jocks hadn’t walked in. Both of them were naked and the word got around. It was humiliating publicly and privately for Rachael.

“Fuck, what are you gonna do, brother?” Buddy asked me.

“I don’t know, but Richard is expecting me to keep Kamilla satisfied,” I replied.


CHAPTER TEN


THROUGHOUT THE AFTERNOON, I replayed Chester’s words in my head. The story made far more sense. That situation would be enough to send Rachael over the edge. But that would make Kamilla transgender. And I couldn’t imagine Kamilla being a guy. Not even twenty years ago.

“How are you feeling, brother?” Buddy asked me.

“I’m waiting for the Candid Camera guys to jump out and tell me it’s all a joke,” I replied.

“Well, you wanted to get new experiences and extend your sexual repertoire,” Buddy said.

“But I didn’t quite have that far in mind,” I said.

“Do you reckon Chester may be having a lend of you?” Buddy asked.

“It’s not his style. He’s a good guy. A straight shooter,” I replied.

“But didn’t you say he was hooked up with Kamilla for a few years as a young bloke?” Buddy asked.

“That’s right. And now he’s married with kids,” I replied.

“Well, let’s recap what we know. You wanted to hook up with a MILF to get experience,” Buddy said.

“Yep, that was the aim,” I said.

“And you’ve got your hooks into the hottest MILF in Key Biscayne. She’s hot, she’s rich, she’s horny, and she’s a dynamo in the sack,” Buddy said.

“It all sounds bloody awesome when you put it like that. But she might have a cock,” I said.

“With her money, she could create the greatest pussy in the USA. Do you want to walk away from that?” Buddy asked smiling.

“I don’t bloody know what to think,” I replied.

“Well, it’s not like you’re gonna marry her and settle down, is it? What harm can another round of experience do?” Buddy asked.

I remembered how I felt when I saw Kamilla that morning. How she’d literally taken my breath away. How I’d instantly chubbed-up at the mere sight of her arse and legs. And how her touch sent bolts of electricity through my body.

“Okay, here’s what I’m gonna do. My head is completely fucked up right now. And thinking it through rationally isn’t helping me,” I replied.

“What’s the decision?” Buddy asked.

“I’m gonna ignore my conversation with Chester until I get proof otherwise. But if she passes the boner test, I’m still full board ahead,” I replied.

“Okay, sounds like a plan. But what happens if you come face to face with a cock bigger than yours?” Buddy asked.

“Then, I’m sure she’ll know what to do,” I replied.

“I can’t believe how much you’ve come out of your shell these past weeks,” Buddy said.

“I needed to grow up, and quickly. Now, it’s time to ‘nut up or shut up’,” I said.

“I hope you are talking about your nuts, not hers,” Buddy said smiling.

“Do I hear a little jealousy there?” I asked.

“There’s nothing that could stop me, if I was in your shoes, brother,” Buddy replied.

As 4:00 pm approached, I took my daily wander through the samples in the garage. There were five new items, mainly tiles except for the marble bench top. Taking a series of photos, I sent them to Kamilla and wandered back to help Buddy.

“Are you hitting the MILF Den this arvo, brother?” Buddy asked.

“I’m not sure yet,” I replied as my phone dinged.

“Samples after 4:30 pm would be wonderful,” Kamilla messaged adding a kiss emoji.

“Sure, I’ll get them packed and come on over,” I responded adding a sweating emoji.

“Let yourself in, I’ll be in the pool,” Kamilla messaged adding a wink emoji.

“I’ll bring my togs,” I responded adding a smiley face emoji.

As I loaded up the car, Chester walked past.

“Delivering another load of samples?” Chester commented.

“Yep, you can come with me if you like,” I replied with a smile.

“As much as I’ll always thank Kamilla for turning me into a man, I think it’s your turn now,” Chester said.

“Have you got any tips?” I asked.

“Say yes to everything. You will never regret it, nor have this chance ever again,” Chester replied.

I walked into Kamilla’s place not knowing what to expect. After placing the new samples in Kamilla’s office and moving several items down into the garage, it was the time for reckoning.

“Hey handsome, I’ve been a bit lonely here,” Kamilla said as I exited the back door.

Only her head was visible from the pool, but her hair was wet and pulled back from her gorgeous face.

“Well, business has to come first,” I said.

“Let’s not worry about who comes first. I prefer to go with the flow and let nature take its course,” Kamilla said.

The closer I walked to the pool, the harder my cock became.

Quickly diving in the water, I surfaced ten feet from Kamilla.

“Come and sit on the step with me. There’s a spa jet right here,” Kamilla said.

Swimming across, I saw Kamilla wore her Stars and Stripes bikini. I dove under water and swam towards her, staring closely at her bikini bottom.

As I reached Kamilla she floated up and sat straddling me on my lap. My raging boner pressed right against her arse.

“Someone’s a bit excited after a long day,” Kamilla said leaning in and kissing me.

Kamilla’s breasts pressed against my chest tightly as she threw her arms around my neck.

“I wanted to thank you for looking after me at the Flip House,” Kamilla said.

“It’s all part of the job,” I said staring into her chocolate brown eyes.

“No, you’ve gone over and above to help me out with what could have been a difficult situation,” Kamilla said.

“I think I know what you mean,” I said leaning in and kissing Kamilla passionately.

“I’d like you to come to dinner on Saturday night. And assume you’re staying over,” Kamilla said.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


SATURDAY COULDN’T COME soon enough. It’d been five days since I’d last tasted Kamilla’s lips, and I was hungry for the main course.

“Remember, you’ll need to get yourself home after work tonight,” I said as we headed to the Flip House.

“I’ve organised a lift with Chester. But I want full details tomorrow,” Buddy said.

We were ahead of schedule for the week, allowing the workday to wind down around 3:00 pm. I texted Kamilla.

“We’re winding down a little early at the Flip House,” I messaged.

“You’re welcome to come by early and have a swim,” Kamilla responded.

“I don’t have my swimmers with me,” I messaged.

“I think we’re well past that,” Kamilla responded.

“Okay, see you in ten,” I messaged.

”Come on through. I’ll be in the pool,” Kamilla messaged.

Just her texts were getting me hot and horny. I couldn’t wait to see her again. But this time I’d get to spend a whole night in her arms.

Heading up the driveway, I parked in the open garage. By this stage I knew my way around most of the house. Leaving my bag in the car, I headed for the pool.

“Hey lover. Take a dip, then come and join me,” Kamilla said from the spa.

I felt a little conspicuous getting undressed in public.

“Face me if you are worried about someone seeing your package,” Kamilla said.

I wasn’t sure which scared me more, getting naked in front of Kamilla’s canal neighbours, or watching her lick her lips as I de-clothed in front of her.

“Nice to see your ready for action,” Kamilla purred as I removed my trunks.

The pool offered welcome relief from the heat and Kamilla’s stare.

“You’re not here for swim training. Get that cute arse of yours over here and join me in a drink,” Kamilla said after a couple of laps.

Jumping out of the pool and grabbing a towel, I wandered over and took a champagne glass. Kamilla’s eyes never met mine. They were focussed on my swaying package.

“Don’t I get a kiss hello?” Kamilla asked.

I leant down and felt electricity flow between our lips. Instantly, Kamilla had moved her hand down my six-pack to my hard member. As her tongue broke through and danced with mine, her hand worked my cock up to full salute.

While maintaining a slow and steady rhythm, Kamilla kissed her way to my ears and neck. Nibbles and gentle bites punctuated the kissing, working up the steam between us.

“Sit on the edge,” Kamilla said.

I dropped my feet into the spa while Kamilla submerged and resurfaced between my thighs.

Staring down into Kamilla’s eyes, I felt like I was in heaven. Here was a gorgeous woman hungry to please me in many new and wonderful ways.

Kamilla grabbed my shaft and started to stroke it a little firmer and faster. She leant forward and placed gentle kisses on my cock head.

“I need to add more sea salt to the pool,” Kamilla said with a smile.

With one hand gently stroking my shaft, Kamilla massaged and kissed my scrotum. I’d never had a partner so gladly cherish me. It felt completely joyous. Kamilla licked her way around the head of my cock three or four times. I saw it glow bright purple in pleasure.

“You’re in for a sleepless night,” Kamilla said staring up into my eyes.

After placing a few more light kisses on the head of my cock, Kamilla opened wide and started to broadly lick the top half of my cock. Her strokes were long and slow at first. She savoured every taste as if it was her last.

“Definitely, a challenger for Chester in the prettiest cock stakes. But do you know how to use it?” Kamilla asked.

Kamilla teased my cock, from tip to end of frenulum, with her tongue. It was subtle. It was sweet. But her action was delicious. Moving her hand to the cock head, Kamilla manually stimulated me, while kissing her way down my full seven inches.

“I find uncut cock not only looks prettier, it tastes better,” Kamilla said.

The pleasure started to intensify causing me to lean back to steady myself on the spa edge.

“Lay right back if you like,” Kamilla said.

I leaned back until my elbows supported my weight.

“All the way, honey,” Kamilla said.

With my back on the patio and my legs dangling into the water, I’d given up my last modicum of control. I was now in Kamilla’s skilled hands and unable to impact the outcome.

“Don’t get startled,” Kamilla said kissing down my shaft to my scrotum.

I heard the smack of Kamilla’s lips and felt pressure against my sphincter.

“The first one is always a shock,” Kamilla said.

Seconds later Kamilla plunged her mouth over my full seven inches deep throating me until I felt her chin rest against my scrotum. Instantly, I felt Kamilla’s finger enter my arse and start to massage my prostate.

“Oh, my god. What’s that?” I asked.

But Kamilla couldn’t speak and it felt so damn incredible, I started moaning in ecstasy instead. I felt the muscles in Kamilla’s throat spasm and massage my shaft while her finger tenderly probed my G-spot.

“Fuck that feels amazing,” I moaned.

Maintaining the prostate massage, Kamilla withdrew from the plunge and started bobbing up and down on the top four inches of my cock. At the end of each stroke her tongue would strike my V-spot before re-commencing the rhythm. Her speed built up over time as she cherished my cock, in a way I never knew possible.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

Kamilla bobbed and held deep as a river of my juice poured into her throat.

“That was insane,” I mumbled.

“How about we get ready for dinner?” Kamilla suggested.


CHAPTER TWELVE


KAMILLA LED ME upstairs, into her en suite and into the shower.

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

Turning on the tap, I walked under the water. Kamilla removed her bikini top, unleashing a perfect pair of 38C breasts. I was stiff as a board again, just admiring her perfect body.

“Be sure to wash the sea salt off. I’ll clean you and you can clean me,” Kamilla said.

Kamilla untied the laces holding up her bikini bottom and let it drop to the floor. Grabbing the soap, she lathered up my cock and gave it a thorough wash.

“Now your turn,” Kamilla said moving her legs apart.

Dropping into sight for the first time was a four-inch uncut flaccid cock.

“Be sure to clean it off well, like this,” Kamilla said.

Kamilla worked the soap into my pubic hair, arse, ball sack and cock.

“Don’t be shy, get washing,” Kamilla said.

I wasn’t sure what to do but grabbed the soap and started gently cleaning Kamilla’s cock and balls. I expected to be grossed out, but with a raging boner myself, I only marvelled at the softness and femininity of Kamilla’s piece.

“That’s the way, just like that,” Kamilla purred.

We stood there for minutes working each other’s pieces while kissing passionately. Finally, Kamilla’s breathing got ragged and our kissing got messy. Almost together, our cock’s let go a fresh bounty of nectar.

“You’ve got decent action for a newbie,” Kamilla said kissing me deeply.

“Meet me in the kitchen in twenty minutes,” Kamilla said before getting out and drying off. She sang a Spanish song, as she dried herself.

I stood in the shower, wondering what had occurred. Many things rushed through my mind. At least the big secret was out, so to speak. But in the euphoria of the moment, I couldn’t help but smile.

Buddy’s advice, ‘Go with it’, had paid dividends. I learned a lot more than I ever dreamed. I found myself thinking about Kamilla’s cock and remembering how soft and cute it was.

“Are you going to get out of the shower?” Kamilla asked.

I dried myself and walked into Kamilla’s bedroom. She stood naked by the dresser, blow-drying her hair.

“Can I hold that for you?” I asked moving in behind her.

“I don’t think blow-drying is a two-person job,” Kamilla replied.

“That’s not what I had in mind,” I said.

I walked up behind Kamilla and pushed my body against hers. My cock found a spot to settle between Kamilla’s thighs, while I kissed her neck from behind and reached both hands down to grab her cock.

“I knew you’d be back for more. I could see it in your eyes,” Kamilla said.

While I stroked Kamilla’s shaft, she turned her head and kissed me with passion. Her tongue explored my mouth before dancing with mine.

“Let’s continue on with entree,” I said pulling her slowly backwards.

As I reached the bed, I switched us around so Kamilla’s legs were against the bed clothes.

Gently laying her down without breaking our bond, I stared deep into Kamilla’s soul.

“You want to taste me, don’t you?” Kamilla asked.

“So much it hurts,” I replied.

I kissed Kamilla while grinding my body against hers. Our cocks fought for the upper hand while the gentle rubbing bought us each back to full boner.

“Go get it, honey,” Kamilla said giving me one final kiss.

I slowly kissed my way across Kamilla’s neck, spending time working up and down her ears. Sliding down her body, I kissed and caressed Kamilla’s nipples. While perfect, this was only a station on the way to my destination. I kissed my way down Kamilla’s toned stomach until I felt her rock-hard cock hit my chin.

Running my hands down Kamilla’s thighs, I pushed myself up and sat face to face with her stunning six-inch soldier. I’d never seen a cock not surrounded by hair. It fascinated me and drew me forward to poke and stroke the scrotum and shaft.

“It’s spectacular,” I said in wonder.

“That’s why I couldn’t bear to part with it,” Kamilla said.

Reaching forward, I wrapped my hand around it, slowly starting to slide the soft skin up and down. Leaning in I placed kisses on the head. A faint taste of pre-come touched my taste buds.

“Massage my G-spot,” Kamilla said.

I removed a hand and spat on my finger. I glanced at Kamilla, who mouthed ‘more’. All lubed up I purposefully placed my finger against Kamilla’s sphincter and pushed. Once one finger was in, I moved it to the prostate.

“Add more fingers,” Kamilla said.

As I massaged Kamilla’s G-spot, I kissed my way up and down her shaft. About half the width of mine, her cock responded to every touch, every kiss and every lick.

“Suck me,” Kamilla said.

I didn’t need to be invited twice. With one hand massaging the G-spot and one hand stroking the shaft, I added my mouth to the mix. Kamilla’s eyes disappeared up into her head.

“Fuck, yes. That’s the way,” Kamilla said.

Becoming in tune with Kamilla’s pleasure, I worked my hand and mouth in tandem to send jolts of pleasure through Kamilla’s body. She writhed in ecstasy, swaying her hips in an attempt to handle it.

“Come for me,” I said starting to increase the depth and pace of my strokes.

Kamilla’s face pulsed in pleasure as we approached the grand finale. Her breathing was rapid and short, her brow covered in sweat, and she moaned loudly.

“I’m gonna come,” Kamilla said.

That was the impetus for me to sprint towards the finish line. I sucked harder and deeper and matched it with strokes from my hand.

Suddenly, I felt Kamilla’s cock quiver in delight and release a river of warm salty nectar deep into my throat. I looked up to see a broad smile light up Kamilla’s face.

“Fuck, that was amazing. You’re a keeper,” Kamilla said.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THE FLIP HOUSE was completed on time and to budget. Two things that made Richard Wood a very happy man. But what made him happier was it sold quickly for a healthy profit. The Scott’s fell in love with the house at first site, and Richard credited Kamilla’s design work for a huge part of that.

Richard was so pleased with the flip, he established a new side to the business, Key Biscayne Flips. Brian was instructed to hand pick a crew with the skills to flip mansions for a profit. Buddy and I were invited to join the new business. And we both jumped at the chance. I got to work with Kamilla plenty more times.

I learned all about myself and how to please others from Kamilla, and never saw the need to stop learning. Sure, she was sixteen years my senior, but unlike Chester, I didn’t have a desire to find a wife, settle down, and have a family. I was more than happy to spend all my spare time with Kamilla. And she seemed happy enough with a young stud on her arm. No one else in Miami could hold a candle to her in beauty, or performance in the sack.

Buddy quizzed me about my experiences with Kamilla. But I never confirmed or denied anything. Sure, he would have been supportive, but I decided to keep our business private. Loose lips sink ships and the risk of losing Kamilla was too great to fathom. But I’m sure if the tables were turned, Buddy would have jumped at the opportunity I was given.


MY OTHER BOOKS!
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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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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
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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


THE ROAD TRIP
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What happens when a jock, a theatre kid, a hippy and a biker set out on a Road Trip across the USA?

Vince Ford has it all under control. Starting for Duke University’s NCAA championship basketball team, he’s an odds-on number one draft pick for the NBA. But success has not come without sacrifice. Especially for Vince who insists on graduating with an Engineering degree before he joins the NBA. This leaves little time for enjoying his success, fun and definitely no time for relationships.

With only a year until he graduates and hits the NBA, Vince jumps at his last opportunity for a hometown visit and some of Mum’s home cooking. Setting off from North Carolina, Vince heads off on a Road Trip to Seattle, via Chicago, the likely future home of his basketball playing life.

Rather than travel alone, Vince advertises for a companion and gets more than he bargains for in Blair, a stunning theatre major. Blair is a wild child who somehow convinces Vince to pick up hippy girl Freedom, in an attempt to shake off Blair’s ex-boyfriend, the biker Snake, who is chasing them across the country.

If you like transgender romance stories that embrace diversity like ‘Little Miss Sunshine’, then you’ll love ‘THE ROAD TRIP’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Can Vince survive Blair’s wild ways long enough to get to Seattle or will the Road Trip enable these two strong and determined, yet vastly different personalities, to meet somewhere in-between?


THE PEN PAL
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Would you recognise your childhood best friend four years on? How much can people really change?

Timothy Ross is about to start a full ride at Oklahoma State University. A gifted athlete and Quarterback for the state champion Dallas Devils, Timothy has earned a full scholarship through hard work and dedication. And that means avoiding parties and girlfriends in the most part.

With three months to have some fun before entering the strict college football program, Timothy wants to see the world, well most of Western Europe at least. Enlisting the support of his Defensive Tackle best friend, Anton, the boys head to The Netherlands to meet up with ex-teammate, neighbour and Pen Pal, Jaden. Reunited after four years, The Three Amigos commence the road trip of a lifetime.

But Jaden is no longer the young boy he once was. Jade, as he is now known professionally, has changed quite a bit since leaving the US. His hair is longer, his body is leaner, and his focus has switched from football to dance and fashion. All of which is news to his Pen Pal, Timothy.

If you like transgender romance stories in the mold of ‘Clueless’, with a touch of transformation and romance, then you’ll love ‘THE PEN PAL’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Timothy find common ground with a new and improved Jade, or will the transformation be too great, dividing The Three Amigos forever?


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?


TYPHOON TINA
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What do you get when you drop two surf loving Hollywood actors into a room full of pageant queens in the middle of a tropical storm?

Alex Liddle has spent the past four years establishing a Hollywood acting career. Trouble is he only seems to get a call up when a 6ft 4in blonde Viking is needed. With a dozen television commercials under his belt, he is still waiting for his break-out role. So, he has plenty of time to surf each morning with his best mate, John.

The boys want a change of scenery, so decide to holiday in Mexico. Staying at Paco’s on the beach, Alex and John sign up for two weeks of surfing, and hopefully, womanising. But their fun is short-lived when a Typhoon bears down on the idyllic coastal town of Colima. And that forces Alex and John to share an evacuation centre with fifty beauty queens in town for the Miss International Queen pageant.

From the moment Alex sees Miss Mexico, Valentina Cortez, he is love-struck and goes all out to attract her attention. Over a series of events, Alex and Valentina become closer than Alex ever thought possible. That is until the richest man in town, and pageant owner tries to protect his investment by driving a wedge between the attractive youngsters.

If you like transgender romance stories in the style of Miss Congeniality, then you’ll love ‘Typhoon Tina’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Alex’s leading man instincts impress Valentina enough to take a chance on romance, or will Typhoon Tina pour too much rain on his parade?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


ABOUT YUMI

[image: ]

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

OEBPS/image_rsrc172.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc17E.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc170.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc17D.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc173.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc17C.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc171.jpg
Transgender Romance Novelist





OEBPS/image_rsrc17B.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc179.jpg
LESSONS






OEBPS/image_rsrc17A.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc176.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc178.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc177.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc17G.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc174.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc17F.jpg
Transgender Romance Novelis





OEBPS/image_rsrc175.jpg





