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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


AS THE ELEVATOR doors opened, I had to pinch myself. Was this was really happening?

“Welcome to Thompson Fuller, sir. How may I help you?” the receptionist asked.

“My name is Harrison Tate and I’m here to meet Karen Smith,” I replied, trying unsuccessfully to contain my excitement.

“Is she expecting you?” the receptionist asked.

“Yes, I’m starting with Thompson Fuller on Monday, and am picking up my induction kit,” I replied.

“Then welcome to the firm, Harrison. I’m sure I’ll be seeing you again soon,” the receptionist said with a broad smile.

A Thompson Fuller internship was the holy grail of student placements in St. Louis. Not just the most prestigious legal firm in Missouri, Thompson Fuller was a national leader in anti-discrimination law. The motivation for me pursuing a legal career. They offered only two undergraduate positions each year, and I couldn’t believe I had secured one.

I took a seat in the reception area and marvelled at the St. Louis skyline through a vacant boardroom window. The city of St. Louis appeared like an oil painting, with few buildings standing tall, perfectly framing The Gateway Arch. Flanking the view were walls of dark brown panelling, truncated only by rows of Managing Partner paintings, current and past. Luckily, a two-tone beige carpet and white roof toned down the drabness of the panelling, leaving a professional but traditional first impression.

“Good morning, I’m Malcolm Black,” a young guy said.

As he approached, he presented me with a welcome handshake and a half smile.

“Ms Smith is tied-up. She asked me to show you the ropes,” Malcolm added.

“Lovely to meet you, Malcolm,” I said, trying not to squeeze his soft hand too hard.

“You will meet Ms Smith a little later on,” Malcolm said.

“I appreciate you stepping in to look after me,” I said.

“It’s my job. I’ll be your buddy for the next ten weeks,” Malcolm said.

Following Malcolm, he led me towards the boardroom. As the view enlarged, the majesty of the city only became more obvious. It had to be the best view in St. Louis, one that could only reflect well on the firm. As if working from a secret playbook, Malcolm showed me to a seat looking out over the city, while he took a seat on the opposite side of the massive board table.

“Now let’s get you started,” Malcolm said, opening a file and scanning through the paperwork.

I tried to maintain my focus on my mentor, but found it impossible not to marvel at The Gateway Arch.

“Your first assignment will be in Chicago. You will meet Ms Smith at the airport at 6:00 pm sharp on Sunday evening. You will arrive at your hotel around 8:30 pm and be in Chicago until Thursday night. But please pack light. Ms Smith doesn’t wait for anything,” Malcolm said.

The trip wasn’t news to me. That’s why my induction was on the Friday, rather than Monday, my first official day with the firm. But I didn’t mind. Coming from a small mid-west town, air travel was exciting. And staying in a five-star hotel only added a cherry on top. With tickets in hand and a detailed itinerary, my first professional adventure awaited.

As I read through the itinerary, a door opened behind me. Malcolm glanced up and immediately stood to attention, staring directly towards the doorway.

“Ms Smith, allow me to introduce Harrison Tate,” Malcolm said.

I immediately clambered to my feet.

“At ease, soldier,” Ms Smith said.

I wasn’t sure whether the view within the boardroom had trumped that through the boardroom window. Ms Smith appeared like she’d just stepped off the set of a movie. In her mid-thirties, she was at that age where a woman knew what she had, and how to present it to maximum impact. Her long browny, blonde hair perfectly framed her attractive face. Her makeup was subtle, but effective in highlighting her eyes and lips. A white silken blouse showed just enough cleavage to leave you wanting more, and her grey pencil-line skirt framed her muscular arse and led to toned and tanned legs, which were beautifully elongated thanks to a pair of four-inch stiletto shoes.

“Ah yes, this year’s fresh intern. It’s clear why your application had the girls in HR buzzing,” Ms Smith said.

I wasn’t sure how to respond to the comment, so glanced towards Malcolm for guidance.

“Cat got your tongue? Oh well, there’ll be plenty of time for us to become acquainted over the next few weeks in Chicago,” Ms Smith said.

“I’ve handed over the itinerary, tickets and cab charges, Ms Smith. Next, I’ll take Harrison to HR and IT,” Malcolm said.

“Thank you, Malcolm. Please ensure you’ve fully prepared Harrison for Monday,” Ms Smith said, before turning and leaving.

A waft of citrus and vanilla hit me, as Ms Smith turned to leave. I struggled to not check out her incredible arse as she left the boardroom. Once through the door, Ms Smith reached down to adjust her shoe. I found it impossible to look away, as her arse leaned against the boardroom window. Shoe adjusted, Ms Smith glanced back to catch me staring at her impressive assets. Instead of being angry, she smiled, then headed down the corridor.

“Well now, you’ve met the dynamic Ms Smith,” Malcolm stated as I turned around.

Malcolm knew exactly what I had done.

“Don’t worry. Your stare won’t offend her. Quite the opposite,” Malcolm said.

“She’s a goddess. You think I’m in with a show?” I asked.

“Ms Smith is on track to be the youngest Managing Partner in the firm’s history. She doesn’t have time for a normal life. Ms Smith’s limited social interactions and needs for intimacy occur within the office. And unlike her male peers, she doesn’t have to worry about long-term, unintended consequences,” Malcolm replied.

“You mean I’m in with a chance?” I asked.

“While she does like her men on the youngish side, I’d be careful what you wish for. Your balls may appear insignificant when you unwrap that lovely exterior. You know they nicknamed you headshot Harry around the office? Got the job on the back of your LinkedIn photo, so the rumour goes. You are in her sights. And she usually takes, and dominates, whatever she wants,” Malcolm replied.

“Wow, a sexy older woman could teach me a thing or two. I’m over college girls,” I said.

“Tread carefully. You might not be expecting the level of experience Ms Smith offers,” Malcolm said.

I wasn’t sure how to process Malcolm’s comments. Here was a gorgeous, mature woman, tempting me with an offer too good to refuse. But did I want to risk a permanent job on some summer fling?

“Don’t tell me I’ve ruined my graduate chances already?” I asked.

“You’ve signalled your interest in her advances. I hope you’re a good enough negotiator to navigate safe passage over the next ten weeks,” Malcolm replied.

Holy crap. I have my first two weeks in Chicago with her, too.


CHAPTER TWO


“AS MUCH AS I’d like to spend the whole day talking about Ms Smith, we have plenty to do,” Malcolm said.

“I swear I’ll focus from now on,” I said.

Malcolm gave me a look of disdain, leading me to think I needed to up my bluff game.

“Okay, let’s head past HR on the way to my office. Then I’ll run you through the everyday basics,” Malcolm said.

After the best part of an hour with Holly from HR, Malcolm sat me down in front of his computer.

“Your laptop will be ready in thirty minutes. There’s seven basic programs that you’ll be using,” Malcolm said.

Luckily, I was familiar with most of the legal systems. It was just the admin systems and a few online policies that I needed to get my head around.

“I’ll show you my favourite coffee shop on the way to IT,” Malcolm suggested.

I appreciated filling my lungs with fresh air on the way out for coffee. The second we entered the lift, Malcolm’s entire persona shifted. A casual and approachable Malcolm replaced the formal, uptight and process driven Malcolm. He shared his experiences to date at the firm.

It turned out he successfully turned an internship into a graduate role two years earlier. There was a lot to learn from Malcolm, and he was happy to share everything.

“Two lattes, thanks, Rachael,” Malcolm said as we reached the counter.

“Sure, Malcolm. I’ll bring them over,” the attendant said.

Malcolm was twenty-three and had been with the firm for two years. In public, he exuded a confidence that belied what I saw in the boardroom with Ms Smith. Well dressed and well-spoken, he seemed to have caught more than just Rachael’s eye. She delivered the coffees, bumping his arm while placing them on the table. She apologised and smiled, to which Malcolm smiled in return.

“Do you have questions for me?” Malcolm said.

“What should I do to secure the graduate role?” I asked.

“Listen intently, be friendly and approachable, and don’t fuck the boss,” Malcolm replied.

“Two out of three won’t get me there?” I quipped.

“Look, I understand. Karen is hard to ignore. But her toy boys come and go in rapid succession,” Malcolm said.

“I hear what you are saying. It’s just how do I keep her at bay for the next two weeks?” I asked.

“You’re a clever guy. You’ll think of a way,” Malcolm replied.

It was clear there were temptations around every corner at Thompson Fuller. Leaving Karen aside, there were beauties in almost every area of the business. Holly from HR was stunning and Natalie from reception provided a winning first impression. There was plenty of scope to secure the graduate role and expand my sexual experience during my ten-week stay. Without breaking Malcolm’s golden rule.

Malcolm walked me into IT and left me sitting at a desk.

“Drew’s aware you’re coming. I got a few things to check on. I’ll catch you in an hour,” Malcolm said, before heading out the office door.

“Thanks, Bud,” I said, before getting a stern frown in return from Malcolm.

Scanning the office, I noticed the usual pile of broken laptops in the corner, a full colour laser printer churning out reams of material, and a handbag and leather jacket on the back of the chair. Well, Drew is a girl. And I bet she’s a babe, too.

“Is that you, Harrison?” a female voice called from the back-office.

“Yes, Drew, is it?” I replied.

The clip-clop of high heels broke a moment’s silence after the printer exhausted its paper.

“I have your laptop ready,” the voice called as she walked through the doorway.

The first thing I saw was a black five-inch stiletto patent leather ankle boot. Then came the most perfect set of legs encased in black silk stockings. A black patent leather skirt swayed with each step. A delicate white crop-top with spaghetti straps sat a couple of inches above the skirt, highlighting a rock hard set of tanned abs. Long black hair streamed from this angel’s face.

“Come and sit with me and I’ll get you going,” Drew said.

I moved across the room, finding it impossible to stop staring at Drew’s incredible legs. In fact, I found my own legs trembling at that very sight. Drew had got me going, and more quickly than she intended. Planting myself on a vacant chair, I struggled to regain my composure. I hope she’s not coming to Chicago too.

“Log in using the username h.tate@tf.com,” Drew instructed.

Oh, my god. I was having trouble finding the right keys.

“And use the password headshotharry, all one word,” Drew instructed.

Oh, no. Malcolm wasn’t pulling my chain. Or perhaps he was, and this was just a windup.

“Now stand by the white wall and smile. That’s excellent. Now the side. And finally, the back,” Drew instructed.

In a flash, Drew had accessed her phone, and a camera flashed repeatedly in my direction.

“I should be able to secure good coin for those,” Drew said.

I turned to Drew, who was grinning. But was she joking?

“Everything appears to be in fine working order. Give me a ring if you need a hand. Support is available twenty-four seven. Here’s your badge. It’ll work here and in Chicago. Enjoy your time with us,” Drew said.

I looked at the badge to see a closeup of my arse.

“Sorry, wrong photo,” Drew said.

“Thank you for helping me, Drew,” I said.

“It’s what we do,” Drew replied.

“How do I return to Malcolm?” I asked, still flustered.

“Microsoft Teams chat would be my suggestion,” Drew replied.

Drew disappeared into the back-office again, leaving me to wait for Malcolm to return.

“How did you find Drew? Is everything sorted?” Malcolm asked.

“She is incredible. My heart rate is still racing,” I replied.

“I meant professionally, but there seems to be a theme running with you,” Malcolm said.

“The laptop is all good. Did you tell her to wind me up over the headshot Harry comment?” I asked.

“Not at all,” Malcolm replied.

“Drew said she would sell photos of me to her co-workers,” I said.

“She’s quite the entrepreneurial spirit. That wouldn’t surprise me,” Malcolm said.

“What’s Drew’s story?” I asked.

“Someone else caught your attention, has she?” Malcolm replied.

“No, I’m just interested in making contacts,” I said.

“You have quite the range of types. I’ll let her answer your questions at Friday night drinks,” Malcolm said.

Spot on 5:00 pm, the office became deserted. Everyone headed to a little watering hole down the road, the Thaxton Speakeasy. Inspired by the clubs of the prohibition era, it was dark and sold spirits by the bucketful. But you needed to provide a secret password to enter. Malcolm, true to his word, connected me with Drew. It was a fun night until Malcolm and Drew started close-dancing, around 10:00 pm.


CHAPTER THREE


MALCOLM’S WORDS RANG clearly in my ears. Ms Smith doesn’t wait for anything. It was around 5:00 pm on Sunday night when the cab dropped me at St. Louis Lambert International Airport. By the time I’d found the meeting point, it was 5:30 pm. Just time enough to grab a couple of beers before Ms Smith arrived.

At 5:59 pm, Ms Smith walked past me and into the American Airlines Admirals Club lounge.

“Hi, Ms Smith. I hope you had a wonderful weekend,” I said.

“Oh, that’s right. I’ve got a shadow for this trip. I’m impressed you are on time,” Ms Smith said.

“I realise how important punctuality is in the legal profession,” I said, before following Ms Smith into the club.

With the flash of Ms Smith’s phone, the receptionist leapt into VIP mode.

“Lovely to have you flying with us again, Ms Smith,” the receptionist said.

Instantly, from nowhere, a well-dressed lady in a red suit stood next to the receptionist.

“May I help you with your bags, Ms Smith?” the lady in red asked.

“Just the carry-on this evening,” Ms Smith replied.

“Janice will arrange for your bag to be taken to the lounge,” the lady in red said.

The lady in red stared at the receptionist with a sudden intensity. As if by telepathy, the receptionist jumped onto the phone while the lady in red led Ms Smith and me towards an unused corner of the reception area. As the lady in red approached, the receptionist pushed a button, causing a secret door to open in the panelled wall.

Bewildered by what I was experiencing, I followed closely behind Ms Smith as the lady in red showed us to a small table by the tarmac window.

“I hope this table is to your liking, Ms Smith? May I offer you some champagne?” the lady in red asked.

“That would be lovely, thank you,” Ms Smith replied, before taking a seat and kicking off her four-inch stilettos.

The lounge was empty except for a man in a suit around fifty feet away. Yet there were six attendants manning the bar, preparing the food and managing every need of the three customers.

“Now Harry, there are a few things we need to sort out before we board the plane,” Ms Smith said.

“Allow me to find my notepad,” I said, ducking into my carry-on bag.

“First, you must call me Ms Smith when we are on company or client premises. Else you may call me Karen if that feels comfortable,” Ms Smith said.

“Second, we’ll be working long hours and it’s critical that we come prepared,” Ms Smith added.

“I’ve read all the briefing notes and will re-read them on the flight to Chicago,” I said.

“Finally, work is not where this job stops. It’s important to let your hair down. It’s how we cope with the stress,” Ms Smith added with a smile.

I waited expectantly for clarity on the last point, but it wasn’t forthcoming.

“I could have brought anyone with me, but I chose you. Do you know why?” Ms Smith asked.

I believed I knew the answer, but feigned ignorance.

“Because you are young and keen to learn, but lack the understanding of how the legal profession works in the real world,” Ms Smith said.

As the drinks arrived, Ms Smith crossed her legs. In doing so, her shoe-less foot softly grazed my leg. An immediate eruption of excitement rushed through me. The feel of silk against my skin was off the charts exciting.

“Tell me the Harrison Tate story. Not the professional one. I’m bored with that. I want something more salacious,” Ms Smith said.

I sat still, my mind blank. Was this a test or did she really want to hear about my wild side? Should I tell her I have a thing for mature women? Should I tell her she wouldn’t be the first thirty-something that I’ve had a dalliance with? Confused, I didn’t know where to start.

“Start with something simple. Where are you from? Who do you live with? Do you have a girlfriend? What is your favourite sexual position?” Ms Smith asked.

“I’m from a small town in Ohio,” I replied.

“You’re not Amish, are you?” Ms Smith asked.

“No, I’m not. But I have friends who are,” I replied.

“I live with a couple of classmates near the Washington University campus,” I said.

“Male or female?” Ms Smith asked.

“One of each. And no, she isn’t my girlfriend,” I replied.

“Sounds promising,” Ms Smith said.

“But there is someone that I’m seeing. It’s new but I’m hopeful,” I said.

Since my discussion with Malcolm, I’d been working on an excuse for not getting intimate with Karen. Unfortunately, the mention of a girlfriend in no way changed the subject of discussion. Over the next two hours, Karen asked me about favourite sexual positions, best and worst swingers’ club experiences and my expertise with whips and dildos. By the time we reached the hotel, all I could think of was a cold shower to cleanse my body and mind of the past two hours.

The Sheraton Grand Chicago straddled the bank of the Chicago River as it entered Lake Michigan. I’d never set foot inside a two-star hotel, let alone spent a week in a five-star hotel. Just the reception area was bigger than the main auditorium at university. And someone lavishly decorated it in marble. This was not something I was in the least bit familiar. Note to self. Brush up on etiquette before dinner.

I ran a hot bath first thing after closing my door. But before I could even unpack my clothes and set up the iron, there was a gentle knock at the door. With trepidation, I opened the door. Thankfully, there was no-one outside. Then, I heard the knock again. It came from a door just outside the bathroom. I slowly unlocked the door to be greeted by Ms Smith in a sexy purple and black lace negligee, carrying a bottle of champagne and two glasses.

“Back to the story of your life. That’s right, what is your favourite position, again?” Ms Smith asked.

“I was just about to take a bath,” I said.

“Sounds like show and tell. Should I bring bubbles for the great unveiling?” Ms Smith asked.

This was gonna be such a long week.


CHAPTER FOUR


“HEY MALCOLM, SHOULD we catch up after the trip?” I asked.

“Sure. Give me five, and we’ll head to the coffee shop,” Malcolm replied.

I placed my bags down and fired up the laptop. True to his word, Malcolm tapped on my shoulder exactly five minutes later.

“Tell me about the trip,” Malcolm said.

“The client is fascinating. A homeless shelter in downtown Chicago that caters to the LGBQTI community. They’ve been in the same location for thirty years, are a beacon of community support, but the new landlord has tripled the rent,” I said.

“And what about the team dynamic?” Malcolm asked.

“Ms Smith is an absolute gun. She has the landlord’s lawyers running in circles. They have been on the defensive since the second she walked in,” I replied.

Malcolm remained quietly attentive.

“And I’m learning heaps about how to prepare and conduct negotiations in the real world,” I added.

“This is all great to hear. But let’s use this time to discuss any challenges,” Malcolm suggested.

“I’m up to speed on the systems front, and the case files you gave me were awesome,” I said.

Finally, after around ten minutes, Malcolm got to the point.

“Has Karen overstepped the mark?” Malcolm asked.

I scanned around us before taking a large gulp of coffee.

“It’s freaking doing my head in. Constant innuendos. The less than accidental touching. Inappropriate outfits. The seductive working dinners in her room,” I said.

“Let’s cut to the chase. Have you fucked her?” Malcolm asked bluntly.

“Not yet. But I’m not sure if I can hold her off for another week,” I replied.

“You said you wanted personal growth, including on the sexual front,” Malcolm said.

“But not at the expense of my career prospects,” I said.

“Well, at least you’ve made a clear call on Karen as a potential sexual partner,” Malcolm said.

“But I don’t think she hears the no word. She probably processes it as a future yes,” I said.

“Then let’s catch up later in the day. I’ll give you some coping strategies to keep you unsullied,” Malcolm said with a smirk.

On the way back to the office, I provided several examples of close calls with Karen during my trip. Thankfully, she hadn’t crossed the line. But she had trampled all over it. She made her interest crystal clear, but hadn’t forced the issue with me yet. Malcolm relayed Karen was a professional. Work came above everything else. Especially at the start of a big case and in the heat of battle. But once she had the case under control, she got bored and had form overstepping the mark.

Walking back into the lobby, I spotted a stunner stepping into the lift ahead of us.

“Now, that’s the sort of lover I was hoping to meet. She knows what she’s got and how to package it,” I commented.

“I’m surprised you’re open to expanding your experience base that far,” Malcolm replied.

“Hell yeah, I’m no prude. Age is just a number,” I said.

“I’ll see what I can do to facilitate,” Malcolm replied.

The workday flew by. Unfortunately, I had to work in a private meeting room with Ms Smith until lunchtime. And she dressed to the nines in a short black leather skirt, white silken see-through blouse and black four-inch stiletto ankle boots. You gotta love free dress Fridays.

Malcolm took me for coffee mid-afternoon and gave me several good coping strategies. It also allowed my blood pressure to return to normal levels, at least for thirty minutes. Armed with new tactics, I was hopeful of keeping my relationship with Ms Smith, professional.

As the clock struck 5:00 pm, there was a tap on my shoulder. I downed tools and turned to see Drew’s stunning face smiling at me. It was the girl I’d seen earlier in the morning. The one from the lift.

“Malcolm suggested I stop by and take you to the bar,” Drew said.

“Thanks Drew, I’d forgotten that he was offsite this afternoon,” I said.

Drew stood before me wearing a bright red, long-sleeved knitted top that showed glimpses of the red bra underneath, and a couple of inches of tightly toned abs. She’d tucked tight black leather jeans casually into a pair of black five-inch stiletto ankle boots. A massive smile finished the picture perfectly.

“Do you need a minute to finish up?” Drew asked.

“With a smile like that, how could I keep you waiting?” I replied.

Drew obviously appreciated the offhand compliment and stood silently while I packed my bag.

“Thank you for looking after the new guy,” I added, as we headed to the lift.

“It doesn’t hurt my reputation being seen walking out the door with headshot Harry,” Drew replied.

True to his word, Malcolm had wing-manned the shit out of it for me. Not only that, he didn’t arrive at the bar until an hour after Drew and me. While I struggled to keep my eyes in Holly from HR’s safe zone, chatting to Drew was an absolute joy. She was smart, and funny, and very tactile too. Friday night drinks with Drew provided the perfect ending to my first week with the firm.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


MY SECOND WEEK in Chicago was going well. Immersed in learning the ropes and, thanks to Malcolm’s tips, I kept Ms Smith’s unwanted advances at bay. Life was good. We were also making incredible progress on the case, which saw us a day early for a return to St. Louis. To celebrate our success, the client arranged for the Thompson Fuller legal team to celebrate in style at the city’s hottest new restaurant.

Around 5:00 pm we returned to the hotel to pack and dress for a 6:30 pm dinner. At 5:30 pm, the adjoining door between our rooms opened, and in walked Ms Smith.

“I’m not sure what to wear tonight. Does this look alright?” Ms Smith asked.

Ms Smith stood before me in a skin-tight, white halter-neck dress, and no underwear beneath. She moved close to me, where I confirmed she wore no bra, before modelling the outfit like a runway model.

“That looks nice. But don’t you think it’s a little risque for the crowd?” I asked.

“I’ll put underwear on before we go,” Ms Smith replied.

I didn’t know where to look or what to say. Just stay in Holly from HR’s safe zone.

“Or I could wear this other outfit,” Ms Smith said, lifting the white dress above her head.

I closed my eyes in time to offer my boss the privacy she needed. As a gentle breeze passed me, Ms Smith’s hand grazed the front of my pants.

“I think you’ve picked the right outfit. It brings out your best features,” Ms Smith said.

Ms Smith was back in my room less than a minute later.

“Or would you prefer to see me in this?” Ms Smith asked.

Ms Smith wore a tight black leather skirt with black leather five-inch stiletto ankle boots and a white silken bra.

“Don’t worry, I’ll find a blouse to throw over the top,” Ms Smith said.

My eyes kept focussed on her face as I weighed up my response.

“I think the dress is probably more crowd appropriate,” I said.

“It’s wonderful to have you readily available for consultation on such matters. I’ll have to add a comment in your performance review,” Ms Smith said.

Once Ms Smith had safely closed the door behind her, I finally took a breath. What did that comment mean? Was she happy with my support? Or was she hinting that I need to do more? As I waited for my pulse to return to normal levels, I headed into the bathroom. I needed to knock one out in order to keep control during the night.

Grabbing my phone, I pulled up a photo of Drew I took the Friday before. While waiting for Malcolm to turn up, I convinced Drew that she had the advantage over me. She had my photo, but I didn’t have one of her. So, she gladly posed for a brief series of random shots. In one, she was pretending to kiss the camera. A full body picture. Her smile was incredible. With the phone resting on the basin, I worked myself up to an impending orgasm.

“Sorry to barge in. Can you zip me up?” Ms Smith asked.

I stopped what I was doing and reached for the phone.

“She’s hot. Is that the girlfriend you’ve been hiding?” Ms Smith asked.

“Yes, sorry. I was just in the middle of something,” I sputtered.

Luckily, Ms Smith’s zipper was at the back, making my engorged member only obvious to me.

“Thanks, honey. You can return to whatever it was you were doing,” Ms Smith said.

“Okay, I’ll be ready to go in fifteen minutes,” I said.

“Of course you will,” Ms Smith said.

As I watched Ms Smith walk back to her room, I knew I needed to finish the job I’d started. I locked the bathroom door and headed back to the visual delights on my phone. It didn’t take more than another minute before my racing pulse returned to normal levels. As I washed up, the doorknob turned. Thankfully, it remained locked.

“Can you help me with my necklace?” Ms Smith asked.

“Sure, I’ll be out in a minute,” I replied.

“You don’t need to lock me out. I can assure you I’ve seen it all before,” Ms Smith said.

Ms Smith burst into the room as soon as the handle unlocked. Walking towards me front on, it surprised me by how perky her breasts appeared in the white dress. She held the necklace with both hands as the ornament rested on her ample cleavage. I grasped the necklace from her and reached forward to fasten it behind her head. With five-inch stiletto heels, I had no option but to press my chest against hers as I connected the clasp edges.

“How do I look? Worthy of a masturbation photo?” Ms Smith asked.

I wasn’t sure how to respond, but understood no response wasn’t an option.

“You look stunning. I’m sure you will impress the client,” I replied.

“Then open your phone,” Ms Smith said.

Ms Smith mocked kissing as she posed for a couple of photos. She even pulled her dress up to show her toned and tanned legs.

“You’re a legs man, I hear on the grapevine. I hope mine stack up,” Ms Smith said.

“You obviously work out and are extremely fit,” I said.

Luckily, that put a smile on Ms Smith’s face.

“Let’s go. It’s almost 6:15 pm,” Ms Smith said.

“I just need to grab my jacket,” I said.

“Some pants would help too. Although, I reckon if anyone could pull off that look, it’d be you,” Ms Smith said.

Dinner was delightful. The client appreciated the work our firm had undertaken. Not only had we avoided the massive rent increase, we had extended the lease for a further twenty years. By this stage, I’d learned how much alcohol I needed to loosen Ms Smith up but not make her step over the line. It was a tightrope I needed to walk each night, but Malcolm’s tips continued to protect my future job prospects.

I’d hit a home run until the taxi ride back to the hotel. Alone in the cab, a hand moved onto my lap.

“What do we have here?” Ms Smith asked.

I grabbed Ms Smith’s hand and clenched it, moving it away from my lap.

“I’m sorry, Ms Smith, but I’m spoken for,” I replied.

“When the cat’s away… as they say,” Ms Smith said.

“I couldn’t do it to Drew,” I said.

“Is that the girl in the photo?” Ms Smith asked.

“Yes,” I replied.

“I hope she appreciates you. She’s a very lucky girl,” Ms Smith said.

“She knows,” I said.

“Where does she work?” Ms Smith asked.

“In IT, at the firm,” I replied.

“I’ll have to check her out. Let her know how lucky she is,” Ms Smith said.

Oh shit. Why did I tell her Drew’s name? And that she works for the firm. Ms Smith is crazy. She could do anything.

“Well, at least I’ve made it into your spank bank tonight,” Ms Smith said.


CHAPTER SIX


ARRIVING IN THE office after a successful assignment in Chicago was something I’d been looking forward to all night. Not only had I been part of a successful legal team, I’d avoided the advances of Ms Smith. Life was pretty good. Until I stepped from the elevator and Miss Fisher, Ms Smith’s PA, grabbed me.

“Karen has had IT in her office all morning,” Miss Fisher said, after taking me aside.

“Why? What’s happened?” I asked.

“When she opened her laptop, it wouldn’t connect to anything here in St. Louis,” Miss Fisher replied.

“Let me check mine,” I replied.

“Karen is making life hell for everyone. She keeps asking for a Drew, but got told there’s no such person,” Miss Fisher said.

“That doesn’t sound right,” I said.

“She’s been asking for you incessantly. I’ve stalled her this long,” Miss Fisher said.

I switched on my laptop. It worked fine. Miss Fisher pulled me by the arm into Ms Smith’s office.

“I’ve got IT problems. I requested your girlfriend’s help. Seeing you speak so highly of her. And guess what? The IT Manager tells me no Drew works at the firm,” Ms Smith unloads on me.

Ms Smith stood silent for ten minutes, just staring at me. She wanted an answer, but what was the question? Should I tell Ms Smith I was lying? That’ll open a big can of worms. Should I try to explain it away? Ms Smith was a human lie detector. Dishonesty was not an option. Hang on. Why won’t the IT Manager just send Drew?

“Don’t worry Ms Smith. I’ll fix this for you,” I said.

Ms Smith stared at me like she was waiting for more details. But I’d learned from an expert, saying nothing was sometimes the best response.

“I’ve got the feeling someone hasn’t been honest with me,” Ms Smith said

“Here, take the bloody thing. It’s no good to me if it won’t connect,” Ms Smith added.

I picked up the laptop and headed for the door.

“Tell your girlfriend I want it fixed within the hour. Or else,” Ms Smith said, before slapping my arse with an open hand as I walked past.

My victory lap had turned into half mystery and full drama. I was now on the clock. And I knew Ms Smith would count down the seconds to my demise. I had to fix the laptop. And in less than an hour. Please let there be a simple explanation. Moving to my desk, I switched on the laptop and sure enough, it wouldn’t connect. Within two minutes, I’d reached the end of my IT diagnostic capability.

Malcolm knew his way around the systems. He was my mentor. My go-to man. I headed to Malcolm’s desk, laptop in hand, only to be told he was offsite all morning. Shit, that ain’t gonna get it fixed. My phone beeped, signalling the five-minute mark since I’d promised a working laptop to Ms Smith.

Something didn’t add up. I was still reeling about the Drew comment. But I didn’t have time for that now. There was a problem, and it needed an IT professional. The only solution was an urgent trip downstairs. I scampered towards the lifts before heading to the IT office. Two folks I didn’t recognise manned the office.


CHAPTER SEVEN


GLANCING AT MY phone, it was now 8:00 am, and I needed a working laptop by 8:50 am. Where had that ten-minutes gone? I had to fix the laptop to save my career with Thompson Fuller and land my dream job. I bewilderedly peered at the two faces in the IT office.

“Hi, can I help you?” a friendly voice asked.

“Hi, I need to fix this laptop urgently,” I replied.

“Wow, that fear tells me this must be Karen Smith’s laptop,” the friendly voice said.

“Yep, you guessed it first up. Did I say it’s super urgent?” I asked.

“I’ll handle this one, Andy,” the second voice replied.

“Hi, I’m Lawrence Cardin. I’m the IT Manager. What seems to be the problem?” Lawrence asked.

“Ms Smith says it won’t connect to anything in the St. Louis office,” I replied.

Lawrence was a middle-aged man with a mostly grey, receding hairline. He struck me as one of those nervous types who wouldn’t thrive under pressure. The type that just wants problems to go away, quickly.

“Did I say Ms Smith needs this laptop by 8:45 am?” I stated.

Lawrence switched on the laptop, logged in via an administrator password, and checked a few screens in quick succession.

“Andy, this looks like a server issue,” Lawrence said, signalling for his offsider to help.

Andy stood and walked across the room. He grinned at me as he did. Once in front of the laptop, he called up a program and entered a code.

“It’s working fine now,” Andy said.

I glanced at the screen. All was as it should be. The programs were all showing, and the data was populating the screens. Hell yeah. Absolute relief washed over me.

“I’ll take it to Ms Smith. In case something else is not working,” Lawrence says, before snatching the laptop back and putting it under his arm.

I scanned my phone. It was 8:20 am. There was still plenty of time. Short of Lawrence suffering from a heart attack, which seemed possible, Andy had saved me.

“Thank you, Andy,” I said.

“It’s what we do,” Andy replied.

“I’m sorry. How rude of me. I’m Harrison Tate,” I said.

“Happy to be of service, headshot Harry,” Andy said with a cheeky smile.

Andy was of medium height and had a wiry build. He pulled his long black hair back behind a colourful bandana. With multiple piercings in either ear and perfectly shaped eyebrows, he appeared the type to perform in a boy band. When he moved across the floor, he almost floated. Such was the gentleness of his gate. His scarf was perfectly colour-coordinated with his shirt and shoes, and framed a completely symmetrical face.

“I’m gonna have to ditch that nickname,” I said, feeling my face redden.

“There are much worse things they could call you,” Andy said.

Andy’s comment struck home with me. Being known for being handsome wasn’t too much of a cross to bear, I suppose. But I wanted to be treated as a professional.

“Hand job Harry or half-pint Harry, perhaps,” Andy said with a wry smile.

“Makes me appreciate headshot Harry, I suppose,” I said.

“You’re new. Still plenty of time for inventive nick-names,” Andy said.

I scanned about the IT office, hoping to catch Drew. There were only two desks in the immediate office area.

“Is Drew anywhere around?” I asked.

“No Drew here. Can you describe her?” Andy replied.

“That’s funny. I was told by someone else that Drew wasn’t in also,” I said.

“It wasn’t me,” Andy said.

“It must have been your boss, Lawrence,” I said.

“Possibly. He’s new,” Andy said.

“Drew is exotic looking with silky long black hair, dreamy chocolate brown eyes that sparkle, and the cutest smile you could ever see,” I said.

“We deal with facts in IT. Can you be more specific?” Andy asked.

I could tell Andy was taking the piss, but played along.

“She’d be around 5ft 10in, close to 36-24-36 and a solid ten,” I replied.

“Wow, sounds like someone’s made quite the impression on headshot Harry,” Andy said.

“Do you know if she has a guy in her life?” I asked.

“From your description, she wouldn’t be short of suitors. But you scrub up, okay. I’d say you’re in with a chance,” Andy replied.

Andy’s phone began ringing as he finished his last word.

“I need to take this. You can wait if you like,” Andy said.

“Yes, you have Andy,” Andy answered.

“He’s standing right next to me. I’ll tell him,” Andy said.

“Malcolm says you need to carry your phone with you,” Andy said to me.

“I’ll put him on,” Andy said before handing me the phone.

“You need to carry your phone with you at all times,” Malcolm said.

“Sorry, I left it in my bag in the rush,” I said.

“Not much good there. Especially in case of an emergency,” Malcolm stated.

“Look, what’s the update on Ms Smith’s laptop?” Malcolm asked.

“It’s all fixed. Andy sorted it in record time,” I replied.

“Is she happy with it now?” Malcolm asked.

“Lawrence took it back to her. To make sure everything works. I’m still in the IT office waiting for an update,” I replied.

As I was chatting, Andy pulled out a lip balm and moistened his lips using a small compact mirror. He wore a subtle eye shadow and a light dusting of makeup, too. After finishing with the lip balm, he reached into his bag and pulled out a Chupa Chups. After offering one to me, he carefully removed the wrapper and began sucking on it slowly. When he peered up, I was looking. He smiled and pulled the treat out with a sucking motion, causing me to look away.

“You need to make sure she is back online, asap,” Malcolm said.

“I’m confused. I sorted that problem,” I said.

“But…” Malcolm said.

“… I need to follow through and confirm that’s the case,” I interjected.

I handed Andy his phone back.

“Goodbye, lover,” Andy said into the phone.

“No, you hang up,” Andy said in a playful tone.

I wasn’t sure whether Malcolm was still on the phone, but Andy was smiling like a Cheshire cat.

Lawrence walked back into the office as Andy hung up the phone call.

“Was Ms Smith happy with the fix?” I asked.

“As happy as Ms Smith gets,” Lawrence replied.

My body let go a massive load of tension. I checked my phone. It was 8:45 am, and I’d survived this disaster. Time to move on with my day. But note to self. Confirm Ms Smith’s problem resolution with Miss Fisher.

“Do you still want the lowdown on Drew, stalker?” Andy asked, still sucking on the Chupa Chups.

“Yes, please. That would be awesome,” I replied.

“Drew only appears on free dress Fridays. When the boss isn’t in,” Andy said.

“Is that why Lawrence didn’t recognise her name?” I asked.

“He’s never met Drew. Lawrence only works four days a week. Drew’s the boss on Fridays,” Andy replied.

“How do you feel about that?” I asked.

“You’ll never find Drew and me in the same room. We’re like Batman and Ben Affleck,” Andy replied, smiling.

I didn’t quite understand the reference, but was glad everything was sorted, and I’d made a new connection within the firm.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


“YOU’VE SAVED MY life. Well, my career, anyway. What can I do to thank you, Andy?” I asked.

“A coffee would be a bonus,” Andy replied.

“Sure, when and where?” I asked.

“Let’s head out of here. I know just the place,” Andy replied.

Having checked the resolution of Ms Smith’s laptop issues, I needed to calm my nerves. And an offsite latte, or two, was just the medicine. Andy and I chatted away on the ten-minute walk. We’d become fast friends. After paying for the coffees, Andy led me away from the counter and into an expansive seating area. With walls covered in artwork of all styles, it was more like a gallery than a coffee shop.

“Wow, I never knew this was here,” I said.

“It’s a little under the radar. A hangout for struggling artists,” Andy said.

“How do you know about it?” I asked.

“If you head in that direction, it will become obvious,” Andy replied, signalling behind me.

Heading where Andy showed, I passed several large artworks.

“The minimalists are by my friend Juan Pablo,” Andy commented.

“Am I looking for an Andy signature?” I asked, as I continued along the wall of artworks.

“‘A Rivera’ is my professional brand,” Andy replied.

As I approached the last three paintings before the corner, the style shifted to portrait. A half dozen large pieces sat proudly under a spotlight. The subjects were all nudes and completely lifelike. Checking the bottom corner of the first painting, there was no doubt who the artist was. The corner showed ‘A Rivera’ proudly emblazoned across it. I stopped, marvelling at the fine details.

“This is incredible. You have a gift,” I said.

“Thanks. It’s not everyone’s cup of tea, but thanks for the kind words,” Andy said, beaming brightly.

I leaned forward to check out the delicate brush strokes.

“Smile,” Andy said, grabbing a snap of me studying the first artwork.

“Do you mind if I post this to my artist Instagram page with that quote?” Andy asked.

“Not at all. Feel free,” I replied.

“Done,” Andy said.

After examining the first artwork, I stepped back to soak in the collection. A theme jumped off the canvas. All the nudes were guys.

“I’m surprised this is your cup of tea,” Andy said.

“I wouldn’t want it on my bedroom wall, but I can appreciate the talent,” I replied.

“Can you recognise one of your work colleagues?” Andy asked.

I stepped back and scrutinised each artwork.

Four of the works were full-frontal, making a face visible.

“I know I’m new, but I can’t recognise any faces,” I replied.

“I’ll give you a clue. It’s the second from the left,” Andy said.

The artwork was a rear view of a young guy leaning against a chair. The detail in the muscle sinew was extraordinary. It must have taken days to create.

“That’s your boy Malcolm,” Andy stated.

“Malcolm Black from the firm?” I asked.

“Yep, in the flesh,” Andy replied.

“I did not see that coming,” I said.

“Don’t worry. It wasn’t a private sitting,” Andy said.

It turned out that Malcolm modelled to pay his way through law school. And one of the modelling sessions was for a class Andy was part of.

“Are you and Malcolm friends?” I asked.

“Definitely work friends. But we move in different circles,” Andy replied.

As we stood chatting and drinking coffee, the attendant placed a red sticker over the price of one nude.

“We’ll need another to replace this one,” the attendant said.

“I’ll bring one down on the weekend,” Andy said.

“Can you make it one of your friend?” the attendant asked.

“Sorry. Josh, this is Harrison, aka headshot Harry. We’re work colleagues,” Andy replied.

“Lovely to meet you, Josh,” I said.

“The pleasure is all mine. I couldn’t help but notice you salivating over that painting of me. Should I get another red sticker?” Josh asked.

“Is that you? No, I was looking at the brushwork,” I replied.

“Well, if you ever want to check out my brushwork, ask,” Josh said, before brushing against my arm and heading back to serve a customer.

“Wow, you make quite the first impression, don’t you?” Andy said.

Blown away by the talent of our IT guru, I noted thirty minutes had flown by.

“We’d better return before I get the sack,” I said.

“It’ll more likely be me,” Andy said.

“At least the firm couldn’t run without you,” I said.

Josh said farewell as we passed the counter.

“How long have you worked at the firm?” I asked.

“Since I graduated seven years ago,” Andy replied.

“Wow, you don’t look old enough,” I said, causing Andy’s face to redden.

“I haven’t seen you at Friday night drinks,” I said.

“Andy doesn’t work free dress Fridays. That’s a Drew day,” Andy said.

“So, you job share?” I asked.

“You could call it that,” Andy replied.

“I can’t wait for tomorrow. I’m looking forward to chatting with Drew again,” I said.

“Well, I’m sure she’s just as excited, too,” Andy said.

“I’m gonna ask her out,” I said.

“Well, you would be her type,” Andy said.

“And what type is that?” I asked.

“Young and handsome. Someone to educate,” Andy replied.

“What sort of education?” I asked.

“One that would blow your mind,” Andy replied.

“How did you like the gallery?” Andy asked.

“It was awesome. I’m glad you shared it with me,” I replied.

“Will you ever look at Malcolm the same way?” Andy asked.

“I’m just glad it wasn’t a full-frontal. That would’ve made it awkward,” I replied.

“If you ever feel like posing for a painting, I’ve got a buyer,” Andy said.

“Let’s take a rain check on that,” I said politely.

Arriving at reception, Andy thanked me for the coffee. Instinctively, I thanked him again for sharing the hidden gem and, without thinking, gave him a hug.

Uncomfortably, Malcolm was waiting for me back at my desk.

“You move quickly, don’t you,” Malcolm said.

“I just bought Andy a coffee for saving my arse,” I said.

“Check in with Ms Smith. To clear up that Drew thing,” Malcolm said.

“Sounds like good advice,” I said.

“And it looks like you have a date for tomorrow night,” Malcolm said.

“I can’t wait to see Drew again,” I said.


CHAPTER NINE


EXCITED AT THE expectation of spending time with Drew, I briskly covered the three-mile journey to work. Determined to take Drew for coffee, I planned to ask her out in private. I even considered introducing her to Catalyst Coffee Bar, the secret gem Andy had taken me to. Around halfway in, I received a text from Ms Smith.

“Come to my office the moment you arrive,” the message read.

“I’m fifteen minutes away,” I responded.

“Make it ten minutes,” Ms Smith messaged.

“Okay, Ms Smith,” I responded.

Concerned that something had gone wrong with her laptop again, I hastened my step. Please don’t let it be another problem. Maybe she wants to thank me for a job well done. Surely, if it was dire, Malcolm would have warned me already. Not knowing was killing me. Needing to know, I messaged Malcolm.

“Are you aware why Ms Smith wants to see me urgently?” I messaged.

“Nothing she’s mentioned to me,” Malcolm responded.

“What mood is she in?” I messaged.

“The usual,” Malcolm responded.

All I wanted was a quiet day. One where I could woo the girl of my dreams and not be kept on a tight leash by a sexy crazy woman. What had I done to deserve this? Why couldn’t I just be Harrison, instead of headshot Harry? Probably because that wouldn’t have gotten me the internship.

Knowing Ms Smith would notice me exit the lift, I headed straight to her office. As I knocked, the blinds closed. I expected to be told to come back, but I heard the dreaded words come in.

“I wanted to thank you personally for fixing my laptop yesterday,” Ms Smith said, signalling me to come inside.

“That’s okay. I did little. Andy in IT sorted it out,” I said.

Ms Smith walked to the side of the desk taking three steps towards me.

“I liked what I observed. You saw a problem and took responsibility for solving it,” Ms Smith said.

Ms Smith appeared different. Instead of a formal suit and blouse, she dressed casually. With her hair pinned back from her face and a low cut spaghetti strapped tank top, her shoulders, upper arms and cleavage were on show to dramatic effect.

“I did what I needed to,” I said, stepping back until my arse cheeks rested against a table.

“We value instincts like that at this firm,” Ms Smith said.

As Ms Smith rounded the edge of the desk, a pair of tight but tailored black leather pants came into sight. A killer pair of black, five-inch stiletto ankle boots with studded straps supported them.

“I was just doing my job,” I said.

“Well, I think you went over and above, and wanted to recognise your extra effort,” Ms Smith said.

“A simple thank you is more than enough,” I said.

Ms Smith leaned forward, pinning me to the table. Her mouth moved to within an inch of mine as her fresh mint breath invaded my nostrils.

“I was thinking of ways that I could show my appreciation,” Ms Smith said.

“Knowing I helped you out is more than enough,” I said.

“I hear on the grapevine that mature women excite you,” Ms Smith said.

My face turned redder by the second. Somehow, I needed to escape this situation. I attempted to slide my arse along the table, but my boner sat stuck between Ms Smith’s thighs.

“I can feel that you like my outfit. I embraced free dress Friday just for you,” Ms Smith said.

Ms Smith gyrated her hips, exciting me further.

“Let’s take some time after work to thrash out a longer-term plan for you,” Ms Smith said.

With that, she walked away and opened the door.

“Miss Fuller, can you please set up a time next week for me and Harrison?” Ms Smith asked.

“Sure, Ms Smith…” Miss Fuller replied, stopping as she spotted my bulging crutch.

“That will be all now, Harrison,” Ms Smith said.

I lowered my bag in front of my crutch and scampered out the door.

Back at my desk, it took me more than a few minutes to recover. Here was a gorgeous mature woman offering me the keys to the kingdom, and I had to say no. Why the hell did I need to do that? How the hell was I gonna do that? As my pulse slowed and the blood started pumping through the rest of my body, I suddenly remembered Drew.

I hurried down to the IT office to find Malcolm casually chatting with Drew. She looked incredible. If Ms Smith was an eight, then Drew was a ten.

“Can I catch a moment with you?” I asked.

“Sure. But you’ll need to be quick. Malcolm and I have a meeting with the auditors,” Drew replied.

“I can take a hint,” Malcolm said, heading to the door.

“What can I help you with? Is Ms Smith’s laptop down again?” Drew asked.

If she only worked Friday’s, how did she know that? Of course, the IT support system.

“I just wanted to know if you are going to Friday night drinks,” I replied.

“Sure. I wouldn’t miss it. It’s my favourite time of the week,” Drew said.

“Let’s go together. I wanted to ask you something private,” I said.

“It’s a date. I’ll see you around 5:00 pm,” Drew said, smiling.


CHAPTER TEN


AS THE CLOCK ticked 5:00 pm, I entered the IT office. Drew sat at her desk, brushing her hair and fixing her makeup. Not that there was any room for improvement. The view tightened my pants the second I saw her.

“How has your day been?” I asked.

“The auditors were, auditors, else it’s been pretty breezy,” Drew replied.

“At least you didn’t have to deal with Ms Smith’s laptop issues,” I said.

“No, not today,” Drew said.

Drew stood and picked up her handbag. The full impact of her outfit then hit me. She wore a black halter-neck top, skin-tight and with a wide mesh panel, revealing her cleavage down to her pierced belly button. A tight, black fitted leather skirt, running to about an inch above the knees, flowed seamlessly from her belly button stud. A pair of black patent leather five inch stiletto ankle boots completed the outfit and added an edge of toughness.

“Is that what you were wearing earlier in the day?” I asked, trying poorly not to stare.

“No, the auditors would have had a heart attack. I decided to zhoosh things up a little for our date,” Drew replied.

“Well, I definitely approve of the zhooshing,” I said, beaming.

“I had a feeling you’d like this outfit. It always draws an appreciative crowd,” Drew said.

“Oh, I forgot to ask how your day was,” Drew said.

“Not too bad. Ms Smith has been a little less demanding. But not much,” I said.

“You’ll eventually accept your fate,” Drew commented.

“So everyone tells me,” I said.

“Hey, what was it you wanted to ask me?” Drew said.

“Plenty of time for that later. Let’s head off,” I said.

“Aren’t we waiting for Malcolm? Or have you seen a little too much of him this week?” Drew said, holding back a giggle.

“What’s with the IT office? Everything about me goes on a bulletin board,” I said.

“No, we have a Microsoft Teams site. But it’s the same effect. Cool shot of you on Instagram, by the way. It looks like you were studying Josh’s testicles awfully closely,” Drew said.

A warmth radiated from my face. How could I fall for that one, too?

“I hope I didn’t catch you in the middle of something,” Malcolm said as he walked through the door.

“No, Harrison was just telling me how much he loved your ‘A Rivera’ original,” Drew said.

“Oh, please don’t show that to anyone else. I got caught in a weak moment,” Malcolm said.

“You shouldn’t be embarrassed. It’s a beautiful portrait,” Drew said.

“Let’s hit the pub. I need a drink more than ever,” I said.

Malcolm and Drew continued with the banter as we headed towards the pub.

“Would you like me to leave you two alone?” I asked, indignantly.

“I’m too old for Drew’s taste. She prefers first-timers,” Malcolm replied.

“You mean virgins?” I asked.

“I guess you could say that,” Malcolm replied.

“One night with me and you’ll never look at a woman the same way again,” Drew commented.

“That’s quite the claim,” I commented.

“I’m more than happy to prove it,” Drew countered.

“Aren’t you the dark horse, Harrison? We’ll have to call you Harry the horse,” Malcolm quipped.

“I’m here to learn. And that’s not just on a professional level,” I said.

“Watch out Drew. It’s the quiet ones you have to watch,” Malcolm said.

“What my wingman is trying to say is this. Malcolm’s told me all about you. And he’s more than just piqued my interest,” I said.

“Ah, he reminds me of you a few years back,” Drew said, turning to Malcolm before licking her lips.

Arriving at The Thaxton Speakeasy, Drew provided the secret password, and we were in. Drew headed to the powder room while Malcolm signalled it was his shout. His arrival at the booth I commandeered coincided with Drew’s return.

“Are you ready to ask me yet?” Drew said, sliding her hand onto my thigh.

“I’m actually quite parched,” I said, sculling the drink.

“It’s your shout next,” Malcolm said to me.

Heading to the bar, I ordered another round. While paying, a hand moved up my leg between my thighs, and almost made me drop my phone.

“Have you considered my offer?” Ms Smith whispered into my ear as she grabbed a handful of my package.

“I’d love to join the firm on graduation,” I replied, taking a step back before picking up the drinks.

“Then how about we discuss the details over breakfast?” Ms Smith suggested.

“Where and when?” I asked, before realising the trap.

“My place in ten minutes. I’ll text you the address,” Ms Smith replied.

I followed Holly from HR’s rules and maintained eye contact.

“I don’t think my girlfriend would appreciate that,” I said.

“Oh, the mythical Drew from IT. And where is she right now?” Ms Smith asked.

“In the booth over there, with Malcolm,” I replied, pointing in their direction.

“She is hot. Let’s see what she says,” Ms Smith said.

Ms Smith followed me to the booth and took a seat between Drew and me.

“Harrison tells me he needs your approval to sleep with me,” Ms Smith said.

“Sorry, babe. I’m feeling randy tonight. The answer’s no,” Drew replied in an instant.

Drew leant across Ms Smith and kissed me passionately. Like a deer in the headlights, I couldn’t move a muscle.

“I could be interested in a three-way,” Ms Smith said.

“Oh well, your loss,” Ms Smith added, after a one-minute silence.

Ms Smith propositioned Malcolm before staggering off to find another victim.

“Does she do that often?” I asked.

“Never attended Friday night drinks in my seven years,” Drew replied.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


“THANKS FOR HELPING me out of another jam with Ms Smith,” I whispered to Drew.

“I gather that was the question you were waiting to ask me?” Drew said.

“Not exactly,” I said, turning a bright shade of beetroot.

“Would you like me to leave you two alone?” Malcolm asked, to which I immediately nodded.

“Don’t be shy. We’ve shared saliva. Words are less messy,” Drew said.

It was time to nut up or shut up.

“I’m wondering if I could share more than just saliva with you?” I asked.

“Wow, with such a romantic offer, how could I refuse?” Drew replied, suddenly smiling.

I turned away and tried to regather myself. In my eyeline, I saw Ms Smith pinning Malcolm to the bar.

“What I meant to say was…” I said.

Drew leant forward and kissed me deeply. It wasn’t just a brief kiss. Either my world stopped, or it lasted well over five minutes.

“… the answer is yes. I’ll help you with your virginity problem,” Drew said.

Drew kissed me again, and we explored each other’s bodies until Malcolm tapped on my shoulder.

“Get a room, you two,” Malcolm said.

“Great idea. My place will do perfectly,” Drew suggested, squeezing my thigh.

“Sounds like a plan,” I replied.

Drew sculled her drink, and we were off. I wanted to escape before Ms Smith reappeared.

“I can’t believe how much you’ve helped me out with Ms Smith,” I said as we walked home.

“I’m a sucker for a victim. Especially a cute one,” Drew said.

“I know we’ve only spoken briefly, and for a few minutes, but I felt such an instant spark,” I said.

“I’ve enjoyed getting to know you, too. Especially our trip to the coffee shop,” Drew said.

Something about Drew’s comment made little sense. When did we go to the coffee shop? She must have me mixed up with someone else. I didn’t think she was that drunk. But I’m sure she won’t regret it in the morning.

Drew’s apartment was impressive for several reasons. On the river and high enough to view The Gateway Arch from the living room, the apartment included wonderful artwork and photo montages.

“Do you share with someone from the firm?” I asked.

“Nope. All mine and fully owned,” Drew replied.

Having uncorked a bottle of champagne, Drew placed the bottle and two glasses on the coffee table.

“What’s the celebration?” I asked.

“To you losing your last virginity,” Drew replied.

Drew slid forward and pinned me to the chair with her lithe body. Her hand slid effortlessly down my chest and undid my fly. Her experience in the art of seduction was obvious. A step ahead of me at all times, I gave in to her lead. Having removed my shoes and pants, Drew unexpectedly let out a loud squeal.

“Fuck headshot Harry. You are Harry the horse from now on,” Drew squealed with delight.

“I’ve heard one night with you, and I’ll never look at a woman the same way again,” I said.

“I can’t wait to feel you inside me. But let’s not rush anything,” Drew said.

Drew’s kisses increased in passion as her heart rate raced. She worked up my excitement while kissing her way down my neck and now naked torso. Her experience was obvious. It was like being in the hands of a cock whisperer. Suddenly, my cock was completely moist as Drew’s throat muscles massaged my member. She held deep like no-one before her, expertly working my cock from root to tip.

Using both hands and her heavenly mouth, Drew extracted every modicum of pleasure from me as I lay back, unable to move.

“Fuck me. I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

I unloaded what seemed like half a gallon of come down Drew’s throat. And she didn’t waste a single drop. I lay back, sweat running down my six-pack, trying to regain some sense of composure.

When Drew’s beautiful face approached mine, I knew that we’d only scratched the surface of my education. This is what I wanted to learn. And Drew was the perfect teacher.

“That was incredible. Five stars all the way. You sure know your way around the male body. No-one has ever managed my gift as skilfully,” I said.

“That’s the benefit of insider knowledge,” Drew replied.

I wasn’t sure what Drew’s comment meant and sculled the rest of my wine. All I knew was that I couldn’t wait for the next lesson.

“Don’t worry. I’m nearly as gifted with receiving as I am with giving,” Drew said.

Drew grabbed my hand and ran it up her silken clad thigh. She moved it all the way until it rested on a pair of lace underwear. The warmth radiating from the leather skirt sent shivers up my spine.

As our tongues wrestled, Drew slid my hand back and forth over her panties. The reaction was not what I expected. A bulge grew beneath my sweaty palm. What the hell is going on? I stopped like a rabbit dead still in the headlights.

“What’s wrong? You wanted to expand your horizons,” Drew said.

Again, I sat still. Unable to speak or move.

“You told me Malcolm shared everything about me,” Drew said.

“I think he missed a bit. An important bit,” I said.

“Oh crap. I’m terribly sorry about the confusion. You inferred you knew I was gender fluid,” Drew said.

“But how can you have a bulge under there?” I asked.

“Again, I’m gender fluid. Monday to Thursday I present to work as Andy, else I’m Drew the rest of the time,” Drew replied, suddenly dead serious.

“You present as Andy,” I said.

“Yes. We had coffee together yesterday. Can’t you remember?” Drew said.

“That was you?” I asked.

“Oh, my sweet, confused boy. I saw the twinkle in your eye when you checked out my artwork,” Drew replied, before moving her face towards mine and gently kissing my lips.

My hand was still on Drew’s panties, the contents of which by now were rock hard.

“Don’t worry. I’ll explain everything in the morning,” Drew said.

I expected to not enjoy kissing Drew any longer. But somehow, nothing had changed. I wanted a fresh experience, and I couldn’t back out halfway through.

“I still want to educate you, if you are willing,” Drew said, biting my bottom lip.

“I’d like that,” I said.

“I want to share so much with you. Embrace this opportunity. Trust me, you won’t regret it,” Drew said before lifting her leather skirt.


CHAPTER TWELVE


DREW’S KISSES SLOWLY became more forceful. Our tongues wrestled for top position, but I knew I was the pupil in the hands of an experienced teacher. I took the initiative and slid my hand inside Drew’s panties, feeling the girth of her wondrous weapon for the first time. Drew’s response was to up the passion, as her breath shortened immediately. The equation was simple. The more initiative I took down below, the greater the passion up-top.

“Let me show you ultimate pleasure,” Drew said.

As I massaged Drew’s engorged cock, the blood pumped faster. The time had come for me to learn from my teacher. I broke from passionate tongue kissing and worked my way down Drew’s neck and onto her chest. Her breasts were small, but the nipples were incredibly sensitive to both touch and taste. Having excited Drew’s nipples to maximum size, another curiosity consumed my thoughts.

As I kissed my way down Drew’s cleavage, I felt a gentle push on the top of my head. I didn’t need instructions to understand what this meant, just the supportive prompt of a hand in my curls. Excitement intensified at the expectation of what came next. Perhaps Drew was right. Maybe I had studied Josh’s cock for a little long at the coffee shop. Either way, I could think of nothing but giving Drew the pleasure she deserved.

“Yes, taste me. You’ll never be the same,” Drew moaned.

Reaching Drew’s leather skirt provided the first opportunity for me to face my next task. I carefully slid her silk and lace panties down before throwing them against the wall. I ran my hands up Drew’s legs, from her soft leather boots, onto her silken stockings, before coming face to face with her full five inches. As it stood majestically in front of me, I marvelled at the hairless backdrop, except for a thin landing strip an inch above. Standing to full attention and pulsing in gentle spasms, my mouth watered at the prospect of what was to come.

“Kiss the head. Then take me deep in your mouth,” Drew said reassuringly.

Scared I was not. A little confused, perhaps. I wanted this to be a wondrous experience for Drew. I wanted this to be the start of a lifelong love affair. Not a five-minute orgy. My hands were slowly moving from root to tip. This kept the excitement level high, and her head a glowing purple. Leaning forward, my lips slowly moved towards my hands.

The first kiss was soft. Both in pressure and in response. I kissed my way around the head, like I’d enjoyed receiving many times before. The reactions to my actions fascinated me. Especially involving my mouth and tongue. I moved from light kisses to circular licks, tasting a salty pre-come. It was not unpleasant, which overcame a fear and spurned me on further.

“That’s it. Suck me Harry,” Drew moaned.

With added courage, I placed my lips over the head of Drew’s cock. The second my lips extended over the edge of the glans, a shiver rocked Drew’s being. I looked up to a broad smile extended across Drew’s face. After focusing on the head for a few minutes, and working my lips back and forth across the cock head, I gained the confidence to take her cock deeper into my mouth.

“Hell, yes. That’s the way,” Drew moaned.

I began dropping deeper with each downstroke until I gagged.

“Relax your throat. You're doing it right,” Drew assured me.

Continuing where I’d stopped, I started dropping deeper and deeper. I figured if Drew could handle my full eight inches, then her five inches should be no problem for me. Drew grabbed a handful of my curls and skilfully guided me deeper and deeper, until my chin bumped against her pelvis with each downstroke.

With Drew’s guiding hand, I built up a rhythm. I glanced up. Drew’s face writhed in ecstasy. That spurned me on towards the final crescendo.

“Fuck, that’s amazing,” Drew screamed.

Drew’s hand relaxed as waves of pleasure took over. There was a spasming of her cock, before a torrent of nectar forced its way down my throat. I swallowed as quickly as I could, out of sheer necessity.

“Look at you. Quite the expert cocksucker,” Drew said, gently stroking my hair.

I kissed my way back up Drew’s body until our lips connected, and we exchanged everything our mouths contained. Our tongues were in a passionate dance. Neither wanting to relent before the other.

Drew reached down and massaged my cock.

“I want you inside me,” Drew said between passion-filled exchanges.

Drew rolled me over and assumed the upper position. She looked beautiful, staring lovingly down at me, sweat dripping from her forehead, and her hair perfectly framing her gorgeous face. I was rock hard in seconds before Drew straddled me, spat on her hand, and lubricated her flower.

“Prepare yourself for the only pussy you’ll ever want from now,” Drew said.

Drew increased her stroking until I was rock hard again, before placing my cock on her hungry flower. I felt some slight resistance before Drew dropped an inch at a time until her arse bashed against my pelvis. Drew’s arse fit me like a glove. Tight, but free-yielding.

“Fuck, you know how to hit that sweet spot,” Drew said.

Slowly at first, Drew raised her body before dropping to my pelvis. The feel of her arse muscles against my cock was better than anything I’d ever experienced before. It was like we were two pieces of a puzzle coming together in perfect alignment.

“Oh, that’s amazing,” I moaned.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet,” Drew responded.

Drew upped the pace and ferocity of the thrusts. The lounge cushion offered a little give, but I adored every bash and crash. My cock tensed, about ready to explode. Drew’s face was writhing in ecstasy. This continued for another minute or two, before I lost all control and unloaded a torrent of nectar deep inside Drew’s arse.

“You are not merely physically gifted. But you sure know how to use that monster,” Drew said.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT FRIDAY NIGHT signalled the beginning of my sexual education. One that continued non-stop until sunrise, and was ongoing. With a further forty-eight hours until work on Monday, we maintained the rage throughout the weekend. The benefit of being young and extremely keen, I informed Drew. I ended up dropping home on the way to work, for a quick shower, and a quick change of shirt. Else, Drew and I hardly made it out of bed.

First up on Monday morning, I paid HR a visit. Proud to disclose my new relationship status, I heard plenty of chatter from the girls in the office over the following weeks. Where the form asked for partner’s name, I entered both Andy and Drew Rivera. A move that well and truly set the cat amongst the pigeons and got tongues wagging. It took them six months to work out it was a single person.

Karen called me into her office mid-morning on Monday. I’m not sure if she saw me heading into HR, or if her actions on free dress Friday embarrassed her. But she was professional, somewhat friendly, and confirmed a time for us to discuss my application for a full-time position. We caught up later in the week, and within four weeks of starting, I had gained both a graduate role and a girlfriend.

While Drew called me Harry the horse in private, at work I continued to be known as headshot Harry. Not that it worried me. There were a lot worse things to be known for. And I saved all my Harry the horse moments for Drew. Short of money to complete my last semester, the artist ‘A Rivera’ made me an offer I couldn’t refuse. A rear-facing nude, with me holding onto the arms of a lounge chair. It sold day one to Josh. So, we both made money. He always stared knowingly at me when I visited the coffee shop. But our commitment to each other was strong and obvious to everyone.

I saw no reason to mess with Andy and Drew’s work arrangements. The job share worked fine. I also found it easier to concentrate Monday to Thursday, although boy band Andy was awfully cute. And occasionally, Andy appeared in the bedroom. He had a few tricks up his sleeve, happily taking the lead to shake things up. But I never complained, since variety is the spice of life.

Drew kept working at the firm after I began as a graduate. Her painting remained a passion project. And I became her favourite model. She’d become indispensable on free dress Fridays, while Andy was likewise Monday to Thursday. Malcolm got sick of Drew and me making out during Friday night drinks. So, he brought along a series of companions over the coming years. But free dress Friday always remained our favourite day of the week.


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


THE PROMISE
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Have you ever needed a helping hand from a friend who perhaps knows you better than you do?

Griffin Jones is struggling with the transition from high school football hero to college backup quarterback. At the end of his freshman year, he knows it is time to step up and show his coach, and first-string players, that he has what it takes to lead the team to championship glory. The trouble is he’s in the shadow of a superstar quarterback who is almost everything Griffin wants to be. And the incumbent isn’t making it easy for Griffin to showcase his skills.

But Griffin has an in. He not only knows the head cheerleader, Robin Barrett, but she used to have a major crush on him. Taking Robin Barrett to the New Year’s Eve party would confirm he is the heir apparent to football stardom. Trouble is Robin Barrett’s crush was ten years prior and is currently dating a pro footballer. Still, Robin Barrett is the only girl Griffin has eyes for.

With New Year’s Eve a mere month away, Griffin has heard nothing but no from Robin Barrett for near on ten years. That’s when a simple statement from a friend sets the countdown clock in motion. Griffin has less than twenty days to pull off a major play. A play that will forge his leadership position with the starting team, convince the coach he is starting quarterback material and secure his life-long happiness.

If you like romances full of true love and heart, like 50 First Dates, then you’ll love THE PROMISE, the latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Griffin achieve a desire ten years in the making in just twenty short days, or will he be destined to lead a second-string life?


DEEP INSIDE
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How far would you go to satisfy your partner’s sexual urges? What lines would you cross? Any you wouldn’t?

Tony Walsh is loving life. Married to the woman of his dreams, living in the most awesome apartment in Manchester, and thriving in a job he loves with great friends, life couldn’t get much sweeter. And with his seventh wedding anniversary coming up, he has spent months planning the most romantic night to celebrate the milestone in style. He even has the ‘let’s start a family’ talk planned. Nothing could make his life more perfect.

But Margaret, the love of Tony’s life, isn’t on the same page as Tony. Or even in the same library. Even dining at the perfect restaurant and being surrounded by a room full of loving couples, doesn’t get Margaret feeling romantic. She seems more interested in chatter on her phone and other patrons than she is in Tony. And when a message from her new work friends invites them to a local club, she begs Tony to go.

Since recently moving jobs, Margaret has changed her hair, her clothing and spent lots more time with her new work colleagues. And when Tony meets her friends at the Vanilla lesbian bar, Tony quickly discovers the reason behind the changes in Margaret. Sarah, a drop-dead gorgeous nineteen-year-old bisexual girl with a passion for married women and swinger clubs, has more than just a little crush on Tony’s wife. And that feeling appears to be reciprocated.

If you like coming-of-age romance stories where the characters are trying to reignite that spark like ‘Crazy, Stupid, Love’, then you’ll love ‘DEEP INSIDE’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

How far will Tony go to compete for Margaret’s affection and save his marriage? And could those changes alter Tony’s view on sex and marriage, forever?


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?


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?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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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