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“Have you got a minute Dawson,” Jane asked me as I walked down the hallway.


She was the CFO of UK Bank, and our biggest client, so I immediately followed her into her office.


“Brendan is wavering,” she said. “Your predecessor has made a massive play for our business and he has asked me why we shouldn’t take it. I can probably hold him off for a month or so, but you need to get things back on track and soon!”





As CEO of UK Bank, Brendan had an obligation to do what was right by his shareholders. I knew this.


“Just give me four weeks and I’ll have things working like a swiss clock again.” I promised.


“I have faith in you, but you’ll need to show the whole team is up to the job too,” she replied candidly


So, I’ve got four weeks to save the business. Should be a cinch, I thought.





Management consulting has been good to me. For 15 years, I have been helping heads of global businesses improve their customer appeal and profitability. Travelling to more than 30 countries, I’ve been paid handsomely to learn new industries and develop strategies in new and interesting places. Well, that’s the upside anyway.





But while my life sounds glamorous, it was also antisocial and dysfunctional. Even though I’ve been called classically handsome, it’s been five years since I’ve had any type of long tern relationship. I mean I’d had a few hook-ups during my travels, but I rarely spend more than four weeks at home each year. Living in Singapore and standing at 6ft 2in in my socks, I tend to tower over the locals too. But I can’t complain. I wouldn’t swap my jet setting lifestyle for anything.





A month or so back, I received the big promotion that I’d been working 15 years for. I’m now partner of the consultancy. This, I thought, would afford me the luxury of spending more time at home and perhaps getting some work life balance back. But less than a fortnight after receiving the promotion, I was on a plane to London with no return flight in sight. I was owned and I knew it.





The London office had been decimated when one of our partners resigned and opened a business in competition. She then took the rest of the office with her. How this could happen? Yeah, I don’t know either. All I know is that I was asked to head to London with no return ticket to sure up the business and protect the three white whales. So, I packed up my suitcase and moved halfway across the globe on five minutes notice.





But I loved everything that management consulting afforded me. I wear $5,000 Italian made suits and $350 Egyptian cotton shirts. Every piece of clothing I owned is tailor made. I didn’t like to waste money, but I once estimated my business wardrobe value at over $150,000. But image is everything when you are selling air to the captains of industry, and thankfully I was amongst the best.





I was christened Dawson Jones, which works quite well in my circles. My jet-black hair now has grey streaks across the temples. I leave it grey, as in my field grey hair is associated with experience and knowledge. And if consulting is about one thing, it’s wisdom. We get employed because we’ve done it before.





My face is my biggest asset, but more to the point, a stare which I developed through theatre training in college. With piercing blue eyes and an unrivalled intensity, I demand the attention of any room when I want to. But as I have a great sense of humour and a wry smile, I can build strong relationships quickly. I’ve always found it easy to attract female company as well, but I just don’t have the time to prioritise relationships right now. Perhaps of I met the right lady?





Our offices in London were right near Mansion House tube station. This was handy to the three white whales who were all UK based financial firms. We had two banks in King William Street and an insurance firm in Lombard Street. I was living in the boss’s apartment just off Oxford Street in the embassy district. The flat was clean and central but a little pokey and had little view of the city. 





The previous executive team had walked out a little over a month ago and taken all the support staff with them. I had brought a couple of team members across from Singapore but had just replaced them with new permanent staff. I was lucky to pick up a couple of experienced hands, so the office was now being looked after again while I got hands on with the white whales. 




The biggest of the white whales was UK Bank. We had a long-term relationship with them. Thankfully it even preceded the previous executive team. This gave me the opportunity to rebuild a relationship and retain our position as first choice strategy partner. It had been a hard first month, but I really felt I was making great inroads.





To retain UK Bank’s business, I was working 16-hour days Monday to Friday with 12-hour days each of Saturday and Sunday. It was a hard slog but would be worth it when I saved the office and bed in my new partner position. Not to mention that the success bonus was also insane. But the commitment in time and effort left little opportunity for me to do much else.





My only opportunity to keep fit, I walked the 30 minutes between my apartment and UK Bank both ways each day. If I did it as a brisk walk, I worked out that I burned about 800 calories a day. This, and two weekend gym workouts kept me somewhat fit. I had competed in a triathlon a six months prior to coming to London, so was coming from a good base.





The UK Bank offices were pretty impressive. They were located in The Gherkin; you know that iconic building that is in every UK TV show. I must admit it’s a great building to work from. It has panoramic views in every direction and every cabby and Uber driver in London knows where it is. It also has a great range of lunch options at street level, first rate coffee shops and a pub or two close by.





After four weeks with UK Bank, I had delivered a couple of key strategy pillars and was starting to win over both the CFO Jane and CEO Brendan, or so I thought. Brendan had started calling me DJ, which was usually a good sign. Which is why Jane’s comment came as a surprise. Breandan was a very skilful leader who knew his business inside out. It was going to be a hard gig, but they are the best when you bring them home.





On the Friday night of the fourth week at UK Bank, I set off for the office prior to heading back to the apartment. Once a week I needed to sign some key documents, so walked to the office along the bank of the Thames before heading home. This Friday a storm was brewing when I left UK Bank. I was wearing the last of my suits, as I’d literally been too busy to get to the dry cleaners since arriving in London.





I said my goodbye to Brendan and Jane and took the elevator down from the 20th floor to street level. By the time I hit the street, the rain was starting to spit. I thought I’d make the 15 minutes from UK Bank to the office before I got wet, so headed across town towards the river. After less than a minute, the rain became torrential. It was now pouring down and the wind had picked up, meaning my umbrella was doing little to keep my suit from getting saturated. Coming from the tropics I knew what I needed to do.





As I moved hurriedly down the street, I searched for a place to duck in for cover. I looked around for shelter until the storm passed. This was not an area of London that I was familiar with. I had perhaps been this side of town three or four times only and never for anything other than a walk through. On my right I saw what looked like a pub about 20 yards ahead. With my head down I sprinted for the door. 





Once I’d closed my umbrella and brushed the water of my suit, I opened the door and walked inside. The bar looked like a throwback to an 80s sitcom. To my left I saw a series of tables sitting on a dark brown patterned carpet. To my right there was a small stage, well more like a catwalk used for fashion shows than a stage. The bar was packed and there were people getting ready for a show. Straight in front of me was a long bar, brown panelled like the one from the television show Cheers, and with blue leather stools along its length. I wandered through the crowd and took a seat at the bar.





“What’s your poison?” asked the bartender.


“Chivas neat thanks,” I responded.


“We got Johnny Walker red. Will that do?” suggested the bartender.


“Sure, why not,” I replied.


He placed the glass on the bar in front of me.





I quickly drained the glass. It had been a big week but the next few were only going to be bigger.


“Another one,” the bartender asked.


“Yes please,” I replied


He poured another drink into the glass in front of me.


“Thanks,” I responded.
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I scanned the bar like a robber casing a bank. It was not the sort of place I would normally frequent on a Friday night. The crowd seemed a little eclectic, with almost everyone dressed to the nines but in wildly varying styles. There were groups who seemed to represent the frumps standing next to the hookers standing next to the schoolgirls to name but a few. It suddenly hit me that I was one of only a handful of men in a bar of over 100 patrons.





As I looked around the bar, I got the feeling that I was wasn’t the usual type of patron either. As I scanned the bar, I could see girls starting to stare at me or groups of girls pointing and whispering. Maybe I was imagining it, but it almost felt like I was on the menu, not that they served meals. I got the feeling this wasn’t your typical London pub.





I decided to go to the toilet before having another drink. As I walked the 20 ft walk across the crowded bar I got propositioned three times. My walk back was similar, but I also got my arse pinched twice for my trouble. The girls sure were confident and assertive, I thought. The bar reminded me of a club in Shinjuku, Japan but I wasn’t sure why. As it was still raining heavily, I sat back down and ordered another whisky.





“So, what’s the show?” I asked the bartender.


“The drag show will start in about 15 minutes and go ’til late,” he replied. “Tonight, Vicky Lee is MC and we have Courtney Act as a special guest all the way from Australia.” 


The names meant nothing to me, but hey he was pretty excited, and the crowd was definitely getting wound up. I hadn’t seen a good drag show since I’d been in London. It might be fun, I thought.





As I started drinking, a gorgeous brunette rushed into the bar from the street. I don’t think she was running to avoid missing the show. Like me she was wet and seemed to be looking for shelter from the storm. She removed her stylish purple coat and carried it along with her Burberry umbrella. She sat down on the stool next to me. Her white silk shirt was damp as was her long grey skirt. A split in her skirt showed her stiletto ankle boots were dripping water on the carpet.





“A whisky please bartender,” she asked.


“Here you go miss,” he replied as he placed a glass in front of her.


I couldn’t help but notice how elegant and classy she looked. She could have stepped out of a fashion magazine; such was her presence. She had the most unusual honey coloured eyes and thick voluptuous lips. Her figure was perfectly balanced. I tried in vain not to stare.





“Is it still raining cats and dogs out there?” I asked.


“Yes, typical London weather I’m afraid,” she replied.


“I ducked in on the way home about two drinks before you,” I followed on. “Do you work nearby?”


“Yes, I run the fashion house on the corner,” she responded.





We chatted about working in London for a few minutes. She was as engaging as she was breathtakingly beautiful. Such an unexpected surprise to see her here, I thought. I decided to get another drink so I could chat to her a while longer. 





She told me her name was Michelle Handley. She wasn’t a native of London but had lived here for more than ten years. She loved it. Wouldn’t live anywhere else. It was the diversity and acceptance of the city that particularly attracted her to it. She asked about me and I told her why I was in town. I thought I saw her sigh when I mentioned I was only in town for a few months. 





“Oh I nearly forgot, the drag show will start in around ten minutes,” I suddenly blurted out.


“Oh, are you a regular here?” Michelle said with a smile. 


“No first time in here,” I said trying to deflect the embarrassment. “Just thought you should know.”


“Would you mind looking after my coat and umbrella while I go to the ladies’ room?” she asked.


“Sure, no problem at all,” I replied.





While Michelle was in the ladies room, I ordered another two drinks. I didn’t want to miss this chance to spend time with this incredible woman.


“So, this is my first time in here, what sort of establishment is it?” I asked the bartender.


“It’s a bar by day that becomes a transgender night club, The Way-Out Club, four nights a week,” he informed me. “Miss Vicky is the owner.”


Oh, that makes a lot of sense, I thought, and gave him a solid tip.




I watched Michelle walk across from the ladies’ room. She was tall, around 5ft 10 in, and had a slim build but with quite a large bust. I wondered if it was natural or had been helped along a little. As she glided across the room in her high heels, her hair swished her shoulders and fell halfway to her backside. Speaking of her backside, it was as pert as her breasts. Her legs were incredibly long, lean and athletic. I found her captivating. 





Michelle thanked me for the drink just as the drag show commenced. 


“Tonight, we have a couple of special guests,” Vicky Lee announced. “First we are pleased to announce that Courtney Act has joined us from Down Under. You will see her twice tonight, double delight you may say. Secondly, we are pleased to welcome the gorgeous George Clooney to The Way-Out Club.” 





A spotlight was turned on and focussed on me at the bar. There were wolf whistles from across the bar as I put up my hand and waved. It wasn’t the first time I’d been told of the resemblance. Although, at 35, I was more ER George than Money Monster George. 


“I thought I recognised you from somewhere,” Michelle said with a smile. “Are you doing research for your next film?”


The show started almost immediately. Miss Courtney Act came on and whipped the crowd up into a frenzy. Around five minutes into her set she walked into the crowd and grabbed me by the hand, pulling me up onto the stage. I suppose with very few men in the audience, I was going to be an obvious target. She delivered a couple of jokes at my expense before I had to act out some borderline X rated dancing. It was fun, but I was glad when she thanked me, kissed me on the cheek and told me to sit down again.





“You seemed to take that in your stride George,” Michelle said when I returned to my seat.


“I’ve travelled to most places, so it takes a bit to ruffle my feathers,” I replied.


“Looks like you may have a few more fans after that performance,” she quipped.


Sure enough, I could see more of the patrons looking my way. 


Courtney’s show went for around 45 minutes. She sang and danced and told many funny stories. I enjoyed the entertainment and could see Michelle did also.





Once the set was over, Courtney walked across and sat herself down on my lap. Her legs were positioned between my legs so her arse was against my groin. I didn’t see her coming and was chatting away to Michelle at the time. Courtney flashed that gorgeous smile of hers and I steadied her by wrapping my arm around her waist. She was dressed in a sequinned gown that was cut right up to her waist. The sequins glistened in the club lights like a mirror ball. She looked radiant.





“Gonna buy me a drink big boy,” she asked.


“Sure,” I said. “What’s your poison?


“I’ll have sex on the beach,” she quipped. “And I know just the beach too.”


The bartender placed the glass on the bar.


“You’re a lucky lady,” Courtney said looking at Michelle. “He’s a pretty awesome guy. And drop dead gorgeous. I bet he’s a demon in the sack too.”


Courtney sculled the drink, gave me another kiss on the cheek and wandered off to mix with other patrons.





“Not your first rodeo with a drag queen?” Michelle asked obviously impressed.


“People are people and I’ve met most types’” I said. “She’s here to entertain and she does a wonderful job. Plus, you have to admit she is stunning.”


“Yes, I can see that you found her attractive,” Michelle quipped looking down at my semi-erect member.


I was confident enough in my identity to mix it with anybody. Working out of Singapore, I’d entertained clients from the ladyboy bars of Pattaya, to the newhalf bars of Shinjuku and the waria bars of Kuta. So, this was quite mild by comparison.





We chatted for a while about Michelle’s work. It turned out she was very well travelled also. As a fashion designer she regularly travelled to the fashion capitals of New York, Paris and Milan. It seemed that our lives were remarkably similar in many aspects. Victoria too worked way too long and hard to have a significant other. She came to London as a seventeen-year-old from Manchester in central England and had lived on her own for the dozen years since. After learning the trade with a major fashion house, she opened her own label six years ago. She now employed over fifty staff and had offices in New York and London.
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“It looks like it’s stopped raining outside,” I said at intermission in the drag show. “As much fun as it has been in here, would you like to get a meal somewhere a little more quieter?”


“Sounds good to me,” Michelle responded with a wry smile. “I know a great little diner around the corner where you can get real London pub food.” 


I dropped a generous tip on the bar and thanked the bartender for his service.





We grabbed our umbrellas and coats and headed for the door. I felt a couple more arse pinches on the way through. Holding Michelle’s hand, I worked my way without major problems to the front door. Once on the street, I held Michelle’s coat while she put it on. 


“Lead on”, I said once out of the club.


“It’s this way,” Michelle replied.





It was quite cool by now though the rain had dropped to a drizzle. I put my arm around Michelle and held my umbrella above both of our heads. We walked quickly but carefully through the waterlogged streets. Michelle cuddled in against my body, and I could smell apple scent in her hair. I started to feel a glow and felt I was starting to get a little hard again.





We walked around a couple of corners and by then I was completely lost. After around five minutes of walking she stopped.


“Here we are,” she said. “The best place for serious pub food in London.”


I raised the umbrella to see a quaint little pub with a crowd spilling out onto the sidewalk. It looked ideal.





Michelle led me over to a booth at the back of the pub and I helped her with her jacket. We sat down side-by-side. The booths gave it the feeling of a 1950’s diner. I opened the menu and scanned it quickly.


“So what mood are you in?” she asked. “I can recommend pretty much everything on the menu.”


“I could go a Guinness Pie,” I responded.


“Sounds like a great choice for a night like this,” Michelle replied. “I’ll get the same.”





I stood up and wandered over to the counter.


“Two Guinness Pies and a couple of scotch on the rocks,” I ordered.


I paid and took the drinks back to the booth with the little meal buzzer.


“To new friends,” I suggested.


“To new friends,” Michelle repeated.





We chatted away for another ten minutes while we waited for the meal. I told Michelle about my apartment. She was impressed with the location, handy to the up-market tailors and cobblers. She told me about her flat which overlooked the river. It sounded elegant and classy, perfect for a girl like her. By now we were sitting close and Michelle was lightly grabbing my arm as she spoke. Lost in her honey brown eyes, I could feel electricity surge through me each time she touched my arm. 


The meal arrived a few minutes later. Typical of a pub meal, the serving was large, and the pie was warm and hearty with just a hint of Guinness to give it appeal. 


“Good call,” I said upon taking a first bite.


“Yeah, great tasting and quite good value for money,” Michelle replied.


I was impressed that Michelle was worried about my budget, being an obviously successful businesswoman. It was a refreshing change from the born wealthy types I usually worked with.





During the meal, Michelle uncrossed her legs and crossed them again on my side. Now, the toe of her ankle boot was resting on my suit pants. Each time she turned to chat to me I could feel the soft leather rub against my shin. It sent shivers up my spine each time it happened. The floral scent of her perfume was drifting into my subconscious as her cute but subtle lisp only enhanced her appeal. Our conversation flowed continually throughout the meal.





“How would you like something a bit sweater to finish up?” Michelle suggested as our plates were cleared away. “I happen to have a couple of slices of Miss Vera’s famous apple pie in my fridge.”


I looked into her eyes and was unable to resist the offer. I could feel her hand move onto mine and then onto my thigh. She squeezed it gently. 


How could I have lucked it into that club tonight, I thought to myself? The night had gone so quickly and yet I didn’t want it to end.


“That sounds perfect,” I responded with a broad smile.





I stood up and helped Michelle with her jacket. She wrapped her arm around me and placed her head on my shoulder. I could feel her breast heaving against my side as she pulled me in tightly.


I grabbed the door and gently held it open while Michelle walked through.


“It’s this way,” she said as we headed up the street.




By now the rain had stopped. I held our umbrellas in one hand and Michelle in the other. She led us down to the river where the lights of the city bounced off the water as several boats chugged by. The walk was short but spectacular. Why had I never seen this part of the city before, I thought? That walk gave me a new appreciation for the beautiful city of London. 





Michelle’s apartment fronted right onto the Thames River. It was a beautiful spot not far from St Pauls Cathedral, and with a view across the Millennium Bridge. Our hands were locked together during the walk, neither one of us prepared to let go of the other. She buzzed us in, and we entered the foyer of her apartment building.





Once inside the foyer, I helped Michelle out of her coat. When she turned back to me, I took the initiative and kissed her full dark red lips. The kiss lingered as I held her face close to mine. We explored each other’s mouths as our hands explored each other’s bodies.


“I’m sorry for being forward, but I’ve wanted to do that since the moment I saw you tonight,” I said.


“Then why did it take you so long?” she responded with a girlish giggle.





Michelle led me to the lift where she opened the door and pushed the button for the top floor. She turned back to me, our lips met, and our tongues danced as the lift bumped up the eight floors. The elevator let out a ding as we stopped, and the doors opened. There was just one room visible when we stepped out of the elevator. It showed 801.





After unlocking the door, Michelle excused herself while she put coat away. The apartment opened with a large open plan lounge, dining and kitchen. The ceilings were high, possibly 15 ft which was unusual in London. The room was set so that the lounge looked out over the Millennium Bridge and Shakespeare’s Globe. The Thames looked magical as the lights of the bridges, buildings and boats lit its length.





“So, do you prefer plain cream, whipped cream or ice cream?” Michelle asked.


That’s right I was invited in to have some dessert. I’d almost forgotten that.


“I’m kind of partial to ice cream,” I responded.


I heard the beep of buttons and the closing of the microwave. The whirring continued for a good 2 minutes.


“I just thought I’d warm the pie up a little,” she stated. “Make yourself comfortable.”





I sat on the lounge and marvelled at the beauty of the river at night. I heard the microwave beep again and second later Michelle was cuddled up next to me on the couch. She hadn’t changed her clothes but her hair glistened as the moonlight reflected off the water. Her top buttons were now undone, showing her laced bra underneath the silk shirt.


Michelle poured two glasses of liqueur and picked one up.


“To new friends,” she toasted.


“To more than just new friends,” I replied.





Michelle picked up her plate and delicately sliced a piece of pie with her fork.


“You just have to taste this pie,” she boasted. “It’s decadent.”


She brought the pie with ice cream to my lips and I opened my mouth in expectation. She was right, the pastry was light and flaky, the apple fresh and sweet and the ice cream perfectly complimented the warmth of the pie.


“That is sensational,” I admitted. “I can’t remember having better.”





We sat on her lounge for what seemed like hours just staring at the view, eating and drinking. We chatted about life and our goals. We had very similar ambitions. Stellar careers before stepping back in time to enjoy the spoils of success. Even though I was a few years older, our career trajectories were very similar.





After eating we cuddled and kissed as we consumed a few more liqueurs. I had a full belly, a warm glow from the liqueur and butterflies from the pretty girl leaning against my shoulder. I could be happy sitting like this all night, I thought to myself. From the expression on Michelle’s face, I imagined she felt the same.





“Would you excuse me for a minute, while I change out of these wet clothes,” Michelle said as she got up and walked to a door at the end of the room. 


I watched her walk ’til she disappeared from view. She seemed to glide as she moved, the alcohol seemed not to affect her. The cheeks of her backside bounced tightly from side to side as she walked. I was mesmerised by her movement.





A few minutes later she re-appeared. She was wearing a black lace baby doll with matching bra and panties. Her black sheer stay-up stockings were paired with four-inch black stilettos. She walked across the room with purpose and sat down next to me.


“I see you approve of the change in outfit,” she said looking down at my pants.


“Yes, a very good choice,” I said. “I always had a weakness for gorgeous girls in lingerie.” 
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“I was very surprised to see you in the club tonight,” she said. “We don’t often see guys like you. It’s very refreshing.”


She reached down and started to gently rub my manhood through my suit pants. Our lips locked and we explored every inch of each other’s mouths. By this time, my semi-erect member was growing with every stroke of her hand.





Michelle skilfully released my belt and unzipped my fly. She broke away from our embrace for long enough to remove my suit pants and place them neatly on a chair next to the lounge. I was now in my boxer shorts, which provided better access for Michelle’s hands. I removed my shirt and dropped it on the floor. Things were building and I wanted to feel her soft feminine body against my strong muscular chest.





Michelle reached inside my boxer shorts and lightly grazed her finger along the length of my shaft. I could feel my cock twinge and jump to attention as her hand reached my balls. She cupped her hand and wrapped it around my cock and started to stroke slowly up the length. My foreskin by now was drawn back as my fully erect penis was glowing purple in the moonlight. She increased the pace of the strokes until I could feel my head getting dizzy with pleasure.





It didn’t take long to get me fully aroused and little time after for me to be ready to blow.


“I’m gonna come,” I said.


But she skilfully brought me back down again by slowing the strokes and squeezing my balls.


“I don’t want you to peak too early,” she said. “We’ve got a big night ahead of us.”


She stood up and grabbed my hand. My boxer shorts dropped to the floor. She then led me into her bedroom.





The bedroom was almost as big as the lounge and had an equally impressive view. I could see St Pauls Cathedral and Buckingham Palace in the background. She had a king-sized bed with two bedside tables and a long padded seat at the end of the bed. There was a large open door on the far side where I could see rows of clothes and shoes. Working in fashion I imagined she must have had several wardrobes of clothing.





We stood by the bed for a couple of minutes kissing and exploring each other’s bodies. I managed to undo her bra clasp and remove it releasing a pair of perfect breasts with large brown nipples. Michelle took the initiative and kissed her way down my chest, pushing me back on the bed. Without my boxer shorts, I was fully naked. Michelle was still fully clothed except for the bra.





Michelle immediately worked her way down my body, kissing and licking as she moved towards my still semi-erect member. She grabbed it with her hand and started stroking it slowly bringing it back to full attention. She timed it so that as her lips arrived at my cock, it was fully erect and ready for action.





She carefully licked the underside of my penis head. It sent shivers down my spine. My head was spinning as she ran her tongue along my 8 in of throbbing member. She teased me slowly and moved her hands to my balls. A moment later her mouth had completely consumed my cock and my ball sack was resting against her chin.





Michelle’s mouth navigated the full length of my member, slowly at first but working up to a rapid pace. Her throat was cavernous as she bobbed up and down on my member. The pleasure was building as I was having trouble trying to hold my orgasm back. Eventually, the point of no return was reached.


“I’m about to come,” I screamed in extreme pleasure.


I shot my load deep into Michelle’s throat. She took it all in her stride and continued to gently suck my cock until every drop had been swallowed.





I looked down to see her angelic face looking up at me. She slid up and faced me.


“You did very well Mr Jones,” she said. “I’d give you five stars for that effort.”


She kissed me and I could taste the remains of my come in her mouth. I lay back and we just cuddled for a few minutes, sweat dripping from my brow, but with a broad grin.





“I knew when I saw you in the club tonight that it was going to be my lucky day,” she said. “We rarely get straight guys come into the club. Especially ones as hot as you.” 


I wasn’t quite sure what she meant by the comment. Wasn’t she just walking past the club? Wasn’t she just trying to escape the rain like me?




“Your turn to pleasure me,” Michelle said with a cheeky smile.


She looked so sexy in the black lingerie and dishevelled hair.


I kissed her deeply and worked my way down her neck. Her perfume was intoxicating. The time had come to unwrap my present, so I removed her baby doll. I worked my way down her chest. First one breast then the other. Her nipples stuck out like beacons in the night.





I placed her baby doll on the chair at the bottom of the bed then gently removed Michelle’s shoes. I kissed my way up each leg, then massaged her finely toned muscles as I moved upwards. Finally, I ran my hands up both legs enjoying the silky sensation of her sheer stockings. I slid my body upward until I was looking directly at her panties. My hands came together, and I grabbed the panty sides and slid them down. To my utter surprise I was staring at a cock.





I wasn’t sure what to do. I wasn’t expecting that turn of events. I just froze for a second.


“What are you waiting for you tease,” Michelle said.


I didn’t respond.


“Don’t tell me you didn’t know I was transsexual?” she said. “Why do you think I was in a transsexual bar? Didn’t you think it was at least a possibility?”





“I just thought you were taking shelter from the rain like I was,” I said.


There was a silence for a minute or two as I sat face to face with her 4 in penis.


“So, in all that travel you’ve done, you’ve never been with a transsexual?” Michelle asked.


I still kept looking at her cock. I’d never been this close to one before and I’d definitely never touched one other than mine. 


“No,” I said embarrassed.


Michelle could see I was more than curious. 


“Well then, you are in for the night of your life,” she said.





“It’s okay to touch it, it won’t bite,” she said. “Just think of what you like and do it to me.”


I reached out gently and touched her cock. It reacted quickly to my touch. I couldn’t believe how soft and warm it was. I could see the foreskin and blood pumping through it. I grabbed it in my hand and started to slowly stroke it. Her cock immediately started firming in my hand. I could see more of the tip and it started changing to become more purple at the top. Her cock wasn’t big and hairy like mine. It was shaved and seemed almost feminine. It was magical.





Michelle was starting to pant more heavily as I increased the pace. 


“Feel free to taste it if you want also,” she gasped. 


I looked at the hard member being stroked by my hand and gently placed my tongue on the tip. I could taste Michelle’s pre-come. It was nothing like I was expecting, rather pleasant in fact. So, I licked under the head of her cock and down the shaft. I was enjoying exploring every inch of her member with my tongue.





I couldn’t believe that I was doing this, but I was couldn’t take my eyes off Michelle’s cock.


She grabbed my hair and started guiding me in the art of fellatio. I could hear from her moans that she enjoyed what I was doing and so I kept going. It happened very quickly but all of a sudden Michelle started screaming and her grip became more intense. I felt a river of warm fluid burst into my mouth and run down my throat. I looked up and Michelle was in ecstasy, her eyes rolled back into her head.





I climbed back up on the bed and looked into her honey brown eyes. We kissed and this time she could taste her juices in my mouth.


“You are a quick learner, aren’t you?” she said. “I’m sure glad I didn’t lose you to Miss Courtney Act earlier in the night. I could tell you were hot for her.”


“Thanks,” I said. “I don’t think I would have been as willing a learner if it hadn’t been with you.”


“So, what did you think of your first head job,” she said. “Giving I mean.


“Let’s just say I don’t think it’ll be my last,” I said.





We kissed for ten minutes or so. The fact that Michelle was transsexual in no way changed her attractiveness to me. In fact, it made her even more sensual.


“You’ve had the entree Mr Jones,” Michelle said. “Now it’s time for the main course.”





With that she wrapped her perfectly manicured fingers around my shaft and started to get me hard again. She then pulled out some lube from her side drawer and proceeded rub it on my cock. A dob of the lube was then rubbed onto her arse. Looking into my eyes, she then straddled me and lowered her arse onto my hard lubed-up penis, slowly at first but within seconds I could feel her ball sack against my skin.





Michelle’s arse held and released my member as she bounced up and down. I could feel her warm, moist cavern consume me and massage my cock with each stroke. At the end of each cycle, when her ball sack slapped gently against me, I could see the increased pleasure in her expression. She bounced up and down faster and faster, deeper and deeper until I could feel myself starting to orgasm. This was no ordinary orgasm, it seemed to last forever as Michelle’s arse massaged and stroked my swollen member.





I could hold on no longer and a jet stream of warm fluid unloaded into Michelle’s arse. She continued to bounce as the fluid started to seep out onto my stomach. She leaned down and we kissed deeply as our bodies remained one for a while longer. After a few minutes, Michelle reached down and tweaked my member from behind. My cock sprung back into action ready for another ride. This time I reached out and massaged Michelle’s cock so that we both came together. After the second orgasm, we collapsed in a heap of sweat and semen.





I couldn’t believe that it had taken me 35 years to experience this type of pleasure. Never before had I felt so completely overjoyed. The orgasms were off the scale and we both got to experience them together. 





We got very little sleep that night, as we cycled between sex, drinking and chatting. Hell, we even demolished the tub of ice cream. We watched the sun come up over London town and then watched the river come alive with commerce and commuter craft. For a newbie, I thought I did pretty well pleasing my women. Well she seemed to have no complaints. I even got on the receiving end of some anal play. That won’t be the last time I do that too, I can assure you of that.





In the morning we shared breakfast and then enjoyed some morning glory before we both headed off for work. I walked into the UK Bank office with the broadest smile.


“Somebody got some last night,” Brendan said when I walked in.


I ignored his and got hard to work. If only he knew, I thought. 


I kept checking my watch during the day as Michelle and I had arranged to catch up at the same pub for dinner that night. 





When I saw Michelle walk into the pub my heart stopped. She was dressed casually in jeans and a t-shirt with black suede over the knee boots. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to be dating this extraordinary woman. It was like all of my dreams had come true.
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We ended up spending that entire weekend together. We got very little sleep each night but couldn’t bear to be apart and wouldn’t have it any other way. The following week, we even got the opportunity to get lunch together one day. It was a first in a long time for both of us. I had the feeling this relationship would be beneficial for both of us on the work life balance front.





I ended up moving in with Michelle a week later. While we both worked hard, our together time was at a premium. We both wanted to spend as much time together as possible. I was able to save the UK Bank account and the remaining two white whales. I did such a good job that the consultancy had to appoint me as managing partner of the London office.





To celebrate, I surprised Michelle with a trip to see the Northern Lights in Norway. It was heaven. We spent 22 hours a day in bed making love and the other two watching the light show. It was a great way to celebrate my promotion, if only for a few days. 





We did return to The Way-Out Club a few times after that. They still referred to me as George Clooney, but I did thank Vicky Lee for bringing Michelle and I together on that fateful night. The rest as they say is history. 




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.

[image: ]

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. 




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




THE 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? 




ANDROGYNOUS
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Fame, fortune & endless partying. Have you ever wondered what the life of a transgender supermodel is really like?




Ali Loudon has the world at her feet. Smart, sexy and driven, she models for the finest fashion brands in the world. Her life in New York, Milan and Paris has all of the glitz and glamour she had dreamed of as a kid. But she lacks one thing. Someone really special to share it with.




Ali finally realises she has made it when she gets an invite to the event of the century, the opening of the six-star Trumpf Towers in New York. Hosted by billionaire Ronald Trumpf, this is the event any celebrity would kill to get invited to.




But Ali struggles to find her ‘plus-one’. Especially when no-one seems to measure up to her ‘plus-one’ benchmark Brad Fletcher. He is everything she looks for in a guy. He’s tall, dark, handsome and athletic, yet possesses a gentle soul. Only trouble is, Brad is straight and has girls throwing themselves at him every day of the week. So Ali goes on a journey to find a plus-one’ that measures up to her lofty standards.




If you like transgender romance stories in the mold of ‘When Harry Met Sally’, then you’ll love ‘Androgynous’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.




Will supermodel Ali successfully find her ideal ‘plus-one’, or will she need to attend the event of the century stag? 




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




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




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




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




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




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







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




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




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




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




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




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




YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED




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




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




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




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




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

#1 - Leave a review at Goodreads 

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

#3 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter 




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




So your support is much appreciated! 




Thanks again for taking the time to read the book! 




Yumi




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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.

Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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




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


OPS/images/05-TheApprenticeCover05-SuperSmall.jpg
A Transgender Romance Novel






OPS/images/TSStoryCoverSuperSmall09.jpg
A Transgender Romance Novel






OPS/images/TSStoryCover-SuperSmall10.jpg
A Transgender Romance Novel






OPS/images/TSStoryCover14a-SuperSmall.jpg
A Transgender Romance Novel






OPS/images/TSStoryCover15-SuperSmall.jpg
A Transgender Romance Novel






OPS/images/TSStoryCover16c-SuperSmall.jpg
Lessons in Love






OPS/images/TSStoryCover17-SuperSmall.jpg
\

A Transgender Romance Novel
y






OPS/images/18_Contestant2a-SuperSmall.jpg
@

~ Transgendér mance Novelist






OPS/images/00_ShelterfromtheStorm-SuperSmall.png
SH

=
L

y

N

Transgender Romﬂce Novelist





OPS/images/1_arthur-yao-gdNJriZY8p4-unsplash_FotorSuperSmall.jpg





OPS/images/1_arthur-yao-gdNJriZY8p4-unsplash_FotorSuperSmall1.jpg





OPS/images/04-TheLayoverCover-SuperSmall.jpg
A Transgender Romance Novel






OPS/images/cover.jpg
Transgender Romance Novelist





