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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“HEY DAVE, HAVE you got a few minutes,” Richard the CEO asked as I grabbed my morning coffee.

“Sure,” I said, hoping it would be about recruitment of my replacement.

I stepped into his office to be greeted by Helen, our HR Manager too.

“We’ve got some great news for you Dave,” Richard started. “We’ve appointed your new salesperson for Southern region.”

I wasn’t sure how to respond. I had been hoping to recruit the replacement myself.

“Don’t worry, Dave,” Richard continued. “She’s coming across from the Northern office. Her name is Victoria Bernoff. She’s experienced with the product and I’m sure you’ll find she ticks all the boxes. We had to move fast to secure her services. But take it from me, she’ll sure add something extra to your team and the office.”

The glowing recommendation made me feel a little better.

As a new Sales Manager, I didn’t want to push too hard. After all, Richard had been in my job for ten years prior to his promotion.

“May I ask how old she is?” I said. “I just want to know how long we’ll have her.”

I saw Helen frown at me across the room.

“Don’t worry,” Helen said. “Victoria is a 20-year-old, and there’s no chance she will end up on maternity leave after three months. We won’t have a repeat of Sarah.”

Since getting the big promotion my life had been pretty hectic. Not only did I have to service my client base across three states, but I had to manage a sales team of six plus national accounts. My life had gone from a cruisy 40-hour week to a 60-hour plus slog. No wonder I had little time to celebrate the promotion.

Digital Corp had employed me straight out of university around ten years ago. It was a great business and I believed in the work we did. Hell, our work touched on every key innovation that had occurred since I joined. I was proud of the work I did, and the business I worked for. I wanted to instil that passion in every member of my team.

The move to sales management was quite a step up for me. Being challenge driven, I loved to get in the trenches and drive a big deal home. I had the national accounts but still missed the weekly thrill of the chase. It would take some time to find a passion for succeeding through others.

My sales style could best be described as seductive. I’m tall, around 6ft 2in, and good looking with an athletic build. I worked out five times a week to ensure I stayed in prime condition. Mainly weights and running at the gym, but I did play the occasional game of football. I’d been a champion athlete at college, but never pursued turning pro.

With blonde hair and blue eyes, I won over female purchasing managers with a smile. When it came to the guys, I hit the bars with the best of them. Ten years in the game and no-one had ever outlasted me on the alcohol front. I drank all night and it didn’t affect me until many hours after. A delayed response I reckoned.

So, after three months of doing two jobs, I had someone to take over my sales region. I didn’t know much about Victoria. But the CEO and the HR Manager had specifically placed her in the role. She was young for sales. But they must have seen something pretty special in her. After all, Richard’s the guy who recruited me.

I wanted to change the way things were done around here. Coming into the new role, I told myself not to let business waver as a new salesperson learned the ropes on their own. The first step was to institute a warm handover of the client base. That way there would be minimal loss of sales and momentum on each account. Victoria was to be my handover guinea pig.

When I first met Victoria, it became obvious why Richard had moved fast. She was stunning, standing around 5ft 9in with shimmering long black hair and deep brown eyes. Although only young, she had a presence and confidence that beguiled. She had all the assets you need to be successful in sales. She had an incredible figure, with ample breasts and killer legs that went for days. Her personality was bright and bubbly and put people at ease. The boss had done an excellent recruitment job.

I spent the first few days with Victoria handing over some of my favourite clients. Most clients hit me up for a better deal, now I had more power. I immediately put that myth to bed. But Victoria made a positive impression on everyone she met, male or female. After my introduction, Victoria would turn on the charm. Within five minutes the client would be eating out of her hand. She always shook hands, and let the contact linger just that little bit too long. She was a seductress and I liked that about her.

What Victoria needed though, was to inject some killer instinct. It’s one thing to be pretty and friendly, but this job required you to be competitive and chase the sale to be successful. Without the hunger she would be found out within six months. I noted some areas for improvement as we did the rounds. I needed to mentor her to build B2B sales and negotiation skills.

At the ned of the first week, I sat down with Victoria and set some objectives for the month.

“I’m really happy with your rapport building,” I said. “So how are you finding the move to selling?”

“Well, I feel comfortable with the relationships and the product knowledge,” she said. “But I’d like to translate that into sales though.”

“Exactly,” I responded. “You’re a salesperson now and need to take that next step. The secret is to always ask for an order. Don’t worry, the client expects it and it’ll become second nature in no time.”

We set a goal to show progress. I also mentioned this first month was the perfect chance to get one-on-one coaching from an expert. She got the message.

I was interested to see how Victoria’s selling approach differed to mine. I always wore a blue suit, white shirt and brown shoes with matching belt. My tie was either blue and yellow or red and yellow. I maintained a three-day growth, neatly trimmed, as it gave me a little grey in my look which helped with the old stagers. I looked like a businessperson. Smooth and professional.

Day one, Victoria had worn a bright red skirt that ended an inch above her knees and highlighted her ample cleavage. The next day she wore a white see through blouse with a navy-blue skirt that sat above her knees. Both days she had worn matching pumps with about a three-inch heel. They took her to around 6ft, which increased her presence and confidence quite dramatically. I was concerned, however, that one of my male clients would have a heart attack if she didn’t tone it down a bit.

My handover plan saw us travel week two. We’d fly to Bordertown and Pete’s Rock for a handover of a couple of the big clients. Then we’d return home for the remainder of the handover. Travel was an important part of the role and I was keen to see how Victoria would handle the challenge. It sounds glamorous, especially to a 20-year-old, but a lot of work had to go into remote visits.

“We’ll meet at the airport gate,” I said as I got into my car.

“Sure boss,” she replied. “8:30am at the airport gate.”

“Don’t forget to bring the new brochures and the presentation,” I said.

“No worries boss, they are in my briefcase here already,” she responded with a cheeky smile.

“And we’ll be doing a lot of walking, so you may want to bring a change of shoes,” I said.

But she was gone. I drove home and got packed for the flight.


CHAPTER TWO


ONCE I ARRIVED at the airport, I wandered into the Frequent Flyer lounge. Ten years of travel had afforded me Platinum Status which included lounge access whenever I travelled. I received a couple of visitor passes, but thought I’d show Victoria the lounge on the way out. It’s too hard to arrange times to meet before the flight.

Having flown in and out of Border Town a lot, I always packed a spare shirt just in case things turned pear-shaped. The airport was high up on the plains and had a reputation for getting fogged in at this time of year. I always hoped for the best, but planned for the worst.

After grabbing some breakfast and a freshly brewed coffee I heard the boarding call for the flight. Victoria was waiting for me at the gate with a big smile.

“8:30am at the airport gate,” she said as she welcomed me with a hug.

I’d have to chat to her about being a little familiar, I thought, but appreciated the hug and smiled broadly. She had her briefcase with her. I assumed she had checked in her suitcase.

We sat up the pointy end, Economy but Frequent Flyer Economy. She sat by the window and crossed her legs. Wow, that yellow dress she wore was a bit too short for business attire. I made a note to add it to her review. No point bringing these things up as we go, better to debrief after the trip.

She was obviously excited about the trip and kept wiggling her foot. Her strappy platform sandals, that would have looked great in a bar, were a little distracting, even for me. Victoria’s nails glowed in a matching shade of polish. As she turned to see the plane taxi back, she showed a considerable amount of side boob. While looking lovely, she was not dressed in what you would consider work clothes. She did look arousing though.

Once in the air, we started to chat.

“So, tell me about your upbringing,” I asked. “I missed the whole interview process.”

“I’m from a small mid-west town,” she said. ”I went to boarding school at ten and hated every minute of it. But it got me into college, which I loved. I studied business management and got second class honours.”

“How did you like the social side of college?” I asked.

You learned a lot about a salesperson from their non-academic activities.

“I joined a few clubs over the four years,” she replied. “I ended up president of the business student’s association. That was a great experience.”

She had been voted into a leadership role. That’s what I wanted to hear. Good girl Victoria.

Victoria’s excitement was obvious. She had this romantic notion of how glamorous business travel was. She mentioned this was her first business trip. Wow, I didn’t think she’d have led such a sheltered life, but noted I’d have to show her the ropes of corporate travel.

As the refreshments arrived, Victoria uncrossed and crossed her legs again. Now I saw her matching panties in addition to more side boob. I would have to chat to her about this. While I enjoyed the show, I felt guilty about it. Now her foot was tapping my pants leg and she kept lightly touching my arm to make a point during her story. I felt my boner growing.

I redirected the conversation back towards the focus of the day.

“So, what is your objective of today’s sales calls?” I asked.

“Well, remembering my sales training I need to sell myself, Digital Corp and then the product,” she replied with a wide smile.

“So, your objective is?” I asked.

“Develop rapport with account managers, run through the newest presentation and brochures and then ask for the sale,” she replied.

“Nice work,” I said. “It’d be great to see you pick up a sale.”

Victoria appeared pretty pleased with herself. She had a massive smile from ear to ear. God she was beautiful. I just sat there listening to her. The way her mouth curved at the edges was just too goddam cute. I loved her dainty nose and perfect ear lobes. I’d never had the chance to look closely at her until now, and I enjoyed what I saw. Still I’m a professional and I tried to put that out of mind, until she touched my arm again.

The stewardess removed the empty food trays and Victoria uncrossed her legs. This time, an inch of her lace panties was visible, right in the front. I kept my eyes up and looking at her face. My peripheral vision was however not quite as disciplined, and I found it hard to focus.

“So, what do you think Dave?” she suddenly asked.

There was a notable silence.

“No, I think you’re on the right track,” I replied winging it.

Thankfully, I’d given the right answer, or I would have been caught red handed.

Much to my relief, she re-crossed her legs and started tapping her shoe against my pants again. At least that wasn’t quite as distracting. We kept chatting. There were few silences as you would imagine when two salespeople meet. At one stage I got up to go to the toilet, but only so I could re-adjust my boner. Boner sorted, I returned to my seat.


CHAPTER THREE


AS SOON AS I sat down, the plane started to bounce around in the sky. Poor winter weather was going to make the trip a little rockier than I would have liked. Victoria appeared scared and slowly turned a shade paler as the airplane bounced along. She reached across and grabbed my hand. I looked over and noticed her eyes were closed. She clutched onto me for dear life.

“We’ll be okay,” I said trying to soothe her a bit.

“Is it always this bumpy?” she replied.

“Not always, but it’s not uncommon this time of year,” I said.

The plane suddenly dropped a hundred feet or so in the sky and Victoria grabbed my hand harder, if at all possible. She sunk her head in my shoulder.

I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her close. I held her hand for reassurance.

The fasten seatbelts sign went off and on and the cabin manager announced for everybody to return to their seat and buckle in for the next ten minutes. The rocky ride continued. Eventually, after what seemed like half an hour, the captain made an announcement.

“Sorry passengers,” he started. “I know you all have important business in Border Town, but air traffic control has just informed me that the airport has closed, and we have been asked to divert to Greensville instead.”

“Well that’s a bummer,” I said. “But these things happen from time to time. This’ll be a wonderful learning experience for you, Victoria.”

But Victoria was still terrified and clutching on to me for dear life.

“Don’t worry,” I said. “They’ll probably keep us there until the weather blows over. With any luck we’ll be delayed by only half a day or so.”

While I was trying to comfort Victoria, I wasn’t quite sure when we would get to Border Town.

The flight to Greensville was also a little rocky, but we got ahead of the weather. After half an hour and with a few bumps and bruises we landed safely in Greensville. I noticed the fear leave Victoria when we pulled up at the aerobridge ready to disembark.

“Are you okay?” I asked once we had stopped.

“I’m sorry for being such a girl,” she said. “I was scared for my life.”

“They make these planes pretty tough,” I replied. “Takes more than a little cold weather to stop one of these.”

We disembarked and I led Victoria to the Frequent Flyer lounge. After that ride I knew she would need something a bit harder to drink.

“What’s your poison?” I asked.

“Anything with spirits in it would be fine,” she replied.

I ordered a couple of rounds of Chivas Regal and wandered over to where Victoria sat.

“Perfect,” she said as she skulled the first drink.

“Slow down a little,” I cautioned. “I got a couple of drinks to do us for half an hour or so.”

Looking to get Victoria’s mind off the ordeal that had just happened, I pulled out my laptop and proceeded to connect to the Wi-Fi. Once connected I worked through the list of appointments for the day and let them know we had been diverted and would have to reschedule. Living in Border Town the clients were used to such situations. I spent about an hour rescheduling for the following week, then sat back and finished my drink.

“Wow, you never stop working, do you?” Victoria said.

She had started to recover from the ordeal.

“The secret of sales is to not waste the travel times,” I replied. “You’ll spend a lot of time in airports and lounges. You need to keep working while you can, else you’ll be working all weekend to make up for it. I bet your boyfriend would appreciate that?”

“I’m between boyfriends at the moment,” she said with a smile.

She had well and truly recovered, and the spirits had kicked in.

“So, what happens now?” Victoria asked.

“Well we wait for the airline to make announcements about alternate travel arrangements,” I said. “One of two things will happen. Either the weather will clear at Border Town and here. If that happens, we’ll be off, and it’ll only be a small delay. Alternately, it won’t clear, and we’ll be stuck here overnight. The airline won’t make that call until right at the end of the night.”

“Why so?” she asked.

“Money my dear Victoria,” I said. “When there’s a disruption it costs the airlines for each passenger. Multiply a $100 room by 400 people and you get a serious amount of money. They’ll move us on if they can.”

I kept working for a while longer while checking the TV news every half an hour or so. Victoria went and got the next two rounds of drinks. Chivas Regal neat again. I should have told her a soft drink would be fine, but hell she took the initiative so I couldn’t complain.

“Looks like Border Town airport will be closed for the next 48 hours,” I said.

“It doesn’t seem much better here,” Victoria commented looking out the window.

“I would start to let people back home know you may be delayed a day or so,” I said.

“No one to tell really,” she replied. “But thanks for caring.”

By now it had been dark for an hour or so and the airline had sent through vouchers for dinner.

“So, do you feel like getting a meal?” I asked. “We can’t live on Chivas alone.”

“Sure, what did you have in mind?” she replied.

“Well I know a little restaurant overlooking the runway,” I said. “It’s a bit expensive but I’ll put it on the corporate card. I gather you eat steak and seafood?”

“Sounds perfect,” she replied softly touching my arm and sending shivers up my spine.

I had an ulterior motive for the suggestion. I noticed Victoria was more than a little tipsy and needed some real food to soak up some of the alcohol. We stood up to go and she staggered. I grabbed her and walked her to the restaurant. My hand was around her waist to keep her stable while we walked. But Victoria was in no condition to consider it more than a helping hand.


CHAPTER FOUR


I ORDERED STEAK with bread and seasonal vegetables for both Victoria and me. I chose the booth where I kept her propped up while the food took effect. She was a bit of a lightweight, I noted down for our post trip discussion. Victoria needed to avoid putting herself in a position like this, especially with some of the clients we had.

After getting a steak, potatoes and some bread into her, Victoria pepped up a little.

“So, when do you think we’ll get home?” she asked.

“Definitely not tonight,” I replied. “And possibly not for another 48 hours.”

Just as I said that, a message came through from the airline.

“We’re sorry to inform you that your flight will be delayed until at least tomorrow. Please follow the link below to arrange your accommodation for tonight.”

I clicked through to the link and arranged accommodation for the two of us. As I was a Platinum Frequent Flyer, we got two rooms at The Marriott downtown. I’d stayed there before and it had spacious rooms, strong Wi-Fi and a great gymnasium. I paid the dinner bill and helped Victoria to a bus that was waiting downstairs.

The ride to The Marriott took around ten minutes. The airline had arranged to on forward our luggage, so all we needed to worry about was our carry-on. There was a bit of a crowd at reception and I saw the flight crew checking in. We finally got to the front of the queue.

“Passport please,” asked the attendant.

I handed over both sets of documents.

“Do you want adjoining rooms?” asked the attendant.

“Yes please,” chirped in Victoria before I had time to respond.

“Okay, you have rooms 704 and 705 on the seventh floor,” the attendant replied. “Your luggage will be waiting for you in your room. The lifts are through to the right. Have a great stay.”

We made our way to the lift. Victoria was much more stable by now. The meal had produced the desired effect.

“Wow, this is so cool,” she said. “I’ve never stayed anywhere this flash.”

“It’s a solid 9 out of 10,” I responded. “I’ve stayed here many times.”

“Just so you know,” she said. “I get scared in the room during the night, so I’ll need to leave the adjoining doors open.”

I didn’t understand the reasoning but couldn’t be bothered arguing.

“That’s fine,” I replied.

I walked Victoria to her room before opening the door to room 705 and closing it behind me. Ah, peace and quiet. I looked across and saw my bag had been dropped off. Seconds later, there was a knock on the adjoining door. I walked across and opened it up.

“We’ll use these bags to keep the doors open,” she said as she proceeded to wander into my room and sit herself on the king size bed. “Your room is like a mirror image of mine, except you got a bath and a big shower.”

How she had done such quick reconnaissance was way beyond me. It must be one of her super talents.

The room was generous. The king-sized bed sat against the side wall and there was a seating area with chairs, a couch and a table over by the window. A home office area sat between the window and bed. Towards the door was the wardrobe and a generous bathroom with bath and a double shower as Victoria had spotted. There was a great view of the city centre and the lights played on the rain-soaked street.

By this stage Victoria appeared to have well and truly gotten her second wind. She jumped up and ran across to the window.

“Wow, your view is better than mine,” she said.

“Comes with being boss,” I replied smiling. “Enjoy it while you can. Not all the hotels you stay in will be this fancy.”

“What’s that building with all the lights on it?” she asked. “It’s so pretty.”

I walked across to see which building she was asking about.

“The museum,” I replied. “This town has a rich history.”

She turned around and grabbed my arm, sending a bolt of electricity through it.

“I hope we get a chance to see some of it before we leave,” she said with a smile. “I love old things.”

Looking into her beautiful big brown eyes I felt my manhood starting to rise. I had to pull myself up and divert my gaze. This was going to be harder than I imagined.

“So did your suitcase arrive?” I asked subtly changing the subject.

“What suitcase?” she replied. “I planned for a day trip, so only brought carry-on.”

“Well, have you got a change of clothes in that carry-on?” I asked.

Victoria’s face went red as she worked out all she had was what she stood in.

“At least I’ve got my makeup bag,” she replied.

I started to think through the situation. Here I was, standing in two adjoining hotel rooms with a gorgeous girl, who had nothing but the clothes she stood in. This was gonna be quite a challenging stay, I thought to myself. At least the hotel had a robe and some slippers. But hopefully, there would be a shop open in the morning where we could find another outfit for Victoria.

“Don’t forget to hang up your dress overnight,” I suggested.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


“I’VE GOT A few things to do before I hit the hay,” I said as Victoria wandered back into her room.

I opened the laptop and started working through the emails of the day. There had been delays to the supply chain due to the weather, and so I needed to respond to some anxious customer queries. I heard the television start up in the next room.

“Wow, this storm is a doozy,” said Victoria loud enough for me to hear clearly.

I tried not to engage; else this was gonna take forever.

With the urgent emails out of the way, I turned my attention to general emails. They weren’t too bad, but a couple of urgent financial issues needed sorting out.

“Wow, you should see the pictures of the blizzard in Border Town,” yelled Victoria a little too loudly.

“Yes, well we should be glad we didn’t end up stuck there,” I said trying to quell the conversation.

Unfortunately, this brought Victoria back into my room.

“I’m so glad I wasn’t hear on my own,” she said with a smile. “Thanks for looking after me.”

“Your welcome,” I responded. “It’s all part of the job of a sales manager.”

She turned and gave me a kiss on the cheek, before heading back into her room. I felt my member twitch as she walked off. When she got back into her room, I heard her sandals drop onto the floor.

Finally, I started to contact all of the accounts we arranged to see in Border Town. With this weather expected to last another couple of days, I suggested we pushed back the meetings two weeks. Just as I finish the second email, I heard Victoria walk into my bathroom and run a bath. Oh my god, I found it impossible to concentrate as my mind wandered across her magnificent young body.

“I’m gonna take a bath,” she said as she walked back to her room.

“Sure, why not,” I replied.

I couldn’t believe how relaxed she was given she was about to get naked in her boss’s hotel room. The young folk these days. Am I really getting that old?

Victoria walked past in her white fluffy dressing gown and slippers with the cutest smile on her face.

Well at least she closed the door when she went in, though I didn’t hear her lock it. Again, my mind raced at having this stunning young brunette naked in my tub. I heard her turn the water off and get into the bath. By now I’d typed and retyped the same email several times. My mind found it impossible to focus. I finished the last email and closed the laptop.

I heard Victoria wash herself. The bath squeaked and groaned as she moved within it. I turned on the television to drown out the sounds and cleanse my thoughts of her nubile body in the bathtub. The news started a feature on the storm.

“Any update on how long we’re gonna be here?” she asked.

“Nothing specific.” I replied. “Just the same news as we saw previously.”

“This bath is awesome,” Victoria went on. “Thanks so much for letting me use it. I haven’t had a decent soak in the tub for a couple of years, I reckon.”

“No worries, I’m glad to see someone get use from it,” I replied not knowing quite how to cut off the conversation.

My mind drifted back to the kiss. I’d been struggling all day with the arm touches and the shoe touches, but the kiss had sent my mind into overdrive. I started wondering whether she was interested in me romantically. I mean, it wouldn’t be the first or the last twenty-year-old I’d been able to pull. But given she was a colleague and worked for me, I needed to keep my thoughts pure and clean. But her lips felt so soft, and she electrified me.

I looked outside at the lack of cars on the street. This storm was a severe one. Usually, the roads in Greensville pulsated with life as car horns and lights flashing everywhere. The traffic coming down Main Street was next to non-existent. This must be a sign of things to come. Just then a news bulletin broke into the regular program.

“The blizzard that hit Border Town earlier this afternoon causing over $10 million damage, is now tracking directly towards Greensville,” the reporter said. “We are expecting the worst of it to hit around 2:00am tomorrow morning.”

They went on to state non-essential travel should be avoided and winds of over 100 miles per hour were expected.

That should make for a wild and woolly night.

I decided not to pass on the bad news to Victoria as she had only just recovered from the last news.

“What did they say?” yelled Victoria from the bathroom. “Are we gonna be able to get out okay tomorrow?”

“Just a brief update,” I replied. “Nothing new really. I’ll let you know if anything new comes along.”

I had lied to the naked girl in my bath. What was I doing? But the last thing I needed was a panicked young Victoria in my room.

“Well if there’s no news, we might as well get comfortable,” she yelled next.

My mind turned to visions of Victoria lazing on my bed eating grapes and binge-watching Netflix. I had to get some level of focus back.

“What do you mean?” I asked with trepidation.

“Well, are we allowed to get a drink from the mini bar?” she said. “Given that we can’t hit the night clubs of Greensville.”

“Well, I didn’t have to leave a credit card and the room is booked in the airline’s name,” I said. “So, I guess we can go silly on the snacks and mini bar if we wish.”

“Cool,” she replied.


CHAPTER SIX


“SO, WHAT’S IN your fridge?” Victoria asked from the bathroom. “I could use something from the top shelf right about now.”

“We’ve got more Chivas Regal,” I replied. “Or we’ve got Bacardi Rum, Beefeater Gin, Johnny Walker Red or some beer?”

“Let’s stick with the Chivas,” she said.

I went to the fridge and poured a couple of Chivas Regal on the rocks. The little bar fridge had a small freezer which came in handy.

“It’s here when you want it,” I said.

“Fantastic, yes I’m fine to have it now,” she responded from the bathroom. “I’m having a bubble bath so bring it in when you’ve got it ready.”

I froze at hearing the offer. It was one thing to be conversing with Victoria in the bath when there was a wall between us. But bubble bath or not, I felt worried about walking in to give her a drink while she was in the bath.

I started to drift back to her kissing me earlier. I kept seeing those dark and sultry eyes in my mind and her perfectly toned body. Sure, this was stepping over the line. Hell, I’m already so far over, what difference will another step make?

“Did you hear me?” she called out. “Bring it in when you have it ready.”

I grabbed the drink and tapped on the bathroom door.

“Are you decent?” I asked.

“Sure, come on in,” she replied.

I opened the door and there she was sitting in the bathtub with bubbles all across the top of the bath and covering most of her breasts.

“See I told you I was decent,” she said.

She was far more than decent.

I handed her the drink and as she leaned forward and reached out the bubbles fell away exposing her ample breasts. I couldn’t help but stare.

“Sorry about that,” she said. “I bet you’ve seen better at your local strip club.”

I hadn’t as I didn’t need to frequent strip clubs, but I laughed anyway.

“Sure,” I replied not quite knowing how else to respond.

“Thanks heaps hon,” she said. “Keep ‘em coming.”

I turned and wandered back into the bedroom. I didn’t want Victoria to think I was some kind of old pervert. But somehow, I didn’t think that was going to be the issue. I walked to the window and tried to find something other than Victoria’s perky breasts to focus on. I turned to the television, but that reminded me of the lie I had told. I thought about the kiss again.

“So, have you got a t-shirt or something for me to sleep in?” she asked.

“I’ll see what I’ve got,” I replied.

I knew exactly what was in my case, I just wasn’t sure what would best do the job of sufficiently covering her young body. I had my clean workout shirt, but it was a bit tight fitting and had air holes in it. Then there was my singlet for the following day. But I’d already experienced the side boob issue once and didn’t want to risk that again. Finally, there was my clean white t-shirt for the following day.

“I’ve got a t-shirt here that will fit you I’m sure,” I offered. “It’s a nice soft cotton one.”

“Sounds perfect hon,” she replied.

That’s the second time she’s called me hon. But maybe she’s just thankful?

“My drink is empty,” Victoria called out from the bathroom. “May I have another?”

“I only had enough for the one drink,” I replied. “What’s your second choice?”

“Surely, there’s one in my room too?” she asked.

I wandered through the adjoining doorway and turned towards the fridge. There sitting in front of me I saw Victoria’s lacy bra and panties. They sat on a chair next to the dress I had reminded her to hang up.

I quickly grabbed the alcohol from her fridge and scampered back into my room. I poured us a couple more drinks of Chivas and tapped on the bathroom door.

“Come in if you’re handsome,” she called with a laugh. “That means you’re welcome.”

“Thanks,” I said. “Where do you want me to put it?”

I heard the nature of our discussion and thought I must have slipped into a ‘Carry On’ movie. So much innuendo, so little time, I chuckled to myself.

I placed the drink on the edge of the bath and retreated quick-smart.

“So, have we got any snacks?” she asked. “I thought I saw some chips and nuts above the fridge.”

She was right. Numerous snack foods sat in a tray above the fridge.

“What mood are you in?” I asked straight away regretting my turn of phrase.

“Something salty and nutty would hit the spot,” she replied. “Do we have any cashew nuts?”

I grabbed the tin of cashews, knocked lightly on the door, and walked in. My timing was such that she had just stood up to grab a towel as I walked in. There she was, facing the other way, reaching for a towel.

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “I just assumed.”

“No worry hon,” she replied. “Just leave those nuts on the ledge.”

I scampered out of the bathroom and sat on the bed.

“That bath was so awesome,” she said. “Do you want one?”

I wasn’t able to get into the bath with Victoria standing naked in my bathroom, so declined the offer.

“No, I’m all good’” I replied.

I heard the bath water empty and the hair dryer start. After around ten minutes, Victoria emerged from the bathroom with drink and cashews in hand. She wore the bath robe and slippers and had that wonderful glow only a bath provided. Her hair was long and straight, and she had somehow reapplied her makeup. She was a picture of beauty that’s for sure.


CHAPTER SEVEN


VICTORIA DIDN’T BOTHER going back into her room. She walked straight over and sat on the bed next to me. By now I harboured a semi-boner with her name on it. I tried to hide it beneath my laptop and hands.

“I didn’t catch you looking at porn, did I?” she asked with a smile.

I thought of saying I didn’t need porn with her in the room, but thought better of it.

“No, just finalising my emails for the night,” I replied.

She offered me a cashew which I gladly took.

“Thanks,” I said suddenly noticing her bathrobe sat a little uneven making one of her breasts quite visible to me.

I tried to avert my gaze but ended up getting up and peering out the window to remove temptation. As soon as I got up, Victoria moved to the centre of my bed and started surfing the television channels.

“What are you in the mood for?” she asked.

I looked out the window as she called out the names of shows.

“Friends, Young Sheldon, Suits,” she said. “NCIS, Ellen, oh there’s a movie called Summer Lovers.”

She got a little too excited by this last item.

“I’ve seen that before,” I replied hoping to get her off the scent. “It’s pretty dated now.”

“Let’s just watch it for a bit?” she said. “It looks fun.”

Victoria motioned for me to sit next to her on the bed. I was getting worried but could control myself, if there was something for us to focus on. She sat in the middle of the bed with my pillow at her back.

“Do you want to give me one of the pillows,” I asked.

“Sure, here you go hon,” she replied.

Again, I was concerned with the reference to me as hon.

“So, what have I missed?” she asked. “You’ve seen it before you said.”

“Well the guy and the blonde girl are in a relationship and go to Greece.” I said. “He falls for the dark-haired girl and the two girls end up sharing him for the summer. Pretty simple story hey?”

“God, I’d be pretty pissed if I was the blonde chick,” she replied. “Unless she’s bi and into the dark-haired girl too.”

I explained that wasn’t the way the movie was setup. She seemed disappointed but accepted the premise.

“They’ve both got hot bodies,” she said. “He’s doing pretty well for himself.”

I had to admit both girls were extremely attractive and that was the whole reason for the movie being made. Oh, and to promote the beautiful islands of Greece.

We got talking about travel. Victoria asked me where I had been. She was keen to get out and experience the world, so spoke with passion about the subject.

I got up and got us both a final glass of Chivas Regal. We would now be forced to go with an alternate spirit or stop drinking for the night.

“Any more snacks?” I asked while up and about.

“I’d love some more nuts,” she replied looking at me with a cheeky smile.

I grabbed the tin of cashews from her room and sat back on the bed.

I got the feeling she had moved over so our arms touched while we watched television. But perhaps I was just paranoid or hopeful.

“You’ve got a better body than him,” she said looking at the television.

“And you’re prettier than them,” I said now getting a little under the weather.

“You really think so?” she asked.

“You’re very different types,” I replied trying to backtrack on what I’d put out there.

Victoria smiled and turned back to the movie.

At this point I wasn’t sure whether there was more sexual tension in the room or on the television. I said as little as possible for the remainder of the movie so as not to further incriminate myself.

“You’re right,” she said as the movie ended. “Not much story.”

“It was a movie of its time,” I replied. “Definitely, not as relevant today. But I have to admit I did have a crush on the blonde actress at one time.”

“So, you like your blondes, do you?” she replied.

I decided not to bite this time.

“I think I’ll do a little more work,” I said hoping to convince Victoria to call it a night.

“That’s fine,” she said. “I’ll watch television for a little while longer then.”

Well that didn’t help. If she’s half as successful getting her way with the clients as she was with me, she’d be a real asset to the team.

I went and sat on the couch by the window as Victoria continued to surf the television channels. After working her way through the comedies, dramas, talk shows and movies she settled on an updated news bulletin. Unfortunately, the headline focused on the blizzard that hit Border Town and how it was headed directly towards Greensville.

“They say it’s gonna hit around 2:00am,” she said. “I don’t like the sound of that.”

Victoria jumped off the bed and came and sat next to me on the lounge. I saw the fear in her eyes. Already the wind had picked up, and both the rain and wind pounded loudly against the hotel window. She sat close looking scared.

“Don’t worry,” I replied. “I’ve been through tons of these and can still talk about it.”

I turned towards her and she hugged me tightly.

“Promise you’ll look after me tonight?” she said looking up at me with those sexy dark eyes.

“I won’t let anything happen to you,” I promised.

She kissed me on the cheek again and held me tight for a solid ten minutes.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


“I’M SORRY, YOU’VE got work to do,” Victoria said suddenly appearing concerned for my productivity.

“Yes, I need to finish a few things off,” I replied. “But I’m not trying to kick you out.”

“Thanks for putting up with me,” she said and walked back over to the bed.

She picked up the remote control and started to channel surf again.

I took this opportunity to finish off my emails and rescheduled the remainder of the meetings.

When I finished, I shut the laptop.

“That’s all I’ve got to do tonight,” I said hinting it was time for sleep. “Is there anything I can get you before you go to bed?”

Victoria had turned the television onto one of the reality shows. She was deep in the he said - she said argument of some married real estate agents.

“Just the t-shirt I think,” she replied.

I walked across to the wardrobe and opened my suitcase. I was a fastidious packer and knew exactly where to access anything quickly. I pulled out the packing cube containing my rolled-up underwear and pulled out my spare t-shirt.

“Nice boxers,” Victoria laughed from the bed. “I bet you look cute in those.”

“Here’s the t-shirt,” I replied trying to change the subject. “It’s perfectly clean. I always carry a spare.”

I handed the t-shirt over to Victoria.

“Wow, these must be like $50 t-shirts,” she commented. “They are so soft.”

“I buy quality clothes,” I replied. “Any less is false economy.”

“Guys can afford to buy quality,” she said. “You only need to buy a few items, and you’re a fashion plate.”

I didn’t know how to take the comment, so decided not to respond.

Victoria jumped off the bed, turned around and stepped out of the bath robe. She was naked but facing away from me. I suddenly turned away.

“You’re not gonna see anything from that angle,” she laughed as she pulled my t-shirt over her head. “Looks like a perfect fit.”

She put the robe back on and turned off the television.

“I think I’ll head off to bed now,” she said with a cheeky smile. “Unless you want me to hang around?”

I thought about how I’d like her to jump into bed with me but thought better of heading down that track.

“No, I’m all good,” I replied. “I’ll do the same.”

“Okay, thanks babe,” she said.

With that, she walked up to me, kissed me on the cheek and walked into her room.

I felt like walking over and closing the door but had promised to leave it open. Obviously, I didn’t expect that to mean girls night on the bed watching television and her taking a bath in my tub. But I’d survived Typhoon Victoria in all her glory and lived to tell the story.

I wandered over to my wardrobe and started taking off my clothes. I took off my shoes and placed them under the suitcase. My socks went into a dirty close bag I carried. I removed my suit pants and placed them on the coat hanger with my suit jacket and tie. I unbuttoned my shirt, folded it and placed it in the dirty clothes bag. As I put the dirty clothes bag down, in walked Victoria cleaning her teeth.

“Wow, nice boxers babe,” she said. “Are they silk?”

She walked over in nothing but t-shirt and underwear and felt the fabric of my boxer shorts.

“Yes, these ones are silk.” I replied.

She turned and headed back into her bathroom. I heard the tap run, a bit of spitting and the water stopped.

I got concerned that boss had become hon and now had become babe. Things became more casual as the night went on. In some ways that’s promising, I thought. We’d made a connection and got along well. It concerned me that upon our return to the office, that a hon or babe may not be taken in the same way by others. I made a note for our trip debrief.

With my toiletry bag in hand, I walked into my bathroom. I nearly slipped on the wet floor and noticed a damp towel dumped in the corner. Mist covered the mirror and bubbles half-filled the tub. Typhoon Victoria had hit the bathroom and left a trail of damage in its wake. I cleaned my teeth, took a pee and switched off the light on the way out.

I looked forward to a sleep. It’d been a big, long and weird day. I turned down the bed, removed a half dozen cashews from between the sheets and crawled tiredly into bed. I setup my watch and mobile phone next to the glass of water and switched off the lights.

It must have been less than five minutes when I heard a voice coming from my window.

“It sure is getting windy out there,” Victoria commented. “And there’s a bucket load of rain coming down now too.”

I decided to play possum and not respond. I needed the sleep and I didn’t want to start engaging her in another discussion at this stage. All the alcohol of the night started to take its effect and I drifted off to sleep quietly.

The last thing I remember hearing was Victoria call out from her room.

“Sweet dreams babe,” she called out. “Thanks for all your help today.”

I didn’t respond. I drifted off into a light sleep with thoughts of the stunning Victoria wearing my silky white t-shirt and laying in her Egyptian cotton sheets.


CHAPTER NINE


THE NOISE OF the storm outside got louder as the night progressed. The rain started to make quite a racket against my window while the wind periodically caused the glass windows to shudder. I got up around 1:00am to go to the toilet. I tried to be silent and managed to get back to sleep without further issue from Victoria.

Around 2:30am I heard a loud thump outside the window. By now the storm raged and was throwing debris around like kid’s toys. I rolled over as I tried to get back to sleep to find Victoria had crawled into bed with me.

“I heard noises that scared me,” she whispered. “Do you mind if I sleep here?”

I shuffled across and drifted back to sleep. Perhaps it was the alcohol, perhaps I was imagining it. Anyway, I was tired and sure it’d make sense in the morning.

Sleep was difficult to come by that night. I must have awoken every hour with some sort of banging or bashing happening outside the window. The next time I awoke, Victoria was cuddling into my back. She seemed to be asleep, but I felt her pert young breasts against my back. I knew I should set boundaries, but it had been a while since I’d had such a gorgeous young girl in my bed, so I went back to sleep. I felt my cock starting to stir.

Around 4:30am I awoke again. The rain had slowed, and the wind appeared to have started to die down. Victoria, at this stage, had her arm wrapped around me and her hand on my package. I tried to move her hand away, but it woke her up.

“Wow, someone’s pretty happy to see me,” she said.

With that she gently started to stroke my member through the silk boxer shorts. I knew what was happening but didn’t ask her to stop.

I felt her nipples getting hard as she ran her hand the full length of my member. She started nibbling my ear lobes sending bolts of electricity down my spine. This was wrong, I thought, but still I said nothing. Her hand skilfully raised my arousal level making me unable to move. The silk of my boxers served to heighten the sensation. By now Victoria’s hand had made it inside my shorts and she wrapped it around my fully erect member.

At no time did I roll over and face Victoria. She was happy to work my member from behind, to let me be pleasured and not interrupt the flow. Victoria worked back and forward between my cock and my balls. She kept me in a heightened state of excitement for what seemed like fifteen minutes. Her stamina was impressive. She wanted to draw out the experience and I’m glad she did.

“I’m gonna come,” I eventually cried out as I felt my pre-cum start to drip.

“That’s the idea babe,” Victoria replied.

Without interrupting the motion, she worked her head down to my cock and took all of my release in her mouth.

I came and came hard. I felt volumes of fluid spurt into the back of her throat. The orgasm went on for minutes. Something about the way she gave head left me gasping for air.

“I hope you didn’t mind?” she said with a smile. “I didn’t want to get the bed all sticky with your come.”

I looked into her dark sexy eyes and smiled. Hell, I’m a pretty fit guy and I take pride in keeping in shape, but that activity had left me breathless and sweaty.

“That was a nice surprise,” I said coyly. “You sure have some keen skills there.”

“Well I assumed you were horny and hadn’t been able to relieve yourself,” she replied completely matter of fact. “Perhaps now you’ll be able to get some sleep.”

“It looks like the storm has passed,” I said. “Perhaps we both will.”

Victoria lay down beside me and kissed my cheek.

“Good night babe,” she said softly.

I rolled over and we spooned some more. I smelt the apple fragrance of the bubble bath in her hair. This was an unexpected turn of events, but I was fine with it. Somehow, any problem would to have to wait until tomorrow. I fell asleep with a massive smile and visions of Victoria in my dreams.

I woke up once more that night and lay there for half an hour admiring Victoria’s beauty. She definitely had the full package, and I hoped to explore more of it with her in the morning. Her face looked so sensual in the moonlight. Her luscious lips glowed, and the moon danced off her long dark locks. I desired to get to know this girl. I dozed off to sleep again.


CHAPTER TEN


THE NEXT MORNING, I woke to the sound of emergency services workers out in the street. The worst of the storm may have passed but the damage was substantial. My mouth felt parched from all the drinking the night before. Then I remembered Victoria and the hand job. I smiled.

It hadn’t been a dream, I thought, as I felt Victoria’s arms around me. I felt the warmth of her body on my back and the pressure from her firm bosoms on my shoulder blades. This isn’t half bad. Perhaps she will wake up and get the fright of her life, but right now I’m gonna enjoy this a while longer. I wrapped myself in Victoria’s arms and drifted back into a lush state of unconsciousness.

We lay there for another half an hour or so dozing and snuggling before Victoria got up and went to the bathroom. This’ll be the test. If she comes back and screams then runs off, I know where I stand. But if she jumps back into bed, it might yet be a great trip.

I heard the sound of pee hitting the toilet and thought it sounded louder than I expected. Victoria washed her hands and jumped back into bed. She snuggled in close and I felt her breath on the back of my neck. I was in for a great morning.

Victoria wrapped her arms around me and pulled herself close to me. She loved the spooning and was quite gifted at it. I enjoyed the moment, the warmth of her pert young body against mine, her warm breath on my neck and her long feminine arms wrapped round my muscular chest and torso.

It was obvious she didn’t want to sleep. She started to run her delicate fingers down my biceps and triceps. Half tickle and half tease, it felt wonderful. She pulled me closer to her and started to tease my cock. I still had the silk boxers on, so it wasn’t long before I had a semi-stiff boner. Victoria started to kiss my neck and ears. I sensed she was in the mood for the second act.

I felt Victoria lift my hips and slide down my silk boxers. This only meant one thing. I played coy, pretending to still be dozing. While stroking the full length of my shaft, I heard her lick her finger and felt it enter my arse.

“Just relax and go with it,” she whispered into my ear. “I promise you’ll enjoy it.”

This took me by surprise, but I trusted her and continued to go with the flow. It seemed like she might be a little kinky, and if last night had taught me anything, she knew how to please her man.

Apart from an experiment as a teen, I’d never had anything placed in my arse before. It surprised me but was quite pleasant. So, I let her explore my hole and sat back and enjoyed it. She explored my arse and stroked my cock for another couple of minutes before increasing the pace. By now I had a full boner and fully appreciated the mix of front and back door action.

What happened next confounded me. Not that it was unpleasant, it’s just she surprised me. Victoria continued to stroke my cock while she removed her finger from my arse. I have to admit I was a little disappointed as I was thoroughly enjoying the anal stimulation.

“Now, I’m going to rock your world babe,” she said. “Just stay relaxed and let me in and you’ll have the experience of a lifetime.”

Victoria replaced the finger with something bigger, what felt like her thumb. I felt the pleasure return as she stroked my shaft while playing with my arsehole. The sensation was electric, and I didn’t want it to stop.

At first the thumb pushed in about an inch before she stopped. Then the thumb pushed in about two inches and stopped again. She was skilful in her application so as not to hurt me but keep me in the pleasure zone. The thumb dropped in around four inches. Wow, what big hands she had. Now she positioned it right up against my sweet spot. Waves of pleasure swept over me. Finally, she pushed it in around five inches and started to massage my prostrate.

The pleasure from front and back was beyond anything I’d ever experienced. I was putty in her hands unable to move as wave after wave of pleasure flowed through my entire body. Oh Victoria, I’ve found your special skill. She continued to work me front and rear. Raising the intensity and getting me close to orgasm before settling me down again. Finally, she thought the time was right and she upped the pace and brought me just short of orgasm.

I released a massive load of my fluids onto the bed sheets. The fluid reached the headboard of the bed, such was the ferocity of the flow. Just as I released my load, I felt a warm sensation inside of me. I was too high from the orgasm to worry what caused the warmth, but it was a new sensation for me.

Victoria’s angelic face appeared over my right shoulder. She kissed me passionately and we explored each other’s mouths. She had the most luscious lips I’d ever kissed and started biting my bottom lip. I looked into her big brown eyes and smiled. This was a morning to remember.

“Looks like we both had some morning wood,” she commented.

I suddenly felt alarmed at her as she smiled. I started to roll over and she stopped me.

“You’ll do me a damage if you do that,” she replied. “I’m still inside of you.”

I looked down and clearly saw her now semi-flaccid cock was up my arse hole.

“I feel closer when I’m in you,” she said.

“You’ve got a cock,” I replied with surprise. “What the fuck. How is that possible?”

“Don’t tell me you didn’t know?” Victoria said. “You had to know I was a diversity hire. HR must have told you.”

“This is something I think I would have remembered,” I responded. “Had it ever have been mentioned to me.”

“But you flirted with me all day yesterday and I assumed you knew,” she said.

“Oh my god, what have I done?” I said starting to freak out.

“Well it’s not like you did much,” Victoria said. “But I just fucked my boss.”

I jumped out of bed and went into the bathroom. I felt Victoria’s warm load running down my thighs from my arsehole. I washed myself off and sat on the toilet to try and recover my composure.

“So, I gather this is the first time you’ve slept with a tranny?” Victoria asked. “I’m so sorry babe. I know this must be a massive shock for you. I truly thought you knew.”

She called me babe again. I didn’t worry about noting this instance down for our post trip debrief. Just then the doorbell rang, and Victoria answered it.

“Where would you like room service to put breakfast?” she asked.

I had arranged for a lovely breakfast in bed during the night. But now I didn’t know where to put it.

“Put it over by the chairs,” instructed Victoria.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


I SAT ON the toilet with come oozing from my arse. How did I get myself into this situation? Why didn’t I see it coming? How am I going to back out of this without destroying Victoria or my career? I heard Victoria thank the bell boy and close the door after him.

On the way back to breakfast Victoria walked into the bathroom.

“Are you alright babe?” she asked and walked over to me.

She looked stunning with bed hair and a light cover of makeup. I saw her nipples through the t-shirt, but her cock wasn’t visible.

“I’m okay,” I replied. “It’s all a bit new to me.”

I didn’t want to escalate anything until I knew how to handle this.

“Thanks for arranging breakfast,” she said with a smile.

With that she stepped forward and kissed me on the lips. I looked into her big brown eyes and felt a twinge in my loins. When she bent down her perfect breasts became visible, nipples and all.

“Don’t be too long or all the good stuff will be gone,” she said with a smile.

Victoria turned and looked into the mirror. She tousled her hair and checked her makeup. She was in no hurry and obviously had no issues about the night we just had. She turned back to me and performed what could best be described as a happy dance. As she jumped up her cock bounced and became visible. It didn’t look like a man’s cock and was slim and shaved. It was about three inches flaccid.

“I’m so glad we came to Greensville,” she said.

She turned and went to start breakfast. I heard her turn on the television as she sat down.

I looked down and realised I now had a full boner again. I struggled to understand why I had gotten hard looking at a guy in my white t-shirt. But Victoria was no guy, I realised. She may not have been a full woman yet, but she acted every bit like a girl. Hell, even her cock looked feminine. I struggled to get the vision of her beautiful face out of my mind. I was smitten and didn’t know what to do. Perhaps breakfast will help me think clearly.

I cleaned up and walked to the basin. I found myself preening myself and wondered why. But deep down I knew why. I was in lust with Victoria and just experienced some of the best sex of my life. And that was only the beginning of what she could do. She was such a skilful lover. I couldn’t imagine what other pleasures I could be introduced to. Focus, I thought. I needed breakfast and to get things back on track.

I walked out to see Victoria hoeing into scrambled eggs, bacon and toast.

“Sensational sex always gives me an appetite,” she quipped. “Here, I’ve saved you some.”

I looked down and Victoria had carefully set out a solid breakfast for me. Bacon, eggs and sausages.

“We’ve gotta keep your strength up now babe,” she said smiling.

So, we’re back into babe territory.

Victoria had set up the breakfast so that we sat next to each other on the couch. I sat down and tried to regain control, but she had other thoughts. She placed her hand on my thigh before filling her fork with egg and offering me a bite. Enjoying my response, Victoria picked up the sausage from my plate and fed me one end while she bit the other end. We worked our way into the middle where we kissed.

“How’s the weather looking?” I asked. “Are we gonna be able to get out of here today?”

“I doubt it,” she replied. “They say the airport is closed until at least tomorrow morning.”

“Then we’re gonna have to find somewhere to get you some clothes,” I suggested trying to focus on the practical issue at hand. “You can’t wear my t-shirt all day.”

“I think I wear it well, don’t you babe?” she asked.

“There’s no doubt it doesn’t look like that on me.” I replied.

We ate breakfast together and watched the news. Victoria was right. No one was getting out of Greensville that day. I suggested we wander downtown and find Victoria some new clothes. After breakfast we each used our own bathrooms and got ready to shop.

Victoria was dressed in her clothes from the day before while I had clean clothes on. We stopped at a couple of shops on the high street which had avoided the worst of the storm. Victoria settled on getting a couple of pairs of skin-tight jeans and t-shirts. It was quite cool now, so she grabbed an electric blue faux-leather jacket. Her arse looked sensational in the jeans. I struggled not to stare.

As we headed back to the hotel, Victoria pulled me into another open store. It was a lingerie store.

“Looks like I need to pick up a couple sets of undies babe,” she said. “You can help me pick them out if you like?”

With that she turned and grabbed a few bra and panty sets and my hand. She led me to the change rooms.

“Do you like this one?” she asked standing in a black lace G-string set.

Her cock was visible beneath the lace fabric. It was flaccid and turned sweetly to the left. I struggled not to stare.

“They’ll be plenty of time for that later,” she said smiling. “Do you like this set?”

“It really suits you,” I replied trying to contain my semi-hard member.

“Well, I can see you like it babe, so that’s a yes,” she said.

We settled on a black set and a blue set which I ended up paying for. I’m not sure why, but I did. I had now seen her sales skills first-hand. They were impressive. Finally, she picked out a pair of shoes which again I paid for. Electric blue ankle boots with a four-inch heel. I don’t know how practical they were, but they looked killer with the jeans and new jacket.

“Thanks for the lovely new outfits,” Victoria said excitedly. “I’m sure you’ll get your value for money.”

After the shopping spree, we headed back to the hotel. Victoria wore her new clothes. She looked stunning.


CHAPTER TWELVE


WALKING BACK TO the hotel, Victoria received attention from every guy we passed. These guys look straight, so I felt it ease my anxiety over Victoria’s disclosure. To anyone watching her walk down the street, we looked like a perfectly normal heterosexual couple. Victoria grabbed my hand. I didn’t resist and wrapped my arm around her waist.

Back in the room, I sat Victoria’s bags down by my wardrobe. We shared a room now, so it seemed pointless to do otherwise. I turned around and placed the do not disturb sign on the door. I looked into Victoria’s soulful brown eyes and kissed her deeply. She was everything I looked for in a girl and possibly more. I had to have her.

We backed into the room with our lips locked and our hands exploring each other’s bodies.

“Now what did you say about value for money?” I asked.

“Oh, you’ll want to buy me more when we’re done,” she replied.

I sat down on the bed and removed Victoria’s t-shirt. Her breasts heaved behind the black lace. I kissed my way down her chest and slowly removed her bra.

I worked my way from breast to breast, nipple to nipple, as she started to pant heavily. I worked my lips down her abdomen and kissed her stomach while massaging her breasts. I lowered my hands and grabbed her pert round arse. I ran my hands up and down her thighs as I kissed around the top of her jeans. I looked up to see her beautiful face and soulful eyes looking willingly down at me. She smiled.

I unfastened the button on her fly and unzipped her jeans. Her hard member was a mere inch away from my nose behind the black lace. I gently, pulled off her jeans and ran my hands up her thighs. I grabbed her butt cheeks and squeezed them sending pulses through her rock-hard member. Victoria grabbed my hair and started massaging my scalp. She was getting very horny.

Without thinking too hard, I slipped down her lace panties and released her five-inch feminine cock. I studied it for a minute before wrapping my hands around the shaft and running my tongue over the purple swollen head. It didn’t taste bad and the warmth of the soft skin was intoxicating. By this stage Victoria struggled to stand. I sat her on the bed and started massaging her cock faster and faster. I was amazed at how her swollen member continued to grow in size and get more and more purple.

Unable to wait any longer, I lowered my mouth onto Victoria’s member and swallowed it all. The moisture in my mouth seemed soothing. Victoria grabbed my hair and started bobbing my head back and forward. At first, I gagged, but after a few cycles I had the deep throat thing under control. I looked up to see Victoria leaning back on the bed panting and with her eyes almost to the back of her head. She moaned quite loudly.

I continued to bob my head up and down while massaging her shaft and balls with my hands. Her breathing got faster and faster as I brought her to the point of orgasm.

“I’m gonna come” she said.

I kept working her tool deeper and deeper until she shot her load into the back of my mouth. The fluid was a mix of salty and sweet and not unpleasant. I swallowed the warm load down my throat.

I looked up to see a panting and sweating Victoria smiling broadly down at me.

“Are you sure you haven’t done that before?” she asked.

“I’ve had a great mentor,” I said.

Victoria lay back for a minute to regain her composure. I moved upward and kissed her passionately. We explored each other’s mouths before Victoria reached down and grabbed by semi-flaccid cock.

“Now it’s your turn,” she said with a smile.

She massaged my member until it was hard and then spat on her hand and rubbed it on the tip of my penis. She did the same to her arse. Victoria straddled and faced me lowering her arse onto my hard rod. I saw her now flaccid cock bounce up and down as she rode my cock in rhythm with her thrusts.

Victoria’s arse was a wonderfully accommodating spot. When she dropped down it was like my cock was the perfect fit for her arsehole. She skilfully tightened and loosened off the muscles in her arse to send wild pulsations throughout my body. I looked up and viewed her beautiful mouth curled in pleasure and biting her bottom lip. At that point we truly connected as one.

I couldn’t think of anything but pleasure as she bounced her arse cheeks against my pelvis. The motion sent electricity through my body with each thrust. I saw from her eyes that the tip of my cock massaged her sweet spot each time our bodies connected. My cock was hard as a rock but able to navigate her enticing rear entrance. We were built for this, I was sure.

After a few minutes I reached up and started to massage her cock. It responded and she was hard in an instant. She kept bouncing and bouncing, I kept stroking and stroking until I felt my cock explode into her arse and her cock explode over my chest. We kept going with the motion while we slowed and fell into each other’s arms. We were wet, we were sticky, but we didn’t care. We kissed deeply and lay as one.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


I DON’T THINK we left the room for the rest of the trip. We ordered room service for breakfast, lunch and dinner as we made love and chatted about life and our future together. Victoria told me she had intended to transition in a year or so and we chatted about what that would mean. By the end of our stay, I had become quite a fan of her cock, so expressed my preference for her keeping it.

I wasn’t sure how we would go back in the office. We decided to play it cool and keep our relationship professional. I wasn’t worried about people finding out about us, except HR would probably cease our travel together. We weren’t sure how it would play out, but we both committed to establishing a joint future together.

We moved in together the following weekend. There’s no point in dragging these things out. So, the investment I made in Victoria’s wardrobe paid off over and over again. There was a period of adjustment for my family, but none of my friends knew anything other than I had scored the most beautiful young girl in town. In fact, most of my friends were jealous and some tried chatting Victoria up.

Victoria went on to become our top seller within the next two years. I told everybody it was because of my first-rate mentoring. That fell on deaf ears. As anyone could tell, Victoria was a natural talent in the selling arena. As I knew, she was also a natural talent in the bedroom where I was quickly more than able to make her go weak at the knees. You could say I was a great student also.


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.


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?


BEST ON BOARD
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How far would you go to land the job of your dreams? What lines wouldn’t you cross?

Stuart Lee is smart, articulate, and driven to succeed. Without an expensive education, he is heading towards his dream job based on sheer hard work and clever positioning. And that means nothing, not even his girlfriend of five years, will get in his way.

After his technical skills impress Dawson Jones, head of the London Office, Stuart leaves Australia for England on a six-month loan. He will apply his unique and valuable financial skills on cutting-edge client problems. But Stuart wants the move to be permanent. And he lets Dawson know he is willing to do ‘whatever it takes’ to make that happen.

So, Dawson sets Stuart a series of challenges for the plane trip to London. If Stuart can complete the challenges in time, he proves his value and gets the job. But the challenges focus on wooing stunning dancer Anna Wells, who Dawson nicknames BoB, or ‘Best on Board’. Anna is relocating to Paris to join the world’s leading Burlesque show and Dawson clearly believes she is out of Stuart’s league.

If you like your transgender romance stories where the nerd tries to get the girl, then you’ll love ‘Best On Board’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Stuart successfully complete the challenges and win the job, or will Dawson’s bet stop Stuart from impressing the girl of his dreams?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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


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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