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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“I CAN’T BELIEVE it’s been three years since we both started at DS Design,” Bronwyn said. “Who’d have guessed we’d both last this long and get promoted.”

“Yeah, I still remember our first day on the job,” I said. “You looked so sweet and innocent. I seem to remember I had a crush on you, at first.”

“Yuck. As if,” Bronwyn said. “But, I’d yet to come out and felt I needed to hide my real self. Thank god those days are over.”

Bronwyn and I had joined the advertising agency straight out of college. She came from a photography background, while I was a graphic designer. We were both part of the first graduate program intake as the agency expanded into Europe. We’d been close friends ever since and still tried to get at least two coffee catchups each week. Plus, Friday night drinks.

“How’s the move from creative into sales?” I asked. “Is Account Management all you dreamed it would be?”

“I’m actually enjoying seeing the bigger picture,” Bronwyn replied. “And I think I can bring a fresh view to the sales world.”

I was surprised with how well Bronwyn had started. In less than a week, she’d already pulled in a couple of small jobs and led the bid on some significant projects.

“And how’s managing the graphic design team going?” Bronwyn asked. “I can’t imagine managing us three years ago. We were clueless when we started.”

“It’s new but exciting,” I replied. “But at twenty-four, I’m getting a bit old to be on the tools. And it’s nice to shoulder a little more responsibility.”

“Well, there’s no doubt you have broad enough shoulders for it,” Bronwyn quipped.

At 6ft 2in tall and 185lb, I was no shrinking violet.

“Thank god I have Charles to advise me,” I said. “Or else, I’d be struggling.”

We both worked for Charles Christian. He’d been promoted to General Manager and moved us up with him. The only boss we’d ever known, Charles was a wonderful leader and awesome coach.

“I gotta ask. But tell me to pull my head in if you like,” Bronwyn said. “How’s it all going without Denise?”

Denise was my girlfriend for five years. We met through college and just stayed together. There was nothing wrong with our relationship, but I wouldn’t commit.

“The new apartment is awesome,” I said. “Kensington is a wonderful place to live. But I do miss Denise. Especially her cooking, given there’s so much going on in my life right now. Don’t get me wrong. We got along well. And you never know. We might get back together one day.”

“She was lovely,” Bronwyn said. “Hey, I’d be happy to date her if she swung my way.”

“Thanks for the visual,” I said. “But aren’t you dating the girl from Finance?”

“She was ‘going through a phase’ apparently,” Bronwyn said. “A phase where she couldn’t keep her mouth out of my pussy. She’ll swing back around. Once she works through denial.”

“I’m happy to act as your wingman on Friday.” I offered. “I’ll have ‘em lining up to go home with you.”

Unfortunately, Bronwyn had a soft spot for straight girls. And as a straight looking girl herself, it tended to narrow the dating pool significantly.

“Would you want me to be your wingman?” Bronwyn replied smiling. “No need to answer. I didn’t think so.”

“How about we agree never to speak of this again?” I said. “Is it a deal?”

“It’s a deal,” Bronwyn agreed.

“What’s new in the Design Squad?” Bronwyn asked. “I hear on the grape-vine your team is about to expand.”

“We’ve got a new starter on Monday,” I replied. “His name is Thad. He’s from the US of A.”

“Sounds like an interesting hire,” Bronwyn said. “How did you come to recruit him?”

“He’s a relative of a New York Office partner, I believe,” I said. “I don’t know why we bring in people from overseas. Especially, when there are plenty of suitable candidates here in London.”

“He must be gifted in some way,” Bronwyn said. “But with a name like Thad, I have a certain image of him in my head.”

My mind raced to picture a huge muscle-bound dude with perfect teeth and a glint in his eye. But perhaps, I would be wrong.

“I’m just happy to have a full team again,” I said. “Everyone’s feeling more than a little stressed. And with all the big projects your bidding on, we’re in for a flogging soon.”

“Well from the outside looking in,” Bronwyn said. “I’m hearing excellent things already.”

“That’s positive news,” I said. “You never know how things appear from the outside.”

“You know, I’ll always have your back,” Bronwyn said. “And, I know you’ll always have mine.”

“And Charles will always have our backs too,” I added.

“But Charles is now running an agency of eighty staff,” Bronwyn said. “So, he doesn’t have as much time for us anymore.”

“Well, I’m focussed on building my team,“ I said. “I need one fifteen-man team, not fifteen individuals.”

“You might need to pull out bastard Hugh once in a while,” Bronwyn said with a smirk. “And not just save it for your ex-girlfriends.”

“Are you going to join me at The Windsor for a pint or two?” Bronwyn continued. “I’ll come by at close of business.”

“Sure, I’ll let Charles know too,” I said. “Cheer up. You never know. We both might meet the girl of our dreams.”

“As long as it’s not a fight to the death for her,” Bronwyn said. “Because you’d stand no chance, my friend. I fight dirty where love is concerned.”

I felt more than comfortable taking care of 5ft 6in slightly built Bronwyn in a fight.

“Somehow, I don’t think we’ll ever put it to the test,” I said smiling. “If you stick to the girls 5ft 6in and under, I’m more than happy with the rest.”

“We might have to revisit the benchmark over time,” Bronwyn said. “The younger ones appear to be getting taller.”

The rest of the afternoon flew by. Such was the trend since my promotion. I never believed managing a creative team would be so time-consuming. But I’d signed up for it. It was too late to change my mind now. At least I enjoyed the extra coin in my pocket.


CHAPTER TWO


“I’M SURPRISED YOU’VE found time to join us,” I said to Charles over a cleansing ale. “You appear to be the busiest guy in the agency.”

“It’s been a massive step, for sure,” said Charles. “But I’m thriving on it.”

“As long as the home life isn’t suffering, too much,” I said.

At thirty years old, Charles was the elder statesmen of the team. Well, advertising was a young person’s game. Particularly in London. He was a natural leader and motivator. First in the office and last to leave. His life was built around the agency.

“Tell me about this new guy starting on Monday,” I said. “With the name Thad, we have all sorts of weird visions.”

“Well you’re probably halfway there, to be honest,” Charles said. “Thad Russell is a newly minted graduate from Greenview College. He was a champion college football player but blew out a knee and needed to change careers fast. So, he chose graphics, to take advantage of his family connections.”

“Does that mean he’s got fingers the size of sausages?” Bronwyn asked. “I couldn’t imagine a football player being proficient on the computer.”

“I haven’t met him in person,” Charles replied. “He’s been recruited out of the New York office and sent here to help us out.”

“Sounds dodgy,” Bronwyn suggested. “Who’s he related too?”

“Yes, well here’s the thing,” Charles said. “He’s the nephew of the DS Design founder, Donald Simpson.”

“Why London?” I asked. “It seems like an odd move.”

“We asked for more resources,” Charles replied. “And rather than giving us approval to recruit, we got given Thad on secondment for six months.”

“Wonderful. So, they didn’t want him,” I said. “We all know, none of these international placements work out. Remember Brian, and Barbara. Need I go on?”

“Give him a little responsibility and let me know if you have any problems,” Charles said. “I’ll deal with any fallout. But keep me in the loop.”

After two rounds of beers, we decided to call it stumps. Bronwyn and I decided to convene again for coffee on Tuesday morning. I felt lucky to have such supportive friends as co-workers. Even though the dynamic had shifted with recent promotions, we were tight enough to handle anything. We had yet to have our relationship tested professionally in our new roles. But I was ready for anything thrown my way.

“Oh, by the way,” Charles said. “You’ve also got an intern starting on Wednesday. She’s coming to us all the way from Sydney, Australia. And this one beat out all the local applicants on a level playing field. So, she’s a gun. Her name is Noelle Stuart. I’m sure she can tell you the rest of her story.”

Fantastic. Two new starters I knew next to nothing about. Thank goodness for Friday night drinks. I was new to management and about to start one of those weeks. The minimum I needed was two team players. I’d worked hard to get the current team working like a well-oiled machine. I decided to put Thad and Noelle together in a stand-alone cell, until I worked out ‘who’s who in the zoo’.

“Bronwyn, would you mind if I sat Thad and Noelle in the empty spot near you?” I asked. “At least we’ll both be able to keep tabs on them.”

“Sure,” Bronwyn replied. “There’ll be no one using those seats for the next month or so.”

“See you bright and early Monday,” I said.

When Monday arrived, I felt rested and ready for the challenge of the new week.

“Welcome aboard Thad,” I said holding out my hand. “Great to have you with us.”

Thad was exactly as I pictured. Standing around 6ft 4in, his hand dwarfed mine as we shook. With sandy brown hair, a square jaw and perfect teeth, he could’ve stepped out of any US Football team.

“Thanks for having me, Hugh,” Thad said in a serious tone. “I’m glad to offer the European office my expertise.”

Wow, this guy sounded like he almost believed his LinkedIn profile. But I needed to give him the chance to prove himself.

“Tell me a little about yourself,” I asked in a friendly tone. “What are you looking to achieve?”

“Well, I suppose you know I’m part of the DS family,” Thad replied. “So, I’m looking to quickly learn the ropes before moving into management.”

Fuck, what an arsehole. This guy was unbelievable.

“What specifically do you hope to achieve in your six months here?” I asked. “I’m thinking about what projects and experiences I can throw your way.”

“Well, I’m a people person, foremost,” Thad replied. “So, I’d like to manage a medium-sized team from the outset. Up to ten people. And anything mission critical would be in my wheelhouse.”

This guy is a complete fuckwit. Doesn’t he know how to answer a simple question?

“And, I’d like to get sales experience after I’ve spent a few weeks working in your team,” Thad said. “Think of me as your 2IC. Uncle Don told me the benefit of going to a small office is the opportunity for quick promotion.”

“Thanks for giving me that insight,” I said. “While I may not be able to hit all the hot spots, I’m sure we can arrange some of the items on your list. Starting with management experience.”

“Well, I know about success,” Thad said. “Playing elite level sport proves I know what it takes.”

“Let’s get started,” I said. “We have a young graphic designer coming on board on Wednesday. So, she’ll report into you. Unless it’s a bit quick.”

“Quite the opposite,” Thad said. “I hoped I’d be managing a bigger team from day one. But if that’s the best you can do, I’ll have to accept it.”

From my initial conversation with Thad, I had noted several red flags. This guy was a piece of work. He would be a challenge for me and the broader management team. At least with my one-on-one with Charles later in the day, I had the opportunity to put together a playbook. I spent the next thirty minutes introducing Thad to the team, before walking him around the office. Any plans of delegating that task went out the window the second he opened his mouth.


CHAPTER THREE


THAD SUCCESSFULLY DID no work during his first two days. But he did manage to upset five of my team members. During our morning stand-up meeting, he criticised the creative work of our A-team. Without understanding the brief, he commented on a concept design during a work in progress discussion. It seemed his opinions were as strong and misplaced as his handshake.

Thankfully, Noelle started on the Wednesday morning. And she was a pure delight. Standing around 5ft 10in, and with dark hair and deep brown eyes, she was stunningly attractive. Yet Noelle was completely down to earth. She wore a short dress with a tight floral pattern. Elegant but colourful. Short sleeved and with a V-neck, it showcased her lovely tan; which appeared to be all over. A pair of gold 4-inch stiletto sandals rounded out the ensemble. Although, her delicious smile demanded most attention.

“Welcome to the team Noelle,” I said losing myself in her deep chocolate brown eyes. “I hope you had a pleasant trip over?”

“It was all smooth sailing,“ Noelle said with the cutest smile. “Thanks for the opportunity.”

Instantly, I regretted sitting her outside my office. She was a serious distraction, but a lovely addition to the office. I had wondered if it was fair to place her under Thad. She would distract him, and any other guy in the office. But I’d committed to let him lead. And her temperament would allow her to succeed anywhere. Two birds, one stone.

“Tell me a little about yourself,” I said noticing her pouty lips and perfect teeth. “What are you hoping to achieve?”

“I’m hoping to learn about the agency,” Noelle said flicking her hair back from her face. “And add value wherever you think I can.”

Hell, if Thad was black, Noelle was white. And it was so endearing.

“We have a newly minted graduate who has joined us,” I said. “His name is Thad. He arrived a few days back all the way from the New York office.”

“Wow, that’s exciting,” Noelle said crossing her long, tanned legs. “Nice to see I’m not the only newbie.”

“I’m gonna ask Thad to take you under his wing while you’re here,” I said trying hard to keep my gaze at eye level. “But please feel free to come and see me anytime. Let’s go and get a coffee. I’ll introduce you to Thad.”

“Hey Thad, this is our new intern Noelle, from Australia,” I said. “Come and grab a coffee, and we’ll all get acquainted.”

Thad was in fine form on the way to the lunchroom. He only looked Noelle in the eye for a brief second. He didn’t ask a single question. Noelle ended up knowing about his athletic background, family ties and management ambitions. And that was only on the way to the lunchroom.

“So, Thad,” I said trying to redirect his gaze from Noelle’s arse. ”Could you show Noelle around? But first let’s chat about what Noelle can work on.”

“Sure, Hughey boy,” Thad started.

“I’m happy with Hugh or Mr Roberts,” I interjected while staring Thad down.

“Sure Hugh,” Thad responded sarcastically. “I’m working on a mission critical design project right now. And I need some help getting my ideas on paper.”

“Which project is this?” I asked already knowing the answer.

“Oh, the one for the people who don’t speak,” Thad replied. “It’s mission critical we get it out tonight.”

It seemed anything Thad touched was mission critical. I decided to let this one go-through to the keeper. Stopping Thad every time he said something incorrect, would waste half the day. So, I asked Bronwyn to keep an eye and ear out. To make sure things didn’t get too far off base.

After the chat, Thad took Noelle for a tour of the office.

I dropped in early afternoon to see how things were going. Thad appeared to be doing next to nothing; which wasn’t a massive surprise. While Noelle beavered away. She had a huge smile on her face and a spark in those beautiful brown eyes. Her legs were crossed, and her gold sandal reflected the sunlight. I saw she was totally immersed in the work and loving every minute of it.

“How’s the first assignment coming along, Noelle?” I said trying hard to maintain eye contact.

“She’s working on my ideas,” Thad interjected. “No, I don’t like what you’ve done there. This needs to be bigger and a different colour.”

“How are you settling in, Noelle?” I asked.

“I’d appreciate it if you directed your questions through me,” Thad interjected. “She’s on a tight time frame.”

“Okay Thad,” I said. “Walk with me to the lunchroom and give me an update.”

“I don’t have time, right now,” Thad said. “Maybe later.”

“Thad, that wasn’t an offer,” I said in a firm tone. “Now walk with me and give me an update.”

It was old bull, young bull. But I couldn’t afford to back down. Else my authority would be on the line. I hated that Noelle was caught in the middle. But I needed time to develop an escape strategy.

“An update please, Thad,” I asked.

“Well, as you know the brief is too broad and poorly put together,” Thad replied with little forethought. “I’m surprised the Account Manager still has a job.”

“Can we stick to your update please?” I said firmly.

“We’ll be finished by close of business, today,” Thad said. “No thanks to Noelle. She’s inexperienced and painfully slow.”

“Why aren’t you helping her out, Thad?” I asked.

“It’s a good learning experience for her,” Thad replied trying to avoid eye contact. “And, she’s the slave labour.”

“Sorry,” I said with a strong tone. “We don’t employ slaves.”

“You know what I mean,” Thad said flippantly. “She’s here because she’s hot. Very hot, in fact. And I need to make it work.”

“Please don’t use language like that to describe anyone in the office,” I said firmly.

“Okay, she’s a girl who makes the office look better,” Thad said not helping himself.

“Still not acceptable, Thad,” I said directly. “Please watch your tone and choice of phrase, else you’ll be attending sexual harassment training.”

“No need,” Thad said without thinking. “I wouldn’t tell her she’s hot. Sorry, good-looking.”

He didn’t get it. This was going to be more challenging than I imagined.

“Now Thad, you need to understand something. I will speak to anyone in my team,” I said slowly and directly. “This ‘go through me’ nonsense will cease immediately. Do you understand?”

“I was waiting for the punch line,” Thad said with a smirk. “You don’t mean you’re being serious?”

I didn’t respond. But he knew the answer.

“Thanks for the update,” I said in a friendly tone. “Looks like we have a few bugs to iron out. And next time, please stick to project progress.”

Thad hit the road at 5:00 pm on the dot. Noelle was still working after 6:00 pm. As the daylight abated and the office lighting took over, Noelle’s tanned skin became iridescent.

“How was your first day?” I asked looking over her shoulder. “Did you survive the excitement?”

“It was awesome,” Noelle replied turning around to face me. “I feel so lucky to be able to work here and learn from people like you.”

“Well, I don’t like to speak ill of anyone in our team,“ I said with a considered tone. “But Thad is new and extremely keen. If it gets too much, please let me know.”

“No worries Mr Roberts,” Noelle said with the cutest smile.

“Please, call me Hugh,” I said.


CHAPTER FOUR


THURSDAY MORNING, I had a coffee meeting with Bronwyn.

“I’m sorry to be the bearer of bad news,” Bronwyn said, “But Thad is an all-round arsehole. Not only is he rude and lazy, but he’s made inappropriate comments to Noelle.”

“What sort of things?” I asked. “Please tell me it’s not HR level stuff?”

“Let’s say he’s been commenting on her appearance,” Bronwyn said. “Especially her lady bits.”

“Is it just me?” I asked. “Or is this guy a walking worst-case scenario?”

“I think you’ve nailed it,” Bronwyn replied. “If you let it go, HR will step-in soon. I’d act quickly if I was you.”

“Thanks for the heads up,” I said still a little shocked. “I’ll sit nearby and jump on anything when I hear it.”

“Seriously, I can’t believe Noelle hasn’t filed a complaint already.” Bronwyn said. “They’re obviously made of tough stuff, Downunder.”

Back in the office, I said good morning to Noelle on the way to my desk. She wore a white top with red roses across it. Tied in a knot at the front and with short sleeves, it highlighted her ample breasts. A matching ribbon held her hair back. A short denim skirt and black ankle boots with a 2-inch heel completed her outfit.

I was concerned about ongoing problems. So, I kept an ear out for Thad’s voice.

“Hey babe,” Thad said flippantly. “Lovin’ the way your pins look in that skirt. I’d be happy to warm your panties if it gets cold,”

“No thanks,” Noelle said bluntly.

“Thad,” I said sternly. ”Could I see you in my office for a moment?”

“I’m a bit busy now,” Thad said. “Around 4:45 pm works for me.”

“Now works for me,” I said directly. “Let’s go.”

I led Thad to my office and shut the door.

“What I overheard is completely unacceptable,” I said. “You are getting a first warning for inappropriate language and sexual harassment. And I want to hear you apologise to Noelle,”

“What did I say?” Thad said defensively. “It’s only banter.”

“Do you want me to ask Noelle whether she considered it banter?” I said staring Thad down. “And I’ll ask everyone else in the office who heard it too.”

“Bloody hell, you poms are so fucking ’stiff upper lip’,” Thad said. “It’s only boys being boys. We’re not all a bunch of fags you know.”

I struggled to understand Thad. So, I spent the next half hour working with HR to formerly address Thad’s behaviour.

Thad quietened down after the warning. For about an hour.

“Hey babe, sorry if I offended you earlier,” Thad said, “How about we go out for a drink later, so I can make it up to you?”

“Thanks for the apology,” Noelle said. “But I’ll pass on the drink.”

“Don’t tell me you’re a lesbian?” Thad said. “Yes, that makes sense. I should have known it.”

“Thad,” I called. “Can I see you in my office?”

I couldn’t believe I had to intervene again. Didn’t this guy have any filters?

“Thad, again your comments are completely out of line,” I said directly. “And downright unacceptable. Please don’t call co-workers babe. And don’t refer to anyone as lesbian, gay, transgender or anything else. It’s not workplace language. You know what you said is wrong.”

I called HR in again. Halfway through day four. Strike two for Thad.

Thad was on his best behaviour for the remainder of the day. Not that I could watch him full time. I had a team to run. And I had to bring Charles up to speed on Thad’s behaviour.

“You asked me to keep you in the loop,” I said seriously. “I’ve had to give Thad a verbal and a written warning today. HR is all over it.”

“Already,” Charles said shocked. “But he’s only been here five-minutes.”

“It’s sexual harassment related,” I said. “Borderline instant dismissal. I had to move quickly. I’ll see how he goes tomorrow. But I’ll need to take Noelle away from him by the end of the week.”

“He won’t be happy,” Charles said. “But it sounds like he’s given you no option.”

Thad exited at 5:00 pm on the dot again. This time I was glad to see him go. Straight after he left, I went and sat with Noelle.

“I’m sorry, you’ve had to put up with Thad’s disgraceful behaviour today,” I said. “I’ve spoken to him about it and asked him to apologise. Which I hope he has done?”

“We were busy this afternoon,” Noelle said.

“Thanks for sticking up for me,” Noelle continued gently touching my hand. “I really appreciate it.”

Noelle’s touch was soft and sent a shiver up my spine. I started getting lost in the darkness of her eyes. Perhaps, I had underestimated the impact she would have on a young guy. But it was a solid test for Thad. A real-world issue.

“Well no one should have to put up with that sort of abuse,” I said in a serious tone. “And please come to me immediately, if anything like it happens again.”

“So, show me what you’re working on,” I said thinking of a way to move her hand from mine. “You’ve been busy all day.”

“It’s the final design for the Deaf Society,” Noelle said turning excitedly to her computer. “The story is so powerful. I hope I’ve been able to craft that into the design.”

I looked through the work, astounded by the quality.

“Wow, I think you guys have nailed the brief,” I said with surprise. “You’ve hit all the hot buttons and the call to action is spot on. Where did you get these photos? They are so strong.”

“I set up a little photo booth,” Noelle said grabbing my elbow in excitement. “And I used my camera to capture them.”

“Your photographic skills are first-rate,” I said turning to remove her hand. “As good as anything our photographers would produce.”

“Thanks for the compliments,” Noelle said with a broad smile. “Photography is a passion of mine. But I’m only still learning.”

I was totally blown away by the work Noelle showed me. It was better than I would expect from any graduate, let alone an intern on day two.

As I sat at my desk, I couldn’t help but glance over at Noelle. Her brown hair had been released from the bow and flowed about her shoulders. She was stunning, yet so down to earth. It was like she didn’t know how beautiful she was. I had to admit, it took a decent ten-minutes for my boner to settle after her touch. And I got the feeling, she knew the impact she had on me, too.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


FRIDAY MORNING, I had my first one-on-one meeting with Thad.

“Well, we’ve had a rocky start,” I said. “But I hope you are clear on acceptable behaviour now?”

“Eye-eye captain,” Thad said with a smirk.

“Now your comment makes me feel like you’re not taking this seriously,” I said. “Do you want to get HR involved again?”

“No, Mr Roberts,” Thad said flippantly.

“Excellent,” I said. “Because I’d rather move on and chat about the work, rather than your poor behaviour.”

“But before we do,” I continued. “I want to make sure you’ve apologised to Noelle.”

“Done,” Thad immediately said.

“When did you do it?” I asked.

“Yesterday afternoon,” Thad replied.

I looked at Thad and said nothing. I saw him squirming in his seat.

“Oh, the apology to Noelle,” Thad said. “I’ll do it this morning.”

“Excellent,” I said. “Please let me know when it’s done.”

We covered a few other subjects before heading out to Noelle’s workstation.

Noelle had opted for a more casual outfit. A bright red singlet sat beneath a faded denim jacket. A matching denim skirt sat above her knee and highlighted her toned and tanned legs. Again, the black ankle boots completed the outfit. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail, highlighting her many ear piercings.

“Run me through the Deaf Society design please, Thad,” I asked.

“Thanks Hugh,” Thad replied. “Noelle, bring up the finished brochure design.”

“Sure thing, Mr Russell,” Noelle said.

That was weird. Why was she calling him that?

Thad spent the next ten minutes showing me the elements of the final design. He claimed credit for the concept and design work. In his mind, he had produced the whole thing. He even claimed credit for the photography.

“Well, it’s an excellent piece of work,” I said. “Which elements did Noelle work on?”

“She reviewed some items for me,” Thad said. “That’s about it.”

I didn’t want to put Noelle in between Thad and I, so didn’t mention our chat.

“Looking in the system, more than ninety percent of the work is showing as done by Noelle,” I said. “Are you sure about the work breakup?“

“The system must be wrong,” Thad said. “You can’t trust computers.”

I looked at Thad and remained silent.

“Oh, it’s probably because I let Noelle do the hands-on work,” Thad said. “While I instructed.”

“So, it was a team effort?” I said. “Is that what you’re saying?”

“I suppose you’d call it that,” Thad said begrudgingly. ”But the ideas are all mine.”

Later in the morning, I grabbed a brief coffee with Bronwyn.

“You know Thad lied out his arsehole, don’t you?” Bronwyn said. “He instructed Noelle to do the work and only bother him if mission critical.”

“Yeah, I know,” I said. “I need to manage him out of my team, but please keep an eye on Noelle until I do.”

“It’ll be my pleasure,” Bronwyn said. “She’s hard to ignore.”

“She’s well over 5ft 6in,” I replied. “Don’t make me fight you for her.”

“Enough time wasted on Thad,” I said. “How is Noelle going so far?”

“She’s a fucking gun,” Bronwyn said. “It’s like she’s been doing this shit for years.”

“How do you mean?” I asked. “Technically, or design wise?”

“All of it,” Bronwyn replied. “Nothing phases her.”

Bronwyn went on to describe the work Noelle had done with no support from Thad.

“Wow, impressive,” I said.

Then she gave me feedback on her technical and creative skills.

“She’s awesome,” Bronwyn commented with a cheeky smile. “I can see why you’re so excited by her.”

“That’s the feeling I got from sitting with her late afternoon,” I said.

“I think we should include her on Project Orca,” Bronwyn said. “She’d be a real asset. And as Account Manager, I’d love to see her on the team. Even though she’s only an intern.”

Bronwyn was right. We needed the best people on our flagship project. The discussion was definitely food for thought. Both on the Thad front, and the Noelle front. Bronwyn could also clearly see my growing attraction for Noelle. I needed to keep it under wraps.


CHAPTER SIX


WALKING INTO THE lunchroom, I noticed Noelle sitting by herself. I grabbed my meal and sat down at her table. Her face lit up the room at my arrival.

“Did Thad apologise for this dreadful behaviour yesterday?” I asked. “I told him to do so this morning.”

“He hasn’t spoken to me yet, today,” Noelle replied. “But perhaps he will this afternoon.”

“So, what are you working on now?” I said. “If you ever get short of work, come and see me.”

“Oh, I will,” said Noelle. ”He’s got me working on a secret mission critical project.”

“Which one?” I said. “I’m across all of them.”

“It’s for a new nightclub in Soho,” Noelle said. “The She Soho.”

I knew there were no projects in train for a nightclub. But wondered if Charles had asked for a favour, so didn’t pursue it.

“I’ll stop by later in the day and see how it’s coming along,” I said. “Can you send me a copy of the brief?”

In a flash I heard the ding of my email.

“I’m on a tight deadline with this one,” Noelle said. “Thad said end of the day, it has to be finished.”

Again, this set off flashing lights in my head. Something didn’t sound right.

“How are you settling into life in London?” I asked changing the subject. “Have you found a place to live yet?

“Yes, I’ve got a one-bedroom apartment in Croydon,” Noelle replied. “It’s only forty-five minutes away.”

“That was quick,” I said. “Do you have friends or family there?”

“No, but the university helped me find it,” Noelle said. “It’s smaller than I’m used to, but it’s fine just for me.”

“Well, we get together at the local watering hole on a Friday night,” I said. “I suppose Thad’s mentioned it. But we’d love to see you join us.”

“No, he hadn’t,” Noelle said. “I’d love to visit a real London pub. Which one is it?”

“The Windsor Castle in Kensington,” I said. “I can give you a lift if you like. I usually take Bronwyn, so it’s no trouble.”

“That would be lovely,” Noelle said lightly grabbing my elbow. “Give me five-minutes warning, and I’ll be ready to go.”

As soon as I returned to my desk, I was quickly beset by the issues of the day. I spent a few hours out and about the office again. It wasn’t until well into the afternoon that I returned to my desk. Around 4:30 pm all hell broke loose.

“Why are you doing private projects on your work computer, instead of what I assigned you?” Thad yelled at Noelle. “And you can’t have photos like that in the office. I don’t care if you are a lesbian. It’s not for the office.”

I walked outside to find a red-faced Noelle getting chastised by a red-faced Thad.

“What’s the issue here, Thad?” I asked. “Can we take this somewhere more private?”

“No, I’ve got it under control, thanks Hugh,” Thad replied. “No need to micro-manage.”

“Please take the chat somewhere private,” I said. “Other people in the office need to work.”

I saw Thad was performing for the office crowd.

“I’m sure, the rest of the office don’t need to hear about your issue,” I continued. “At least lower your voice to a reasonable level.”

Thad pondered on it and decided to go to a meeting room.

“Come with me,” Thad said. “Meeting Room 3. Now.”

Bronwyn immediately walked across to me.

“Thad has gone completely ape shit,” Bronwyn said. “He’s asked Noelle to do a design project for a lesbian bar. And when she’s done what was asked, he’s outed her. In front of everyone.”

I immediately moved to Meeting Room 3. I saw Thad verbally attacking Noelle. He stood over her yelling so loudly, his face was now turning purple. I walked in.

“Okay Thad,” I said. “What’s going on?”

“I’ve got it under control, Hugh,” Thad said. “Let me do my job.”

“You’ve created a scene,” I said. “So, now it’s my job.”

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“Well, Noelle has been working on a private project. It’s for a lesbian bar she frequents,” Thad replied. “And I’ve called her out on it.”

As Noelle had been in the country for less than 48 hours, Thad’s claim seemed ridiculous.

“And what are you doing to manage this?” I asked knowing he wouldn’t like the question.

“I’m telling her it’s not acceptable,” Thad replied.

“To me it sounds like you’re berating and abusing Noelle,” I said. “The facts are what we need to get to.”

“Noelle,” I said. “Is this the brief you sent me this morning?”

“Yes, it is,” Noelle said.

“Give me sixty seconds to look at the email,” I said.

I read the email. It was from Thad’s private email account to Noelle’s work email. I quickly looked up the private email account and verified it belonged to Thad. It was on his Facebook and LinkedIn accounts. I confirmed it was from him. I looked at the message. New project, urgent delivery, due by close of play, She Soho nightclub.

“Thad, did you send this email to Noelle?” I asked.

“What email?” Thad replied. “I know of no email.”

“It came from your email account,” I said. “Did you send it?”

“That doesn’t mean anything,” Thad said.

“Well then,” I said. “Aren’t you concerned your email has been hacked.”

Thad had nowhere to go and nowhere to hide.

“You’ve forced my hand here, Thad,” I said. “HR will be investigating this and there will likely be serious consequences. Now please head back to your desks and keep it civil until you are both contacted by HR.”

“This is bullshit,” Thad said. “That lesbian is trying to get my job.”

I opened the door and Noelle escaped back to her desk. HR were immediately engaged and within the hour, Thad was no longer my problem. I insisted Charles was brought in, to manage any fallback from the New York office. But there was none. It turns out they had gotten rid of Thad for the same reason, at the first opportunity.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“ARE YOU STILL interested in coming for a drink?” I asked Noelle around 5:30 pm. “You said you needed five-minutes notice.”

“I’m not sure if I’m up for it tonight,” Noelle replied. “It’s been a busy first three days.”

“That’s why we all need it,” Bronwyn chirped in. “It’ll help us wash away the week that was.”

Charles met the three of us at the pub.

“Noelle, please take my apology for the treatment you’ve received at the hands of Thad,” Charles said. “No-one should have to put up with that crap in their place of work.”

“Thank you for the kind words,” Noelle said. “It’s nice to see a company that believes what they say. And acts quickly, when things go astray.”

“Well Thad will be on a plane back to the USA this weekend,” Charles said. “I’ve spoken to my equivalent in New York. He is fully appraised on the situation, and the action taken.”

“Thanks for the support, Charles,” I said. “I know it’s a difficult one. And thanks for keeping your eyes and ears out Bronwyn. I owe you a drink or three.”

Charles left shortly after and I took the opportunity to buy the next round. While waiting at the bar, I heard a ruckus. I turned around to see Thad abusing Noelle and Bronwyn. I ran to help out.

“I knew you were a lesbian,” Thad yelled at Noelle. “I could tell by the way you looked at me. You’re a man hater. Especially real men, like me.”

“Thad, I think it’s time you left the girls alone,” I said standing between him and the girls.

“I told you they were lesbians,” Thad said. “So why are you sticking up for them?”

“Thad, I think you’ve said more than enough,” I said. “It’s time to move on.”

Thad took a swing in my direction. I ducked and pinned him to the table using his momentum.

“Now apologise to the girls,” I said. “Before you go.”

“Why should I apologise?” Thad said. “They’re man-hating lesbians.”

“Because you’re in the wrong,” I said. “And you’ve been making a habit of it all week.”

“That’s bullshit,” Thad said.

“We aren’t at work now,” I said. “Either you apologise, or you’ll be spending the weekend in jail.”

As I said it, the police arrived.

“This guy is drunk and was abusing these girls,” The Manager said. “And he took a swing at this gentleman, before he pinned him down.”

“Okay son,” The Police Officer said. “You’re coming with us.”

And, so things went from bad to worse for Thad. But at least he had somewhere new to spend the weekend.

“Wow, you were incredible,” Noelle said placing her hand on my shoulder. “That could have been ugly.”

“I’m sick of saying sorry for Thad,” I said. “But I’m confident that’ll be the last you see of him.”

“You did well, Squadron Leader Roberts,” Bronwyn chimed in. “But I could’ve taken him if you didn’t.”

“I can assure you this has been an exceptional week,” I said to Noelle. “We don’t normally come to blows until later in the month.”

“I’m glad I’ve got such a caring boss,” Noelle said. “One who truly gives a damn about his staff.”

“Well, I may be new to this management caper,” I said. “But I’ve seen a lot of stuff in my time.”

“You sound like a sixty-year-old at a gold watch ceremony,” Bronwyn added.

After a few more drinks, Bronwyn had to go. One last round.

“Why did Thad assume we were lesbians?” Noelle asked Bronwyn.

“Probably because someone told him I’m a lesbian,” Bronwyn replied. “It’s not common knowledge, but a few people know.”

“Wow, I wouldn’t have picked it,” Noelle said. “I’ll have to get some tips from you on the LGBT scene.”

“Don’t tell me you’re a lesbian too?” Bronwyn said with a welcoming smile. “I’m more than happy to help you out, anytime.”

“I’m not a lesbian,” Noelle said. “But I’m transgender.”

Bronwyn and I were both lost for words. I couldn’t believe my ears, or my luck. Bronwyn spoke first. At my expense of course.

“You’re on a roll, Hugh,” Bronwyn said. “So, not only did you have the hots for me, a lesbian, when I first started. Now you have the hots for a transgender, Noelle, too.”

“I assumed you guys all knew,” Noelle said. “It’s on my HR forms.”

“No, it’s news to both of us,” I said. “But hey, that has nothing to do with your ability to do the job.”

“Well, I’ve been promising to go for the last thirty minutes,” Bronwyn said. “And I’ve got cats to get home to.”

By now it was 7:30 pm. It felt unfair to let Noelle head home by herself.

“How about I give you a lift home?” I said. “It’ll be much quicker and safer than the train.”

“I don’t want to impose,” Noelle said. “But if you are offering, I wouldn’t say no.”

“What’s your plan for dinner?” I asked on the way home. “Do you want me to stop somewhere on the way?”

“I’ve got a fridge full of instant dinners,” Noelle replied. “So, not unless you want to get something for yourself.”

“Do you like Italian?” I asked. “I know a ripper little place in Croydon.”

“Sounds lovely,” Noelle replied.

I felt after the week Noelle had been through, she may need help to feel comfortable in London. I didn’t want to lose her. Not now Thad had departed, and we were a man down. Especially as she was so talented.

“I hope you give DS Design a second chance,” I said.

As I sat across the table from Noelle, I marvelled at her beauty. I had no inkling she was transgender. I found her extremely attractive. And I wasn’t quite sure what that meant. But I felt a bolt of electricity run through me with each touch. She was stunning and just a glance of her smile made my pants grow tight.

Noelle crossed her legs and started bouncing her leg. With each move, she lightly grazed my pants. It got me quite horny.

Perhaps what Bronwyn said was right. Maybe, my radar wasn’t tuned towards the average girl. I seemed to be attracted to something different from the average. And there was no way Noelle looked average.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


WITH THAD GONE from the agency, I was now managing Noelle directly. I called a stand-up meeting first thing in the morning to assess progress. We met at Noelle’s desk. From the second I saw Noelle that morning, I knew my attraction hadn’t subsided.

“How was your weekend,” I asked. “No visits from Thad, I hope?”

“No, I explored Croydon and wasn’t hassled once,” she replied.

“Well, I hope you got plenty of rest because this week will be full on,” I said.

“I slept in both days,” Noelle said. “So, I’m raring to go.”

Noelle was a real little ray of sunshine. She wore a bright yellow silk shirt with a floral skirt and brown ankle boots with white lace-topped socks. Her hair was loose and blown out. And her bright red lipstick called kiss me. Very loudly.

“What work do you have carried over?” I asked.

“The archiving of the Deaf Society project, including photography tagging, and whatever you want me to do with Thad’s special project,” Noelle replied. “About three-hours work.”

“Good, I’ll set up a master project file for Project Donkey, Thad’s project,” I said. “Else, you know where to file the Deaf Society material.”

“We’ll be starting on a new project later this morning,” I said. “So, it should work out well.”

“Who’s the project for?” Noelle asked.

“Bronwyn will be scheduling the kick-off meeting soon,” I replied. “And she’ll run through all the details. Let’s just say it’ll be full on for the next month. I hope you don’t mind working a little overtime. Keep a record, and we’ll chat about some time off in lieu.”

“No, I’m happy working as many hours as needed,” Noelle said. “It would be helpful to get added credit for my course.”

“Two other things,” I said. “You’ll report directly to me. And we’re going to be short-staffed. So, we’ll be working closely together.”

“I look forward to it,” Noelle said touching my hand. “I think I’ll learn a lot.”

Noelle’s touch still sent a bolt of electricity through me. I quickly moved my hand away, as I felt my pants straining against my cock.

“We’re sorted,” I said. “See you late morning. Grab me if you need help.”

Bronwyn called the meeting for 11:00 am.

“Welcome to the Project Orca team and kick-off meeting,” Bronwyn said. “This project will challenge us as a team and individually.”

Bronwyn went on to describe the client, the brief and the timeline. It was to be our first project using an Agile approach. So, we had new ways of working to learn, as well as a challenging brief.

We needed to deliver TV ads, print media, online media, social media and public relations posts. The project would include team members from right across the agency, as well as the client. This would be a wonderful learning experience for all of us.

We had exactly five days to get the concept developed and ready for the client.

“I know the timeline sounds tough,” Bronwyn said. “But we need to put the team ahead of the individual. If you fall behind, let me know immediately. And help will be provided.”

I suggested Noelle and I have a working lunch to clarify our plan of attack.

“I hope Bronwyn’s presentation gave you the big picture?” I said struggling to focus on the task instead of Noelle. “Let’s start with the content.”

“It sounds like an exciting project creatively,” Noelle said trying to hide her excitement. “Plenty of room for me to get a broad range of experience.”

“Let’s get a room and look closely at the first task,” I said. “I didn’t mean get a room the way it sounded.”

“Maybe I need to get HR involved again,” Bronwyn interjected laughing.

“No, I knew what you mean,” Noelle said smiling.

In no time we had a grand plan, followed by a weekly plan and a daily plan. We were ready to start.

“Let’s get stuck into our assignments,” I said. “And meet at 4:30 pm each afternoon to discuss progress. That’ll prepare us for the project stand-up meetings each morning.”

“See you at 4:30 pm,” Noelle said.

Noelle had a skip in her step as she left the meeting room. Her dress swayed around her knees as she headed back to her desk. I struggled to take my eyes off her as she walked.

“Are you trying to see her cock?” Bronwyn whispered in my ear. “Your erection is showing.”

“You’re a comedian now, are you?” I said. “Drop the workload onto us, then run around cracking jokes.”

“To what do I owe this visit?” I continued. “I don’t usually see you this far from your phone. Is it business, or pleasure?”

“Well, now I’ve landed the whale,” Bronwyn said. “I’ve gotta ensure we turn it into $300 per gram Sushi.”

“Are you checking in with me?” I asked. “Or checking up on me?”

“I’m checking in,” Bronwyn replied. “Can you please send me a copy of your plan? I’d like to use it as a template for the other teams.”

“Well delegated,” I said. “You learn quickly, don’t you? No problems. You’ll have it by 4:30 pm.”

“Also, I’ve heard our photographer is off to the doctor,” Bronwyn said. “So, you may need to consider a Plan B.”

“Have you still got your camera,” I asked smiling. “You always were my Plan B.”

“You’re gonna have to accept we are never gonna happen,” Bronwyn replied pointing to the two of us. “You need to move on.”

“I’m sure it’s only a phase,” I said. “You’ll come knocking on my door. Just don’t leave it too late.”


CHAPTER NINE


TUESDAY MORNING, BRONWYN called a project meeting first up.

“Everything was running smoothly day one,” Bronwyn said. “Up until our photographer, Libby, got taken off to hospital.”

“Is it serious?” I asked.

“Appendix burst,” Bronwyn replied. “So, she’ll recover. In around two weeks.”

My mind instantly turned to the project plan.

“But we need her photos for the concept design,” I said. “It’s impossible to develop scale and colour without the hero content.”

“Yep, that’s why we’re talking about it,” Bronwyn said. “Now Hugh has put together an excellent project plan, and clearly Libby’s absence will put us ‘completely in the shit’.”

Everyone waited for Bronwyn to continue and suggest the solution. Waiting, waiting, waiting.

“Are we after a photographer?” I asked. “Or do we need equipment and the like?”

“We have the equipment ready to go,” Bronwyn replied. “And the talent is all booked.”

“I’m happy to do the photography,” Noelle said. “If it will help.”

All members of the project team looked to Noelle. She was new, and an intern. But here was Noelle volunteering to be put under the gun on the biggest project we’d ever run.

“Do you have experience with fashion shoots?” Bronwyn asked. “It’s going to be a runway simulation.”

“Sure, I’ve done freelance work at Fashion Week in Australia,” Noelle replied before having deep photography discussions with Bronwyn.

“Can I see a sample of your work?” Bronwyn asked. “From the fashion show, I mean.”

Cool as a cucumber, Noelle attached her laptop to the screen. She ran through a folder of over two-hundred stunning photos.

“Is this the type of thing you were looking for?” Noelle replied.

“Yes,” Bronwyn said. “Exactly what I needed to see.”

“The models are getting $10,000 for the day,” Bronwyn continued. “So, you need to be comfortable with the pressure.”

“I’m comfortable if you are,” Noelle said. “But I won’t be offended if you use someone else.”

“Right now, I think you are our best solution,” Bronwyn said. “And I’m sure we’ll get some benefits in having the design team involved in the content creation.”

I was impressed with Noelle’s confidence as well as her willingness to help out. This was a massive ask. And I made a note to chat to Bronwyn about some form of thanks for going above and beyond.

“Well, that’s the plan for the day,” Bronwyn said. “Don’t let me hold you up any longer.”

Twelve project team members instantly dispersed to all corners of the office.

Bronwyn signalled for me to chat after the meeting.

“I’m impressed with your new hire,” Bronwyn said with a smile. “She seems to be the complete package.”

“I’ll need to help out with the design work,” I said. “But if you can mentor her on the photography, I’ll do the same for the design.”

“If she produces anything close to the photos she showed us, I’ll be ecstatic,” Bronwyn said. “And we’ll owe her big time.”

“I was thinking of that,” I said. “I’d like to offer her a travel voucher for helping out.”

“Excellent suggestion,” Bronwyn said. “I’ll kick in $1,000 if she delivers.”

“I’ll match it,” I said. “It would have cost us ten times as much in the open market.”

For the rest of the week Bronwyn and I had shared custody of Noelle. It was an amicable settlement. The importance of the photography work meant Bronwyn got first priority. When she wasn’t working on photos, Noelle and I worked through the concept designs for television, print media, social media and much more. It was a massive project, but one with a strong and positive vibe. All memories of Thad had well-and-truly been expunged.

Thursday morning, Bronwyn and I had our regular coffee catchup.

“I’m surprised to see a smile on your face,” I said to Bronwyn. “I thought the stress would have worn you down by now.”

“Believe it or not, the work is coming together brilliantly,” Bronwyn said. “Your Noelle is a gun.”

“Well, that’s a relief,” I said. “Given she’s gone over and above, I’d be pissed if it went pear-shaped.”

“We’ll have the final content ready for review tomorrow afternoon,” Bronwyn said. “So, leave time free around 2:30 pm.”

“I’m more than a little excited to see what you’ve come up with,” I said. “Can’t wait to get my hands on it. And get Noelle back.”

I didn’t want to admit it to Bronwyn, but I missed Noelle’s gorgeous smile and stunning body distracting my workday.

“You’ve got quite the crush on Noelle, haven’t you?” Bronwyn said. “I can read you like a book.”

“Don’t be jealous,” I said. “It’s not a good look on you.”

By the time Friday’s review meeting rolled around, Bronwyn smiled like a Cheshire cat. It was obvious she was more than happy with the finished content. And she couldn’t wait to show it off.

“Well, it’s been a lot of work, but I think you’re going to agree it’s all been worth it,” Bronwyn said.

Bronwyn led a two-hour review while Noelle ran the technology.

Noelle looked stunning in a white cotton top laced up the middle. With off the shoulder sleeves, and a bare midriff, her tan was confirmed as all over. A white cotton dress barely covered her white panties. If you looked hard enough, you saw them underneath. A pair of white 4-inch stiletto tie-up sandals completed the outfit.

“Wow, your work is outstanding,” I said shaking my head in disbelief. “I’m struggling to think how it could be improved.”

“Wait until you see the group shot,” Bronwyn said. “Noelle, please skip to the last shot.”

“The photography is stunning,” I said. “And who is the model with her back to the camera. She steals the show,”

“Thanks Hugh,” Noelle interjected. “We were one short. So, I stood in for that shot.”

I felt myself turning a bright shade of red. This was exactly what I didn’t need. Noelle’s first three days, she was harassed by Thad. Now she’s been harassed by her new boss. And I was trying hard to keep my attraction for Noelle under wraps.

“I took the photo,” Bronwyn said. “It’s the only one. But Noelle did all the setup for it. But I don’t blame you for salivating. Some might say it’s her best angle.”

“I’m so glad you like the photos,” Noelle said placing her hand softly on my arm. “It means so much coming from you.”

“Well, we have wonderful content to get creative with,” I said trying to ignore my faux pas. “Looks like we’re on-track for concept at the end of next week.”

“Sounds like beer o’clock is calling,” Bronwyn said. “Can you give Noelle and me a lift?”

“It’s the least I can do.” I said.

On the way to the car, I’d worded up Bronwyn about the $2,000 travel voucher.

“Noelle, in recognition of your over-and-above efforts this week,” I said with a raised glass. “We decided to give you a little bonus from both of us.”

“Wow, that’s so generous of you,” Noelle said hugging me. “You didn’t have to. I was happy to help out.”

“No, you got us out of a hole,” I said. “And we wanted you to know how much we appreciate it.”

“I’ll use it for a trip to Milan,” Noelle said. “Now I need to find someone to go with me.”

“Hugh has relatives in Como,” Bronwyn interjected. “He knows Milan really well. I’m sure he’d love to go with you.”

What had Bronwyn signed me up for? How could I say no?


CHAPTER TEN


MONDAY MORNING, I had a one-on-one with Noelle. Her choice of white singlet and brown leather skirt made it hard for me to focus.

“We needed to get the concept work planned,” I said. “This will be another massive week.”

“But, if we deliver it this week,” I said. “Next week-end, with the public holiday on the Monday, could be a well-deserved break for all.”

“I’m looking forward to a design challenge,” Noelle said. “Photography is fun, but design is my career.”

“Let’s kick this one off hard,” I said. “And drive towards the Friday afternoon client presentation.”

“Do you have plans for the long weekend?” Noelle asked.

“I never know when I’ll need to work,” I replied. “So, nothing in the diary.”

“Cool, I’ll book our trip to Milan, if the client likes the presentation?” Noelle said putting her hand on my shoulder.

Noelle hadn’t mentioned the Milan trip since Bronwyn proposed it. And I wasn’t chasing her up on it. I’d hoped she forgotten about it.

Work on the concept design started immediately. And Noelle was driven to get this done on time. We booked out a meeting room for the week. I threw suggestions up on a whiteboard, while Noelle turned them into magic on the computer. Her technical skills were insane, while her creative skills rivalled mine.

“Hey that looks shit-hot,” Bronwyn said during a drop-in meeting later in the afternoon. “You’ve two make an awesome couple. Sorry partnership.”

I knew Bronwyn wouldn’t ‘blow our tires up’ for no reason. It wasn’t her style.

“I’d be booking a place close to the Duomo in Milano if I were you,” Bronwyn said with a cheeky smile.

Tuesday, we made excellent progress. Everything was on-track for the end of week presentation. Until Bronwyn called an emergency meeting the next morning.

“I’ve come straight from a progress meeting with the client,” Bronwyn said. “They are incredibly excited by what I’ve shown them to date.”

“Then, why the emergency meeting?” I said. “Surely, not to tell us that.”

“Well, here’s the thing,” Bronwyn continued. “The Vice President of European Operations is visiting London on Thursday. So, we’ve been asked to pull forward the design presentation.”

“And you said yes, by the sounds of things?” I asked.

“I told the client I’d see what was possible,” Bronwyn replied.

“So, is it possible?” Bronwyn said.

“When do you need to confirm?” I asked.

“Given it’s the VP,” Bronwyn replied. “By lunchtime.”

“Come back and see us then,” I said.

The challenge had become almost impossible. We couldn’t throw more people at it. And we couldn’t work longer hours and maintain the quality. The lunchtime deadline had arrived.

“What should I tell them?” Bronwyn said. “Thumbs up or down?”

I looked at Noelle. She worked incredibly hard to meet the deadline and get a weekend away. It was touch and go, but we couldn’t afford to perform poorly.

“If you can reduce the print media scope,” I said. “We can do it.”

I looked to Noelle and her face lit up with a broad smile. That alone made it worth it.

“Let’s make sure I don’t regret that call,” I said.

By Thursday afternoon, we were in perfect shape. The presentation was done, and we’d run through it several times. We were ready.

“The concept is brilliant,” the Vice President said after the presentation. “I can see why you wanted me to see it.”

With a plan to finish off minor touches on Friday, the weekend was ours.

Thursday night my tickets to Milan arrived in my Inbox. We were heading out of Gatwick Airport at 5:00 pm and arriving in Milan before 8:00 pm. A two-hour flight, but we lost an hour on the way over.

“This is happening,” I said to myself nervously.

Friday morning, I arrived at the office early. I had my bag packed and in my car. Noelle had arrived early too, but instead of seeing her at the desk, there were two gigantic bright red suitcases.

I grabbed Bronwyn for a coffee and walked into the lunchroom. I nearly fell over a table the moment I stepped inside the door.

“Noelle looks dressed for action,” Bronwyn said. “And by action, I mean the nocturnal type.”

We grabbed our coffees and took a table near the window.

Noelle wore a white silk see-through blouse and a black pair of leather pants tucked into a pair of black 5-inch stiletto ankle boots. Under her blouse was a white laced bra, which was completely visible.

“I thought it might be cold,” Noelle said walking over to us. “So, I wore my warmest outfit.”

“Looks like she came prepared for a visit to the Hellfire Club,” Bronwyn whispered to me. “I hope you packed your chaps?”

“Very funny,” I said mocking a laugh. “She’s dressed for winter.”

“And judging from your expression,” Bronwyn said. “You are winter.”

The day passed quickly. Everything that needed finishing got done. So, at 3:00 pm Noelle and I hit the road for Gatwick.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


THE PLANE DEPARTED and arrived on time. A quick taxi trip, and we stood in reception at the Park Hyatt Milano.

“Miss Noelle Stuart and Mr Hugh Roberts checking in,” Noelle said. “The booking is under Noelle Stuart.”

“Ah, yes Miss Stuart, welcome to Italy, Milan and the Park Hyatt,” the Receptionist said. “You are staying three nights with us?”

“This is a beautiful place,” I whispered to Noelle while the Receptionist worked the computer. “Looks expensive.”

“Well, there’s no point being in Milano unless you do it properly,” Noelle said.

“The room is, how you say,” the Receptionist started.

“Feel free to speak Italian,” Noelle interjected.

What transpired next I couldn’t understand. It seemed Noelle was as fluent in Italian as she was in English. After a few laughs and a lengthy discussion, the Receptionist handed Noelle a key.

“Enjoy your stay,” the Receptionist said.

We left the luggage and headed for the lifts.

“They’ve upgraded us to a suite,” Noelle said. “It’s got a wonderful view of the Duomo di Milano.”

“That’ll be amazing at night,” I said. “I can’t wait to see it.”

I had to admit hearing Noelle speak Italian had worked on me like an aphrodisiac. My pants were tight. I needed to relieve myself.

“I can’t wait to get to the room,” Noelle said gently touching my arm. “I’ve booked us a table at a nearby restaurant for 9:30 pm.”

“Sounds wonderful,” I said with a smile. “That’ll give us an hour to get settled and ready.”

As the elevator doors opened, I saw but a few rooms on the floor.

“Are we both staying on this floor?” I asked.

“I decided to go with one room to keep costs down,” Noelle said. “I hope it’s alright?”

I didn’t expect those words to come from her mouth.

“The Receptionist said it’s a suite, didn’t she?” I asked cautiously. “I’m sure there’ll be room for both of us.”

“I think she said the Honeymoon Suite. My Italian is a little rusty,” Noelle replied with a smile. “But I’m sure the bed won’t be too small.”

I assumed Noelle was joking.

“Here it is,” Noelle said. “Room 1403.”

Noelle opened the door and stood across the doorway, blocking my entry.

“Now close your eyes,” Noelle said. “I want to surprise you with the view.”

I wasn’t quite sure but played along. Noelle took out the eye mask from the flight and placed it over my head.

“No peaking, Hugh,” Noelle said. “I promise, what you see will be breathtaking.”

Noelle led me into the room and sat me on a lounge.

“Keep your eyes closed, while I get it opened up and ready,” Noelle said. “Promise me.”

“I promise” I said. “But I’m expecting wonderful things now.”

“Oh, I don’t think you’ll be disappointed,” Noelle said.

I heard rustling for a few minutes and doors being opened.

“You can open your eyes now,” Noelle said taking off the blindfold.

It took my eyes a few seconds to adjust to the dim light. But when I did, I had to agree with Noelle.

“Wow, you were right,” I said. “The outlook is extraordinary.”

“I’m so glad you like it,” Noelle said from behind me. “Here, walk out onto the balcony area with me.”

I looked across at Noelle and nearly fell over. She wore a black see-through baby doll and black 5-inch stiletto ankle boots. I clearly saw her nipples underneath the lingerie and her 4-inch flaccid uncircumcised cock hung an inch below the nightgown. She looked stunning.

“I wanted to make this a visit we would always remember,” Noelle said. “I hope you like what you see.”


CHAPTER TWELVE


NOELLE HELD MY hand. And I wasn’t letting go.

“You are more stunning than the view,” I said. “I now know what perfection looks like.”

I pulled Noelle close and kissed her passionately. As we kissed, I felt her erect nipples press against me and her cock spring to action.

I dropped my hand to her breasts, tweaking and pinching them to full blossom. I kissed my way down Noelle’s neck and chest before sucking and biting her nipples.

“I’m so happy you’re here with me,” Noelle moaned. “There’s no-one I’d rather be with.”

While continuing to work Noelle’s breasts I dropped one hand slowly down her body until I reached the bottom of the baby doll.

With Noelle’s cock mere inches away, I gently teased my way around the bottom of the lingerie. First moving along to the left, then to the right. I heard Noelle getting more excited at the expectation of my hand on her cock.

“I can’t wait any longer,” I said.

I reached down and gently stroked Noelle’s cock with the back of my hand. It sprang into action, the second I made contact.

“Well, you like that,” I said. “Then, you’re gonna love this.”

I dropped to my knees and placed one hand on Noelle’s ball sack and one hand on her cock. Her cock was less than an inch from my lips and growing with each stroke. The smell of rose perfume filled my nostrils.

I leant forward and placed a kiss on the tip of Noelle’s cock, before opening my mouth wide and plunging my gaping mouth over her 6-inch throbbing member. I continued to work her lovely shaved ball sack with one hand while I worked her shaft with the other. My mouth bobbed up and down to a solid rhythm. I heard Noelle’s breathing hasten.

“You taste so delicious,” I said. “I don’t want to rush.”

I changed the pace to maintain Noelle’s pleasure but not push her over the edge. I enjoyed giving her pleasure as much as she enjoyed receiving it.

“I can’t hold on,” Noelle screamed. “I’m gonna blow.”

I knew that was the signal for long deep strokes and prepared for the flood to come. While my hand stroked, I sucked and used my tongue to add the final excitement.

Instantly, Noelle’s cock quivered and let go a flood of come straight into the back of my throat. I wasn’t sure if I could manage it all but didn’t want to waste a drop of her precious fluids.

“Fuck, that was incredible,” Noelle said. “Where did you learn to do that?”

I stood and embraced Noelle. I kissed her deeply and liberally shared her fluids.

“You bring out the best in me,” I said. “I’m not sure where it came from. Pure animal instinct.”

“Well, let me return the favour,” Noelle said pushing me back onto the lounge. “But I want to feel you inside me.”

Noelle dropped to her knees. She reached out and wrapped her red painted fingernails around my flaccid cock. I felt myself go hard in an instant. Now my eight inches was ready for the excitement to come.

I looked into her chocolate brown eyes as I saw her pouty red lips envelop my cock. Her touch was skilled. With tongue and lips double teaming the head of my cock.

“You have such a beautiful cock,” Noelle said. “It’s gonna fit in me perfectly.”

The pleasure Noelle provided made it hard for me to sit upright. I gave in to dizziness and lent back to let her work her magic.

Noelle lubricated the end of my cock with her spit and did the same to her arse.

“Prepare to be mounted soldier,” she said.

Facing me, Noelle knelt on the couch either side of me. With lubrication applied to her arse and with her hand on my cock, Noelle slowly lowered her sphincter onto my rod. Her arse was tight at first, but quickly loosened to let my cock enter her. A little at first, then some more and more again until finally my cock was fully consumed by her rear cavern.

I was now looking at Noelle and saw extreme pleasure written across her gorgeous face. Once tightly attached, Noelle gently bounced up and down.

“You are so big,” Noelle said. “Nobody’s ever reached where you get.”

I was a mere passenger as she drove my cock deeper and deeper with each thrust. Her uncut cock bobbed up and down with each thrust, while her breasts bounced.

It’s hard to describe the pleasure of her actions. It was like nothing I had experienced in my life. Tighter than a pussy, but somehow much more fulfilling to the both of us. Her rhythm varied by the second. Faster to slower. And the depth of stroke varied too.

“Go deeper,” she moaned. “I want it all inside me.”

And each time I was fully inserted, a broad smile of pure joy showed across Noelle’s face.

I reached out my hands and placed them on Noelle’s hips. I guided her rhythm until I was on the edge of ecstasy.

“I’m gonna come in your arse,” I screamed. “I can’t hold it any longer.”

Noelle didn’t skip a beat. She rode me hard until I was about to explode.

As Noelle hit full insertion, I felt my cock unload a river of warm fluid deep into her arse. I pulled her down onto me. Her eyes rolled back with joy. I never felt so close to anyone before. I held her for what seemed like twenty minutes. Kissing her deeply and enjoying being inside this amazing woman.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


WE NEVER MADE it to dinner that first night in Milan. We ordered from the room service menu, instead. And when the meal arrived, the room service waiter ended up leaving the meal outside the door. I never wanted that night with Noelle to end. I learned more in eight hours of love making, than I had in my previous twenty-four years.

We eventually explored the suite. And it was truly awesome. With indoor and outdoor spas, there were plenty of opportunities to cuddle up in private. The external balcony was more like a room itself. In addition to the spa was a coffee table and chairs, plus a generous courtyard with small garden. Sitting atop the hotel, the balcony also had breath taking views of the Milan cityscape.

Our room actually was the Honeymoon Suite. In addition to a heart-shaped king-sized bed, there were other hints. For instance, the television couldn’t be seen from the bed. It was located in the lounge area. Not that we contemplated turning it on. There were also twin basins and the spas were both twins. It was a wonderful room and one we would revisit again, another time.

Noelle and I ‘fucked like rabbits’ all weekend. Well, for the most part. The pent-up sexual tension was insane. And I more than made up for my recent dry spell. Well two weeks is a dry spell, at my age. Noelle was a wonderful lover and introduced me to the full gamut of benefits a transgender woman can offer. She was attractive, smart, funny and sexy. Everything I wanted in a partner, and more.

We did leave the room for a few hours on the Sunday. I took Noelle on a shopping trip. I wanted to buy her genuine Italian lingerie to remember the visit by. Luckily, I insisted on buying several sets, as my favourites got a solid workout during the following few days. I also bought her an outfit to wear back at work. Whenever she wore it, I knew what she had underneath and that I was on her mind.


MY OTHER BOOKS!




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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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 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?


LOVE INTEREST
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What would happen if a television show put the storyline in the hands of the fans? How far would producers go to reflect fan feedback?

Jake Clark has just landed his dream job. Following in the footsteps of his famous uncle, Jake successfully pitches his TV show, ‘Love Interest’, to the network Executives. At thirty years old, he writes and stars in a prime-time network TV series, while his uncle directs.

An experienced actor, Jake is a novice writer with an innovative idea. Jake has committed to reflect fan feedback into the storyline in a ‘choose your own adventure’ way. His script starts with a love quadrangle between his four lead actors, Jake, his pageant queen girlfriend Britney, his best friend Andre, and a stunning trans woman he meets on a bucks-night, Eve.

But once the show starts and the fan feedback comes in, the story heads in an unpredicted and unfamiliar direction. One that both challenges Jake and fails to impress Britney. Determined to be true to his vision, Jake passionately writes the story to reflect fan feedback. But his ignorance puts the show at risk, until Eve leads him on a journey of self-discovery.

If you love television shows like ’30 Rock’, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘Love Interest’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Jake be able to stay true to fan sentiment or will his limitations and actor dissension put success of the show at risk?


MILE HIGH CLUB - BANGKOK (BKK)

[image: ]

Have you ever wondered what the crew of a Private Jet gets up to during a week-long layover in Bangkok?

Ken Turner has just landed his dream job. Straight out of the air force, Ken is a handsome 25yo African American who has never left the US. He has been recruited as Co-Pilot, flying a Private Jet for a Silicon Valley entrepreneur. Now the learning curve really begins.

Ken’s first trip is to Thailand, where the crew is based in Bangkok for a week. That gives him ample downtime to have some fun in the nightlife capital of the world. A lamb in a cage of wolves, Ken is naive and doesn’t even know what a ladyboy is.

Viking-esque pilot (Bo) views his job as not just to fly the plane, but to help his young offsider to truly experience each destination. And he enlists Miss Patsy and the Alcazar Cabaret girls to handle Ken’s education, first hand. But gorgeous VIP Flight Attendant (Kimberley) has vowed to keep Ken out of trouble.

If you like transgender romance stories with an equal dose of action and heart, then you’ll love ‘Mile High Club - Bangkok (BKK). The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Kimberley successfully steer Ken away from the forbidden fruit, or will Bo provide Ken with an eye-opening, and perhaps life-changing, experience?


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 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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