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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“FLETCHER, THE BOSS wants you in his office,” my manager, Barry, said.

“When?” I asked.

“Ten minutes ago. Move,” Barry replied.

I locked my laptop and prepared myself for the worst.

“Yes, come in, Robert. Please take a seat,” the boss said.

“Thank you, Mr Hinson. What can I help you with?” I said.

“When you worked on that banking project in Toronto, did you model ATM demand?” Mr Hinson asked.

“Yes, sir. Branches, ATMs and Internet banking across the whole of Canada,” I replied.

“What are you working on at the minute?” Mr Hinson asked.

“I’m just about to join the Intel assignment,” I replied.

“And you live alone here in Boston, don’t you?” Mr Hinson asked.

“Yes, sir. I have an apartment in Beacon Hill,” I replied.

“Congratulations, Robert. You’ll be working in Glasgow for the next three months,” Mr Hinson said.

“Sorry, sir,” I said.

“The UK office has lost a modeller at the eleventh hour. You will replace her,” Mr Hinson said.

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir,” I said, trying unsuccessfully to hide my excitement.

After two years working out of Boston, supporting assignments with many of the country’s leading organisations, I finally got the nod to work overseas. And not merely Canada or Mexico. Somewhere completely out of my time zone. In Europe, or close enough, anyway. This was my reason for entering management consulting. To travel the world and work on the toughest problems global businesses could throw at me.

“No time to dillydally, Robert. Your plane leaves in less than twenty-four hours. Grace will organise travel and accommodation,” Mr Hinson said.

“Yes, sir. Thank you again, sir,” I said, as I headed to Grace’s desk.

Grace expected me. After asking me a few questions, my phone dinged with an incoming email. Airline tickets, hotel vouchers, invites to kick-off meetings, pre-reading. The list went on and on.

“You got four options for accommodation,” Grace said.

“Book me in the same hotel as the project lead,” I said.

“You realise you’ll be there for three months,” Grace said.

“I’ll make it work,” I said.

With my bags packed, I forwarded my mail and stored my car. After advising family and friends of my impending departure, I headed to bed. The idea of the last sleep in my bed for three months somehow excited me. Unable to fall asleep, I logged into the project work group and checked out the team, client and assignment.

Working at head office for the Royal Bank of Edinburgh, I would be part of a four-person team responsible for reviewing a global customer service model. With offices in seventeen countries and varying regulatory frameworks to work within, it was clear this would not be a simple assignment. But the team appeared experienced, the scoping work comprehensive, and I saw no reason success wasn’t awaiting my arrival.

Fergus McDonald, the firm’s Scotland office principal, was to lead the project. In his mid-thirties and prematurely greying, Fergus knew the client and the Scottish business environment better than anyone. Cassie Johnson, project lead, was flying in from New York around the same time as me. Although born in Scotland, Cassie had spent the best part of ten years working out of the New York office. In her early thirties and attractive, her profile included success after success. She appeared destined for a big promotion really soon.

Sarah Shah, the other associate consultant, was London based. Having moved from the Delhi office a year earlier, she appeared to be a modelling whizz. And at just one year older than me, her profile pegged her as a star on the rise. And I wasn’t sure if she was a model or had simply gotten professional photos taken. But her smile was incredible. With dark eyes and perfect cheekbones, her photo took my breath away. It appeared we had the A-team on this assignment. And with working with a couple of babes in another time zone, my hopes were high for exciting extracurricular time as well.

“Welcome to the team, Robert. Is everything organised for your travel?” Fergus messaged.

“Hi Fergus. Yes, all is booked. I leave tomorrow morning at 10:00 am and arrive in Edinburgh on Friday afternoon at 4:00 pm,” I responded.

“Safe travels. I’ll catch up with you at our office on Monday morning at 7:30 am,” Fergus messaged.

My phoned immediately dinged with a meeting invite from Fergus. I liked his message before another message grabbed my attention.

“Hi Robert, Cassie here. Looks like we are staying at the same hotel. I’ll message you when I arrive in Edinburgh on Friday. We can catch up for dinner,” Cassie messaged.

“Hey Cassie. Sounds like a plan. Look forward to meeting you tomorrow,” I responded, as my phone dinged again.

“Hey Robert, Sarah here. Wonderful to have you on the team. Your experience looks invaluable. I’d love to hear about the work you did with the Bank of Canada. I’ll be arriving on Monday morning. Catch up with you then,” Sarah messaged.

“Hi Sarah, I’d be happy to walk you through the model we developed for the Bank of Canada. Hopefully, it can fast track the work for this assignment. See you Monday morning,” I responded.

Within thirty minutes, I’d been connected to all members of my team, and everyone seemed friendly and highly capable. Plans were in place for the assignment kick-off, and I’d soon meet the girls in the flesh, so to speak. And while Cassie wasn’t my number one choice based on the photos, spending time with her on the weekend sounded like a great start to building team dynamics for the three months ahead.

Almost ten hours in the air provided the perfect opportunity to read through the assignment proposal. While it followed a similar brief to the Bank of Canada assignment, the markets, systems, and regulatory requirements were completely different. I would not become an expert in ten hours, but wanted to avoid saying something stupid on my first day. As the junior member of the team, I didn’t expect to be called upon during the first few days. But there was a chance I’d be asked for an opinion given my relevant prior experience.

From the curb, the hotel could have featured in a period drama. With a limestone facade, slate roof and dormer windows, the eight story building was best described as grand. And apart from appearing two hundred years younger, the interior, with its dark cherry wood feature panels and crisp white walls and ceiling, only reinforced that I wasn’t in the USA any longer. After dropping my bags, I headed out for a walk, both to enjoy some fresh air, and check out the client’s office. Well, from the outside anyway.

My phone dinged with a message as I approached the hotel. I scanned the windows to check if Cassie had spotted me walking back in.

“I’ve arrived safely. Are you up for dinner?” Cassie messaged.

“Sure, sounds good to me. Give me ten minutes,” I responded.

A thumbs up signalled Cassie was good with the plan.


CHAPTER TWO


KNOWING THAT FIRST impressions count, I showered, freshened myself up, and dressed in my best casual clothes before heading down to meet Cassie at reception. Wearing an Emerald-green long-sleeved Ralph Lauren polo shirt, I paired it with stone-coloured cotton pants, held up with a brown belt, and sitting a couple of inches above my dark brown lace up brogues. A three-day growth and sunglasses reinforced a confident, yet relaxed, weekend vibe.

“Hey Rob, great to meet you in person,” Cassie said, holding out her hand.

“Hi Cassie. I didn’t recognise you from the photo,” I said, taking the shake as offered.

“I used an old photo, taken when I had long hair, for my profile. I don’t want everyone to know I’m a lesbian before they meet me,” Cassie said.

Well, there it was. Cassie dropped off the list right away.

“The hotel is well located. What room are you in?” I asked.

“I’m in 402,” Cassie replied after pulling out her key.

“Top floor for me. Room 805,” I said.

“At least my nocturnal activities won’t keep you awake,” Cassie said, smiling.

“Where should we eat?” I asked.

“Why not here in the hotel? The restaurant has the perfect vantage point, and the menu includes a few Scottish favourites,” Cassie replied.

In the consulting world, it was important to understand your position in the pecking order.

“Sounds like a wonderful suggestion,” I said.

Cassie’s hairstyle could best be described as short back and sides. Gone were the long curly locks from the profile photo, instead replaced by a right side part, shaved back and sides. I’d not recognised her in reception. Such was the transformation. And she wore blue jeans, men’s style and a little baggy, with a sage-green long-sleeved button-up shirt with waist-coat and tie. Tan brogues and a matching belt finished the outfit. I couldn’t find the slightest sign of makeup on her friendly face.

“I’m keen to hoe down on a big steak,” Cassie said as she led me to the restaurant.

“That sounds good to me,” I said.

“Hi Ingrid, could my colleague and I book a table at the restaurant? Thank you,” Cassie said to the girl at reception.

“Sure, Miss Johnson. Just head through the double doors. They are expecting you,” Ingrid replied.

The Lantern restaurant sat between the hotel and the sidewalk. Rows of tables, each surrounded by four chairs, stretched fifty feet or more. And each had an umbrella protecting it from the elements. While quite spartan, there was a genuine buzz as crowds of people walked past on their way to the nearby Edinburgh Playhouse, or many bars and clubs flanking both sides of the street. I sat opposite Cassie, not wanting to appear overly friendly. She took a deep breath and smiled.

“I haven’t been back to Scotland since coming out,” Cassie said.

Cassie wanted me to know she was gay. Why, I couldn’t be sure. Perhaps she needed to scare me off. Whatever the reason, the message came through loud and clear.

“When was that?” I asked.

“After I graduated, I headed straight to New York in the aftermath,” Cassie replied.

“Did you attend university here in Scotland?” I asked.

“Yes, I grew up in Glasgow and attended the University of St. Andrews,” Cassie replied.

“You mean the one where Prince William met his princess, Kate?” I asked.

“Yes. Though she’s a few years older than me. Still, I wouldn’t say no,” Cassie replied.

At least I’d found one thing we had in common. Taste in women.

As Cassie and I chatted over dinner, she actively checked out the girls walking past. Not one to hide her interest under a bushel, even if a girl was walking arm in arm with a guy and sported a bright shiny engagement ring, Cassie made eye-contact with anyone she found attractive.

“Do you have a girlfriend back home?” I asked.

“No, I play the field. Field work doesn’t suit a relationship,” Cassie replied.

“I’m looking forward to meeting the team on Monday,” I said.

“Especially, that Sarah. She looks awfully cute,” Cassie said.

“I was thinking the same,” I said, in an effort to connect.

“Do you mean you’re not gay?” Cassie asked.

For one of the very rare times, I didn’t know how to respond. I couldn’t recall having my sexuality called into question before. It caught me completely by surprise.

“It’s okay if you are. I won’t tell anyone if you’re still in the closet,” Cassie added.

“No, I’m not gay,” I replied.

“Then why did you pick a hotel in the pink triangle?” Cassie asked.

After clarifying my last-minute selection of accommodation, the conversation moved on. Throughout dinner, Cassie checked out the girls walking by while monitoring her phone.

“Are you waiting for someone?” I asked.

“Sorry, a friend of mine is working in Edinburgh. She’s coming into town tonight,” Cassie replied.

“Is she an ex-girlfriend?” I asked.

“Goodness no. She’s got a penis. That doesn’t do it for me,” Cassie replied.

The shocked expression on my face must have spoken volumes.

“I went to school with Maxwell, who became Maxine after she graduated,” Cassie said.

“And she’s coming into town tonight?” I asked.

“Yes, and she’s here for a similar time to us,” Cassie replied.

“Does she work for the firm?” I asked.

“No, she works with museums and art galleries,” Cassie replied.

Cassie explained how she and Maxi had been LGBT outcasts during their school years. While a few years older, Cassie helped Maxi navigate the drama that was high school for an LGBT student. And the two outcasts became wonderful friends. Without the support of Cassie, Maxi may have fallen through the cracks instead of graduating from university and pursuing a successful career.

“Don’t worry, Maxi is totally cool,” Cassie said.

“When did you last see her?” I asked.

“Five years ago. We have a fair bit to catch up on,” Cassie replied, before her phone dinged.

“Cool, she’s arrived and will join us shortly,” Cassie added.


CHAPTER THREE


“AREN’T YOU ON the eighth floor?” Cassie asked, glancing up from her phone.

“Yes, room 805,” I replied.

“You may have a noisy neighbour. Maxi is in room 804,” Cassie said.

“That would be next door,” I said, suddenly wondering whether I’d packed my sleeping tablets.

“Maxi, is that you?” Cassie said, peering over my right shoulder.

“Wow, Cassie. You are so…” Maxi said.

“… downright butch. Are you surprised?” Cassie interjected.

“Not really,” Maxi said, walking forward and hugging a now standing Cassie.

“And you are so…” Cassie said.

“… feminine. A new set of breasts makes a world of difference,” Maxi said.

As Cassie let go, Maxi stepped back, revealing a surprisingly attractive silhouette.

“Sorry, how rude of me. Maxi, this is my colleague, Robert,” Cassie said.

When Maxi turned around, what I saw was completely unexpected. Standing before me was a stunning girl, stylishly dressed in an off-white lamb’s wool coat, covering a navy blue oversized turtle-neck sweater. Blue jeans, strategically ripped to reveal snippets of smooth tanned legs, were teamed with black four-inch stiletto ankle boots. While sunglasses covered her eyes, long brunette hair perfectly framed her face and flowed over her shoulders like a silk robe.

“Lovely to meet you, Robert,” Maxi said, holding out her hand.

“Likewise, Maxine,” I said.

“Robert is your neighbour. He’s in room 805,” Cassie said.

“That’ll be handy in case I run out of milk or sugar,” Maxi said.

“Feel free to knock on the door for anything you need, Maxine,” I said, fumbling with my words.

“Please call me Maxi. And I will take you up on your offer, Robert,” Maxi said, holding the handshake for a little long.

“I wouldn’t expect him to put out or anything,” Cassie said.

“What a shame. I reckon he’s totally buffed underneath those clothes,” Maxi said, causing my face to warm.

“Is this your first time in Edinburgh?” Maxi asked.

“Yes, first time for me in the UK. It looks beautiful,” I replied.

“You really must take in all the sites,” Maxi said.

“How about you show us around tomorrow?” Cassie asked.

“Sounds like a plan,” Maxi replied.

After flying halfway across the world, I was keen to sleep. Unfortunately, Cassie had other plans. As soon as we finished dinner, she insisted we hit the clubs. It wasn’t like we had far to go. I could have thrown a bread roll and hit anyone waiting at the entrance to the closest club. And piking out was not really an option. Even after saying I wasn’t dressed for clubbing, Cassie wouldn’t back off. They’d committed me. Not wanting to let the two girls wander the streets alone also helped my decision.

Heading into the club, I grabbed a round of drinks with Cassie, while Maxi headed into the ladies’ room.

“You should totally hook up with Maxi. I’ll put in a good word for you if you like,” Cassie said.

“Thanks. But as I mentioned, I’m not gay,” I said.

“Does Maxi look like a guy to you?” Cassie asked.

Within ten-minutes of hitting the bar, Cassie was up and dancing with an English girl called Anna. They headed straight from hello to grinding without stopping at any other stations. And within another ten minutes, Cassie excused herself for the night. With Anna in tow. That left me alone with Maxi. Something that both excited and frightened me. Concerned that I could forget her origin story with a few drinks under my belt, I kept my distance.

“Don’t worry. Cassie told me you have no interest in me. Right before she left,” Maxi said.

“I don’t recall using those words,” I said, carefully trying to back out of a tough conversation.

“No need to worry. I’m not short of options,” Maxi said.

I struggled to think of any response.

“Would you like a drink?” I asked.

“A whisky sour would be wonderful, thanks,” Maxi replied.

“Back in a minute,” I said, looking for an opportunity for my blood flow to return to normal.

A quick glance back during the short walk showed Maxi greet a couple of girls lovingly.

As I headed to the bar, I felt relieved to escape the confrontation. Cassie had set me up and left me to it. Something I wasn’t happy about. Perhaps it was her playing with the newbie. Perhaps it was a complete setup. A test of my metal. Glancing back at Maxi, I struggled to believe she was anything other than one-hundred percent female. As I paid for the drinks and turned around, a young guy had joined the girls.

“Thanks Robert. This is Dominic. He’s a singer with a band touring from Germany,” Maxi said.

“Are you enjoying Edinburgh, Dominic?” I asked.

”He wants to come back to my room for the night,” Maxi said.

“Okay,” I said, unsure of where the conversation was leading.

“And this is Harriet and Hermione,” Maxi said, turning to the girls.

“Lovely to meet you both,” I said.

“Would you like to play with my wand?” Hermione asked, in a voice that was slightly too deep.

“I’ve had a big day of travel. I’ll head back to the hotel,” I replied.

“One night with the two of us would be a magical start to your weekend,” Hermione said, sliding her hand down my chest and resting it on my package.

As Dominic placed his hand around Maxi’s waist, I followed the two of them to the door.

“You can stay if you like. You’d have a ball with those two,” Maxi said.

“No, I’m a little jet-lagged,” I said.

I followed Maxi and Dominic into the lift. Dominic pushed Maxi back against the mirrored wall and kissed her with intent. I pushed the eighth floor button and tried not to stare. All while standing in a room full of mirrors.

Following Dominic and Maxi down the hall was more than embarrassing. As we all pulled up at the two adjoining rooms, I looked into the distance while fumbling for my key.

“Are you joining us?” Dominic asked, somewhat hopefully.

“No, I’m staying in the next room,” I replied.

“If you change your mind, you know where to find us,” Dominic said.

Closing the door tightly, I finally breathed out. How embarrassing. In retrospect, perhaps I should have waited for Maxi to head up in the lifts rather than joining them. But Harriet and Hermione scared me more than the embarrassment of following. At least I was secure in my room, on my own, and about to enjoy some well-earned sleep. I undressed and changed into my pyjamas. After cleaning my teeth and completing a final piss, I heard a door knock. Scared it was Harriet and Hermione, I ignored it and stayed silent. But ten seconds later, it came again. Only louder.

I headed to the adjoining door, where the knock was coming from.

“Thanks Robert. Sorry to bother you,” Maxi said, standing at the door in nothing but a silk robe.

Spotting a naked Dominic waving to me from the bed behind Maxi, I lifted my hand to return the pleasantry.

“Could I borrow some condoms? Dominic has run out,” Maxi asked.

I glanced at Dominic, who appeared to have an eight-inch erection.

“I don’t know if mine will be large enough,” I replied.

I glanced down at Maxi’s silk robe to spot an obvious five inches hiding beneath.

“I’ve got some XLs. What have you got?” Maxi asked.

I walked to my bag and pulled out an unopened box of condoms.

“You are a lifesaver,” Maxi said, kissing me on the cheek as she grabbed the whole box.

“You are welcome,” I said.

“I’ll replace them tomorrow. In my experience, musicians go on and on and on, all night,” Maxi said before closing the door.


CHAPTER FOUR


AFTER STRUGGLING ALL night to sleep for longer than an hour at a time, I awoke a little worse for wear the following morning. Needing to clear my mind, I changed into my running gear and headed out into the crisp Scottish morning. Taking the road to Leith on a whim, I marvelled at the stunning old town before waving royally at the Royal Yacht Britannia, and heading back to my hotel via a large slice of the coastline. That brief forty-minutes energised me for the day ahead.

After grabbing a hearty breakfast, I scanned the room for Cassie and Maxi. Neither were at the tables. Five minutes after hoeing into my bacon and eggs, Maxi strutted into the breakfast room. She reeked of sexual satisfaction and was dressed to kill. A candy-red long-sleeved t-shirt ran two or three inches over a pair of faded black skin-tight jeans. A pair of black five-inch stiletto lace-up platform ankle boots and an edgy black handbag with a chain strap completed the ensemble. I found it hard to take my eyes off her until Dominic followed her in a few seconds later.

“Have you heard from Cassie?” I asked as Maxi and Dominic joined me at the breakfast table.

“Radio silence, I’m afraid. But I’m still happy to show you around,” Maxi replied.

“While that would be awesome, you appear to be otherwise occupied,” I said.

“Dominic’s tour bus leaves in an hour. After that, I’m all yours,” Maxi said before turning to Dominic and kissing him with intent.

“I hope Cassie’s alright,” I said.

“She’s a massive fan of tantric yoga and that extends into the bedroom,” Maxi said.

My dumbfounded expression must have said it all.

“She’s been orgasming all night and will need the day to recover,” Maxi added.

I left Maxi and Dominic sucking face and readied my day-pack for sight-seeing. Around forty-five minutes after I finished breakfast, Maxi knocked on our adjoining room door and waltzed in, flushed but ready for the day.

“Dominic seemed pleasant,” I said.

“Nothing like a nineteen-year-old, hung like a horse cutie to kick-start a weekend. That’s why I introduced you to Harriet and Hermione,” Maxi said.

A ten-minute Uber ride left Maxi and me standing at the gates of the Royal Botanic Gardens. Lush and green, with stunning architecture surrounded by incredible flora, the gardens provided a perfect start to the day. Another short Uber ride, and we stood in the shadows of the grand lady that was Edinburgh Castle. Dominating the vista from anywhere in town, the views from the castle were almost as impressive as the building itself. Our next destination was a mere three-minute walk away.

“Do you appreciate art?” Maxi asked.

“I love it. Nothing better than spending a day in a gallery,” I replied.

“Then I’ve got a treat for you. Unless you suffer from fits,” Maxi said.

“Not in my twenty-six years to date,” I said.

Camera Obscura was a pure delight for the senses. In a five story building in the Old Town, the attraction contained a mix of art and technology like nothing I’d experienced before. From mind-bending illusions to the vortex tunnel, where coloured lights whirled around, simulating a tornado-like experience, Camera Obscura was an unexpected jewel. And the view from the roof across the whole of Edinburgh was nothing short of breath-taking. I felt like a six-year-old again, and Maxi appeared to enjoy it as much as I did.

“The historic road in front of us is called the Royal Mile,” Maxi said, pointing towards a cobbled stone path between rows of terraced buildings radiating from directly below us.

“How old is the Old Town?” I asked.

“About a thousand years,” Maxi replied.

Maxi’s answer filled my mind with generations of changes that must have taken place below me.

Heading east along the Royal Mile, Maxi introduced me to Gladstone’s Land, a building styled to resemble the life of a wealthy merchant in the 1700s. A visit to the incredible Gothic styled Scott Monument preceded a visit to the Heart of Midlothian Mosaic. Dating from the medieval era, the heart-shaped pattern signified the spot where an old tollbooth stood. Passers-by of all ages spat on the mosaic as they passed it in the street. Something that took me completely by surprise.

“Why are people spitting on the heart?” I asked.

“For good luck. It’s a Scottish tradition,” Maxi replied.

“But isn’t spitting negative?” I asked.

“It shows we’ve moved on from poor traditions of the past,” Maxi replied.

By mid-afternoon, I was becoming enamoured with Edinburgh. The history, the traditions, the architecture and the energy of the city overwhelmed me. A visit to the Edinburgh Vaults transported me back many centuries. Far more than my homeland, the USA, had been settled. While it was dark and dingy underground, a sense of injustice and human tragedy overwhelmed me. Learning that it had housed the poor below ground in the columns of bridges, because of overcrowding, struck a nerve with me most.

“I never knew that place existed,” I said.

“Most people don’t. Shows how desperate things became a few hundred years back,” Maxi said.

“Thank you for sharing this side of Scotland with me,” I said.

“We’re not done yet. Edinburgh has much more to see. And I’d love to show you Glasgow someday,” Maxi said.

The Museum of Childhood lifted my spirits considerably. A further five-minute walk along the Royal Mile, I felt transported back to a simpler time when I had no responsibilities, no commitments, and all the time in the world. And a spark glistened in Maxi’s eyes with each new display, as we relived other people’s childhoods. How lucky we’d been to be born into an era of computers and electronics. Still, the toys on display inspired play on a whole other level.

Our last stop of the day was the Palace of Holyroodhouse, a sixteenth century palace of a style and grandeur straight out of a fairy tale. Standing at the other end of the Royal Mile, the palace had been residence to Mary, Queen of Scots and Bonnie Prince Charlie. Even Elizabeth, Queen of England, stayed at the palace when she was in town. The sight of Maxi skipping through the halls singing Scottish songs of joy inspired me to join in.

“I never knew you were musical,” I said.

“I never knew you had a whimsical side,” Maxi said.

“Don’t think you know me because of what I do for work,” I said.

“Don’t think you know me because of my childhood friend,” Maxi said.

As we began the ten-minute walk back to the hotel, Maxi shivered.

“Here, put this on,” I said, wrapping my jacket around Maxi’s shoulders.

“Thank you. When the weather turns here, it turns abruptly,” Maxi said.

Back at reception, Cassie sat with Anna at the bar.

“Where did you take him?” Cassie asked.

Maxi reeled off a series of around a dozen places, most of which I’d forgotten.

“Wow, she must really like you,” Cassie said, smiling at me.

Maxi thumped Cassie on the arm as her face immediately reddened.

“Well, someone had to make up for you being missing in action,” I said.

“How about I take us out to dinner to make up for it?” Cassie suggested.

“Very un-Scottish of you. You have been a way a long time,” Maxi said.

“Give us thirty-minutes,” I said.

As I exited the hot shower and turned to grab my towel, I saw Maxi standing a few feet away, holding the towel.

“Thanks for lending me the jacket,” Maxi said, removing the jacket and placing it on a chair.

Totally naked except for a pair of black five inch stiletto pumps, she turned and walked back through the adjoining door, before closing it after her.

Dinner was at the hotel restaurant, although Cassie picked up the tab. Maxi and I dressed for a night on the town. Cassie had an early night with Anna in mind. Not wanting to disappoint Maxi, I suggested we hit the clubs. Changing things up, Maxi volunteered to buy the drinks. She returned with more than just the drinks. Neil, a thirty-something B-Grade actor who’d apparently had placed sixth on Celebrity Big Brother Season Three, accompanied her. And his plan for the night was clear.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


CASSIE AND I joined the rest of our team at our Edinburgh office around 7:15 am. The walk was short, but with the brisk weather, thankfully so. Cassie, still glowing from her hook-up with Anna, was in a fantastic mood. While she dressed like any other corporate employee, in a dark blue short skirt with a white blouse and three-inch stiletto pumps, her endless smile told the story of an enjoyable weekend. And it appeared her craving for UK girls had only been heightened by the Anna dalliance. If her leering as we walked was any sign.

“Welcome to the team. I trust you all had an enjoyable weekend,” Fergus said, as he kicked off our first meeting.

I glanced at Cassie, who smiled coyly.

“We have an important assignment, both for the client, Royal Bank of Edinburgh, and our firm,” Fergus added.

Fergus was your typical principal of a management consulting firm. In his mid to late thirties, and with thinning brown hair with grey emanating from his temples, his neat haircut reflected he was halfway through a monthly styling cycle. Wearing an expensive tailored suit with a white shirt, it was only his blue paisley tie and green golf club socks that provided any guide as to his underlying personality. His incredible intellect shone brightly with every word he spoke.

“I’m assuming you have read, and re-read, the briefing notes. Cassie will lead the team on-site. Direct any further queries to her,” Fergus said, after wrapping up a spiel about the client and key objectives.

Everybody around the small table comfortably nodded in the affirmative.

“Then, if there are no further questions, let’s head over to the client’s offices and begin,” Fergus said with a warm smile.

As we stood, Cassie immediately introduced herself to Sarah. I hadn’t had the chance to check her out earlier, as she’d arrived ahead of Cassie and me. But Cassie appeared to hold Sarah’s hand a few seconds too long and complimented her on her four-inch stiletto pumps.

“Are you staying at the Marriot, too?” Cassie asked.

“Yes, I’m in room 403,” Sarah replied to Cassie’s obvious excitement.

Sarah’s photo did her justice, unlike Cassie’s. What you saw was what you got. An attractive brunette of Indian descent, with dark chocolate brown eyes, a button nose and generous lips. Her hair flowed six inches over her shoulders and over a pair of 34B breasts, if I was any judge. Wearing a grey plaid jacket over a black blouse and matching grey plaid body hugging skirt, her legs were incredibly well toned. Something that the stilettos highlighted perfectly. She met all my expectations except for one. Best described as a pocket rocket. She stood ten inches shorter than I’d envisioned.

“I noticed you worked on the model for the Bank of Canada,” Sarah said as we arrived at the client’s office.

“Yes, it was quite a complex one,” I said, trying to stay humble.

“I’d love to walk through it with you sometime,” Sarah said.

“Sure. We can chat through it after dinner one night,” I said.

Fergus expertly handled the kick-off meeting. He obviously had a wonderful relationship with the CEO and senior executive and promised to be on-site three days a week. Cassie was welcomed by the CFO with a commitment to provide whatever support was needed to ensure the assignment hit its mark. When a business is paying six figures and profit share, the executive removes all barriers. As Cassie led us to the on-premises project room, Sarah stuck close by my side.

“When did you guys arrive?” Sarah asked after we settled in.

“Friday afternoon,” I replied.

“Did you hang out together over the weekend?” Sarah asked.

“We doubled dated on Friday and Saturday night,” Cassie replied.

Sarah’s expression turned from quizzical to disappointed.

“Cassie hooked up with Anna, and her friend Maxi hooked up. But not with me,” I said.

“Wow, you guys work quickly,” Sarah said.

“I’m single and enjoy letting my hair down,” Cassie said.

“Why didn’t you find Maxi attractive?” Sarah asked, obviously fishing for information.

“She was pretty, but…” I replied.

“…her ding-dong was bigger than his,” Cassie interjected.

“No, it wasn’t,” I said, before realising what they had encouraged me to disclose.

“What happens on the road stays on the road. But Cassie and Anna making out was hot,” I added quietly to Sarah, hoping to deflect back the heat.

“You think lesbians are hot, do you?” Sarah asked.

“Don’t all guys? And most girls, if they’re honest,” Cassie replied with a sly smile.

The time had come to put my head down and work.

I headed off with the CFO and met a range of finance gurus. Understanding the data, and its reliability, was critical to me in creating a successful model. They appointed a guy called James to be my conduit to the data systems. That meant he summarized the network and all data that was available. Around thirty years old, he had been with the bank since graduating from university, ten years earlier. He knew everyone and every system inside out. Exactly what I needed to populate the model I needed to build.

“Do you think I’m hot?” Sarah asked, after I’d returned to the project room.

“We are co-workers,” I replied, trying to change the subject.

“But we’re not from the same office,” Sarah said.

“Yeah, but we’re working on the same project,” I said.

“Then why are you lusting after Cassie?” Sarah asked.

Arguing with someone of the intellect of Sarah would not be easy. I’d let my guard down and rued that slip already.

“I’m not lusting after her,” I replied.

“But you said lesbians are hot,” Sarah said.

“Not all lesbians are hot. But Cassie and Anna were setting fire to the dance floor,” I said.

“Do you find heterosexual women attractive, too?” Sarah asked.

“Yes, of course,” I replied.

For the next four days, Sarah poked and probed me around the same issue. She was either into me or I’d offended her, and she was going to make me pay. Either way, it became more and more uncomfortable. And Sarah became quite handsy with me, leading me to assume she was interested. But while she was attractive, I preferred my girls a lot taller and less demanding. Towards the end of the first week, Cassie called us together to review our findings for the week.

“What’s your conclusion on the branch network?” Cassie asked.

“Too early to draw a conclusion,” I replied.

“You’re a consultant, not an auditor. Make a call,” Cassie said.

“I need more time,” I said.

“I bet the network is at least twenty-five percent too large,” Cassie said.

“I think your conclusion is premature,” I said.

“Then, if I’m right, I own you. And you do what I say for one Saturday?” Cassie said.

“I never agreed to that,” I said to deaf ears.

As we finished up on Friday night, Sarah requested an Uber to the airport. Cassie and I waited out front with her for safety.

“Let’s give Rob a treat to start off his weekend,” Sarah said, moving towards Cassie and kissing her on the lips.

It was after 7:00 pm and the banking district sat deserted. Cassie took the initiative and slid her hands onto Sarah’s arse, pulling her body towards Cassie’s while pushing her tongue deep into Sarah’s mouth. Both girls appeared happy to continue the performance for thirty seconds, at least.


CHAPTER SIX


“I BET I can entice Sarah into a three-way with Anna and me,” Cassie said, as we walked back to the hotel.

Still trying to recover from the kiss, my mind instantly visualised Cassie’s words. After feigning a turn into an alley, I readjusted my manhood before ignoring Cassie’s comment. Silence was the only right answer.

“Nothing like a straight girl conversion to kick-off a new assignment,” Cassie added.

“I’m certain that when push comes to shove, Sarah will remain straight,” I said.

“Challenge accepted. What’s the prize?” Cassie asked.

“Wouldn’t a night with Sarah be the prize,” I replied, impressed with my clever comeback.

This was our way. Once outside of the client’s offices, not a word was uttered about the assignment. Living and working in a foreign city made it difficult to escape the work. That’s why consultants enjoyed every new town they worked in and kept the weekends as sacrosanct. And as my consultant brain clocked-off, Cassie ran through the plan for the night. Anna and Maxi would meet us for dinner at the hotel. I thought about spending more time with Maxi, probably knowing that Cassie and Anna would be locked away alone early on.

“Anna’s been detained at work and Maxi will be ten minutes late. But let’s eat,” Cassie said as I met her at reception.

We grabbed what was becoming our usual spot by the pavement, ten feet from the entry to the club. I sat with my back to the club, enabling Cassie to check out the talent in the queue. She called it queue theory research. I called it, aggressively leering at the hotties.

“Here comes Maxi,” I said, glancing up after buttering a piece of bread.

“She must look hot. Your boner is showing,” Cassie said.

Almost dropping the bread, I quickly adjusted my crotch.

“Now slowly place the bread on the plate and breathe,” Cassie added.

“Hello, Anna not here yet?” Maxi asked.

“No, she’s been delayed. You look hot, Maxi. Robert was just commenting on your outfit,” Cassie replied.

“Well, I shouldn’t be needing it all night. Feel free to quietly sneak in and borrow it,” Maxi said with a cheeky smile.

Knowing silence was the best option, I declined to reply.

Maxi shone like gold, literally. She wore a gold spaghetti-strap mesh dress, short and with slits to either thigh. Backless, except for two spaghetti straps criss-crossed from her neck to an inch above her arse. I wondered how everything stayed in place. A pair of gold, five-inch stiletto peep-toe booties finished the outfit perfectly. With her long brunette locks blown out, minimal makeup covered her cute, freckled nose, while a subtle shade of kiss-me pink lipstick called out for attention.

“How is the exhibition coming together?” I asked once I regained control of my speech.

“Really well. This week we installed a series of European Masters,” Maxi replied.

“What is your favourite piece?” I asked.

“I’m a bit of a Degas fangirl, I’m afraid,” Maxi replied.

“One of his ballet pieces?” I asked.

“Yes, The Dance Class, it’s called. The scale and detail are mind-blowing,” Maxi replied.

“I’d love to take in some of your work. When does it open?” I asked.

“In four weeks’ time. But I’m sure I can sneak you in for a preview,” Maxi replied.

“Why don’t you two just head upstairs and do it?” Cassie interjected.

My face warmed as it reddened.

“Because he doesn’t like me that way. We established that last week,” Maxi said.

“Well, someone needs to tell his little head then,” Cassie said.

Luckily, Anna arrived a few minutes later. And that removed Cassie’s interest in everything else around her. Anna wore a black leather mini-skirt with a white see-through blouse. There was no hiding what was on her mind.

“I’ve missed you, lover,” Anna said, as she sat.

“Let’s order in. The entrée is already getting me horny,” Cassie said.

After I watched Cassie and Anna kiss each other deeply and run their hands all over each other’s bodies, the couple headed upstairs. On the way out, Cassie turned to me.

“Take care of Maxi. You need to step up or step out of the way,” Cassie whispered.

“What do you mean?” I whispered.

“If you’re not gonna become a cocksucker, then don’t be a cock blocker,” Cassie whispered before heading off.

Sitting side-by-side with Maxi and a table full of entrées, I replayed Cassie’s comments. Take care of Maxi. Yep, I understand. But do it in a way that allows Maxi to let her hair down and have some fun. While I sat in a booth flush against the wall, Maxi blocked my exit. And as we chatted away over dinner, we naturally turned our bodies towards one another. Maxi’s leg bumped me once during the entrée. Excitement shot up my spine. And during the main course, Maxi asked to sample my meal. Holding the fork still was one of the hardest things I’d ever had to do. Especially when Maxi’s lips wrapped around it.

After a wonderful dinner, and a fascinating chat about the street art of Scotland, we headed to Planet Bar and Kitchen next door. The queues had settled down, as it was the lull between dinner and after-dinner. We arrived just as drag queen Cilla Slack appeared to host open mike night. After quickly grabbing a seat, I headed to the toilet between performances. The two bottles of wine I’d consumed needed to go somewhere. Upon my return, I headed past the bar. With drinks in hand, I arrived back to find Maxi in the arms of a super-athletic guy.

“Thanks Robert, this is Nicolas,” Maxi said.

“Nice to meet you, Nicolas. Are you in town long?” I asked.

“Just tonight. I’m celebrating a win over Hearts,” Nicolas replied.

“Nicolas plays for the Nigerian national team, too,” Maxi said.

After a quick and dirty dance session, Maxi headed off with Nicolas. Rather than sitting alone in a gay bar, I followed Maxi back to the hotel, eventually. This time giving them a five-minute head start. I tried to keep a low profile while counting the five minutes. Unfortunately, Hermione spotted me and hugged me like a long-lost relative.

“Are you gonna buy a gal a drink?” Hermione asked.

“Where is Harriet tonight?” I replied.

“I’m sure I can satisfy you for both of us,” Hermione said, running her hand from my knee to my lap.

“As wonderful a thought as that is, I’m afraid I have to go,” I said.

Hermione was definitely the prettier of the two Harry Potter fans. With long brown hair that flowed eight inches over a floral sheer dress, and Emerald green eyes that drew you in with the promise of satisfaction, she was impossible to ignore. And her beige five-inch stiletto over-the-knee suede boots topped off an outfit I could only wish to have seen Hermione Granger wear in the movies.

“Well, that’s a pity. But let me give you a taster for next time,” Hermione said.

Pinned to the wall, I had no place to go. Not wanting to make a scene, and in a foreign land, and in a foreign type of establishment, I closed my eyes and hoped for the best. Hermione’s lips felt softer than expected. As soft as any kiss I’d felt before that night or since. Her tongue skilfully parted my lips, before surveying every inch of the inside of my mouth. Meanwhile, Hermione’s hand slid inside my pants and teased my cock head with the skill of an artisan. It took all my strength to hold firm and not encourage this incredible temptress.

“See, that wasn’t so bad, was it?” Hermione asked.

All words escaped me as I struggled to clear the massive lump in my throat. The ensuing silence Hermione filled with further tongue and hand action. Her hand teased me to the verge of exploding. It took every inch of strength I had to hold it together. But sensing I was just short of climax, she stopped. Hermione sat back and picked up my phone. She navigated her blood-red fingernails carefully across the screen.

“I’ve added my number to your favourites. Let’s finish this when you are truly ready,” Hermione said, before kissing me one last time, and heading back to join her friends.

It appeared Nicolas’ game hadn’t been too taxing. As I distinctly heard him scream the lord’s name at least four times during the night. I considered knocking on the door to ask them to keep it down, but Cassie’s cock blocker comment prevented me. Anyone in Rooms 804 or 805 had little sleep that night.


CHAPTER SEVEN


SATURDAY MORNING, I headed out to Leith on a run. The crisp fresh air filled my tired body with energy and the excitement of another wonderful day in beautiful Edinburgh. Having spent the previous Saturday taking in the tourist spots, and a few special places with Maxi, my expectations were high as I sat down to a hearty cooked breakfast. First to arrive, I expected Cassie and Anna to be a no show. Still Maxi’s arrival surprised me. She and Nicolas remained hot and heavy throughout the meal. Eating alone appealed, but I joined Maxi and Nicolas.

“Morning, Robert. How did you sleep?” Maxi asked as she sat.

“A few more zees would have been great,” I replied.

“Did you score at the club last night?” Maxi asked.

“No, I bumped into Hermione but left a few minutes after you,” I replied.

“I hope we didn’t keep you awake,” Maxi said, turning to Nicolas and kissing him deeply.

“It sounded like you had an active night,” I said.

“This man may be a professional footballer, but he is incredible with his hands,” Maxi said.

“Not simply my hands, I hope,” Nicolas said, before kissing Maxi again.

Not wanting to interrupt the make-out session, I returned to my meal. After ten minutes of heady action, Maxi and Nicolas headed out onto the street. As a cab honked, sick of waiting for Nicolas to peel himself away from Maxi, I marvelled at how gorgeous Maxi appeared without an ounce of makeup. With her brunette locks flowing across her face in the early morning breeze, she possessed that natural glow that only the satisfied show after a night of endorphin flow.

“Sorry, where were we?” Maxi asked, as she re-joined me.

“Nicolas seems pleasant,” I replied.

“Pleasant doesn’t begin to describe him. If I could pick up and head to London, I’d be gone already. But that’s not an option right now,” Maxi said.

“Impressive. One night with Nicolas and you’re acting like a schoolgirl,” I said.

“Perhaps it’s a good thing he’s leaving today. I don’t think I could survive two nights in a row like that,” Maxi said.

“Are you staying in tonight?” I asked.

“I never said that. I’ll just need the day to recover,” Maxi replied.

As the conversation headed in a direction I wasn’t happy to go, I bit my tongue.

I tried not to check Maxi out, but failed miserably. Her hair flowed over a scarlet, off-the-shoulder sleeveless crop-top, which was paired with skin-tight faded blue jeans and ruby-red four-inch stiletto ankle boots.

“Would you like me to twirl for you?” Maxi asked.

“I’m sorry,” I replied, feeling my face redden.

“Don’t worry. You’ve made it clear it ain’t gonna happen between us. But perhaps Hermione can tempt you,” Maxi said.

Thankfully, Cassie and Anna arrived before the conversation got me into too much trouble. Both appeared full to the brim with endorphins, much like Maxi and Nicolas. Spot the odd one out, immediately came to mind as the girls discussed the activities of the night before. Cassie even encouraged Maxi to provide a blow-by-blow description of the activities I’d clearly overheard.

“Congratulations on not being a cock blocker,” Cassie whispered as she headed in search of some juice.

Cassie had asked Anna to plan a day out for the four of us. Taking in the real Edinburgh, as she called it. The alternative side of Edinburgh. Anna’s plan saw us hit the Edinburgh Fringe, where we took in several street shows. For the finale, she and Cassie took in a show called ‘The LOL Word’. Maxi and I had options, but took in ’Tilda Swinton Answers An Ad On Craigslist’.

The show was hilarious, as a male actor portrayed Tilda Swinton as a modern day Mary Poppins. After finding a depressed gay guy on Craigslist, she dissected his life as a character study for an upcoming movie. It turned out to be a great way to spend an hour, and one that saw Maxi’s beautiful face light up with a smile from start to finish. I even discovered Maxi made a chirping sound when she laughed heavily.

“Where to for dinner?” I asked, as we arrived back at reception.

“We agreed to head somewhere more comfortable for you,” Cassie replied.

“I’m happy to eat in the hotel,” I said.

“No, after a day of LGBT entertainment, we decided you deserved somewhere mainstream,” Maxi said.

Dinner plans saw us head out of The Pink Triangle for the first time. Instead, we headed into The Financial District, near to the client’s premises. The Register Club sat three doors down from The Royal Bank of Edinburgh. An old banking office, they had recently converted it into the trendiest restaurant in Edinburgh. After walking ten minutes from the hotel, we entered through a grand doorway, complete with Corinthian columns. Once inside, the stained wooden panelled walls and parquetry floors signalled we’d entered a century old secret men’s arena.

“It reminds me of a New York cigar bar,” Cassie said.

“Except there are women in here,” Anna said.

While the girls took a seat on a massive olive suede covered lounge, I headed to the bar. Marvelling at the rows and rows of fine spirits, I ordered a round of drinks and turned for the walk back.

“Robert, fancy finding you here,” James said.

It took me a minute to switch into client mode and recognise my client-side data champion.

“James, what brings you here tonight?” I asked.

“Just finished up some final data requests for Monday morning,” James replied.

Guilty about spoiling James’ weekend, I invited him to join us.

“James, this is Anna and Maxi,” I said. Introducing the unfamiliar faces.

“Lovely to meet you girls,” James said.

“James works with our client and is helping us out,” I said.

James hadn’t eaten, so was happy to join us for dinner.

“Remember, don’t be a cock blocker,” Cassie whispered as we headed to our table.

“I don’t think Maxi will appeal to James. He’s married,” I whispered.

“Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” Cassie whispered.

Dinner was incredible, and for once I didn’t feel like a fish out of water. I spotted several attractive women, a few of them apparently single.

“James, how would you like to wingman for me?” I asked.

“I’d love to, but I’m deep in conversation with Maxine,” James replied.

While Anna and Cassie cuddled and chatted, James appeared enamoured with Maxi. It was like being the fifth wheel.

After dinner, James joined us for the walk back to the hotel. He even lent Maxi his jacket, to keep her warm. Arriving back at the hotel reception, Cassie and Anna said goodnight and headed upstairs.

“Thanks for lending me your jacket,” Maxi said to James.

“You’re welcome. Leave it on until we reach your room,” James said.

After an incredible day, I stood and watched Cassie and Anna, then Maxi and James, head to the lifts and disappear. Grabbing a drink at the bar before heading to my room, I got approached by a working girl. She ran her hand down my chest as she propositioned me. Two hundred for an hour or eight hundred for the night. While she was pretty, she didn’t excite me half as much as Maxi, or even Hermione. I looked down at my phone as it beeped.

“Ready to pick up where we left off?” Hermione messaged.

Ignoring the working girl in front of me, I tapped in a message.

“As delightful as that offer sounds, I’ll keep sleeping on it,” I responded.

Hermione sent through a series of photos, claiming they were a reminder of what was to come. A topless shot followed a face shot. I sent smiley faces in response.

Finally, a cock shot cleared up any confusion. I sat frozen to the spot.

“What, no smiley face?” Hermione messaged.

I knew I shouldn’t have been playing with fire, but the banter excited me more than the propositions from the working girl. Scanning through the emoticons, I searched for an appropriate response. Bingo, I sent the surprised face.

“I’ll take that as a promise,” Hermione messaged with two thumbs up.

I sat perplexed by the response. After scrolling upward, it occurred to me the face I’d sent had its mouth open wide in an accommodating manner. Shit. What do I do? I couldn’t recall it. Apparently, I’d agreed to become a cock sucker. And really soon. I scrolled up and glanced at Hermione’s last photo. At least it wasn’t an enormous member surrounded by sweaty pubic hair. It was semi-flaccid, with a small landing strip of hair above.

After politely declining a discounted offer from the working girl, I headed upstairs. As I walked down the hall to my room, James headed my way in just his briefs, his eyes more than a little frantic.

“Robert, can I borrow some condoms?” James asked.

“Sure, they’re in my room,” I replied.

“I couldn’t believe my luck when Maxine told me you two were merely friends,” James said.

“Why did you think otherwise?” I asked.

“The way you mooned after each other,” James replied.

“Nope, we are solely friends,” I said.

As James followed me into my room, I offered him a selection of condoms.

“Do you have a pack? I’m hoping it’s gonna be a long night?” James asked.

“Sure, I’ve got a twelve pack,” I replied, handing it over.

“I owe you Robert. Anything you need. Just ask,” James said.

The following morning, after a night of non-stop love-making, Maxi and James joined me for breakfast.

“I understood you were married,” I said as Maxi headed for the buffet.

“We have an open marriage. Hall passes once a month,” James replied.

“Oh, she’s okay with you sowing the wild oats,” I said.

“Best blowjob ever,” James said, smiling ear to ear as Maxi returned.

“What were you saying about me?” Maxi asked.

“How incredible a blow job you give,” James replied.

“I hope I’m more than just a delightful set of lips,” Maxi said.

“That arse of yours is damn accommodating too,” James said.

“I’ve never been one to hide my gifts under a bushel,” Maxi said, leaning across and kissing James.

Maxi’s confidence in her sexuality surprised me. Almost as much as James’ enthusiasm for Maxi. The kiss turned heavy in an instant, as James’ hand slid up onto Maxi’s crotch and stayed there.

“I wish I had another night in town,” James said.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


WAITING IN MY Inbox on Monday morning was everything I’d requested from James, plus a pile more. He even dropped by in person to ensure I had everything I needed. While he’d always been pleasant, he wore a broad smile and treated me like a long-lost friend, inviting me for an early morning coffee. Given that they strictly banned gifts between consultants and clients, he used the opportunity to re-stock my condom supply.

“Thanks for being there when I needed you,” James said.

“It was my pleasure,” I said.

“I hope we didn’t keep you up all night,” James said.

“I’m a consultant. I’m used to sleeping through anything,” I said.

Fergus called the consulting team together for a week one update. As lead consultant, Cassie did most of the talking. Fergus appeared happy with the progress we’d made. And he even called out my positive relationship with James. Apparently, data access had always been difficult. He was over the moon when I reported we had everything we’d asked for. Fergus left mid-morning with a massive smile on his face.

“What did you guys do on the weekend?” Sarah asked.

“More of the same,” Cassie replied.

“Anna showed us around alternative Edinburgh. Mainly the Edinburgh Fringe. But it was heaps of fun,” I said.

“Sounds like Anna’s part of the posse,” Sarah said.

“Unfortunately, she’s out of town for the next month,” Cassie said.

“Perhaps I can help fill the gap,” Sarah said.

“Not the sort of gap you can fill on weekdays,” I said.

“I don’t have to head home to London every weekend,” Sarah said.

“And we have adjoining rooms,” Cassie said.

With the data well in hand, Sarah and I headed into a huddle and ran through the model design. I’d set up input sheets ready for the data, which could now be fully populated. Sarah offered to manage the inputs while I worked on the analysis and outputs. The plan saw us on track to have a first draft of the model before the end of the second week. Meanwhile, Cassie continued her meetings with key stakeholders to get a picture of what bank customers valued and where the pain points in delivery were.

“Did you catch Cassie and Anna in action again?” Sarah asked.

“What happens on the road stays on the road,” I replied.

“I’m simply interested in what you consider hot lesbian action,” Sarah said.

I changed the subject and quizzed her on the structure of the data.

“Did you find my kiss with Cassie on Friday night hot?” Sarah asked.

“You appeared to enjoy it,” I replied.

“She’s got wonderfully soft lips and a dynamic tongue,” Sarah said.

I redirected conversation towards the model analytics.

As we walked the picture perfect streets of Edinburgh, on our way back to the hotel, Cassie became a little handsy with Sarah. Once on client premises, Cassie was a picture of professionalism. But once she left the building, a predatory side, playful as a kitten, but with serious intent, dominated her personality. Concerned for Sarah, I tried to keep things light. But Sarah had other ideas.

“I’m gonna stay in Edinburgh this weekend,” Sarah said.

“You can always bunk with me to save expenses,” Cassie said, sliding her arm around Sarah.

Sarah glanced over at me, prompting me to turn away.

“Sounds like an offer almost too good to refuse,” Sarah said, sliding Cassie’s hand into her jacket pocket.

“Company policy states that you can book accommodation instead of a flight,” I said.

“Great idea. We can share two beds,” Sarah said.

I worried Sarah was digging herself into a hole. And for the wrong reasons.

“Like Maxi and Robert do,” Cassie interjected.

“Apart from the odd condom delivery, I haven’t been inside Maxi’s room,” I said.

“But has she been in your room?” Cassie asked.

“Yes, but that was different,” I replied.

“Someone told me that what happens on the road stays on the road,” Sarah said.

Dinner was frosty on Monday night. Sarah increased her flirting with Cassie. And Cassie was happy to respond. The conversation lost me as Sarah quizzed Cassie about her preferences and sexual history. Tuesday went much the same, although the discussion moved onto celebrity crushes. It turned out both girls harboured a soft spot for Priyanka Chopra. As did any hot-blooded guy in the USA. Including me. Wednesday night we worked late and ordered in pizza. Apart from offering Sarah the piece with the most anchovies, Cassie kept it professional. And it turned out Sarah didn’t mind the taste of anchovies. Not in the least.

As the first draft of the model was completed on Thursday afternoon, Cassie closely reviewed the findings.

“The branch overcapacity number makes no sense. Can you recheck the inputs?” Cassie asked.

“I don’t make mistakes,” Sarah replied.

“Then humour me and check them, anyway. And if I’m wrong, you will own me for a Saturday. But if I’m right, I’ll own you,” Cassie said.

Two hours later, Sarah called Cassie over, quite red-faced.

“A thirty percent over-servicing on the branch network. I own you, Robert,” Cassie said, pointing like a traffic policeman.

Digging further into the numbers, Cassie suddenly grinned.

“And Saturday night is becoming increasingly promising,” Cassie said, placing her hand gently on Sarah’s shoulder.

“Okay, it’s been a big day. Let’s call it quits,” Cassie said.

“Do you want me to book the restaurant?” I said.

“I was thinking of eating in. How does that sound, Sarah?” Cassie asked.

“I’m gonna make you wait until Saturday night,” Sarah replied.


CHAPTER NINE


FRIDAY CAME AND went in a blur. With the model built and checked, we spent the day running scenarios through it. No matter which way we viewed it, the bank was over-servicing its clients, at a massive cost. Fergus spent most of the day with Cassie, planning how to position the findings for the executive leadership team and board. Downsizing was never fun, especially when many small regional offices were concerned.

“Will you be catching up with Maxi tonight?” James asked as I stood in the lift with him.

“Sure, we hang out on weekends,” I replied.

“Tell her I’m in town for the night again in three weeks,” James said.

“No worries,” I said.

The walk back to the hotel was quiet. We’d been burning the midnight oil to complete the model. And our hours had blown out to sixty for the week. Not something that could be sustained for the whole assignment, but not uncommon when the pressure was on. As we approached the hotel, I noted Sarah appeared shy and quiet for the first time. I sidled up beside her and thanked her for all her help during the week.

“Perhaps we can head out dancing tonight,” Sarah said.

“After that week. I don’t know if I’m up for it,” I said.

“Cassie, Robert says he’s too tired to head out tonight,” Sarah said.

“Bullshit. Sarah’s made the effort to stay. You’ll come,” Cassie said.

“I’ll put on a show with Cassie and make it worth your while,” Sarah said.

“You don’t have to. Unless you want to,” I said.

“I need to warm up for tomorrow night,” Sarah said.

“Again, you don’t have to. Unless you want to,” I said.

“Will I be meeting Maxi tonight?” Sarah asked.

“I would assume so, although she’s Cassie’s friend,” I replied.

“I’m keen to meet the girl who’s stolen your heart,” Sarah said.

“I think you may be exaggerating a little,” I said.

“Then you admit you find her attractive?” Sarah asked.

“She’s gorgeous. But looks aren’t everything,” I replied.

“Does her personality let her down?” Sarah asked.

“Maxi’s a lovely girl,” I replied.

Thankfully, we arrived at the hotel, breaking Sarah’s line of discussion. Agreeing to meet in the restaurant in thirty minutes, we headed to our respective rooms. I heard Maxi next door and knocked on the interconnecting door to let her know of the plans.

“Come on in, but only if you’re handsome,” Maxi called.

I opened the shared door to find Maxi standing in nothing but a pair of black lace panties.

“Could you help me with this bra-strap? I can’t seem to fasten it,” Maxi asked, walking towards me with a black bra in hand.

“I came to let you know we’re meeting in the restaurant at 7:30 pm,” I replied.

“Cool, I’m almost ready,” Maxi said.

After securing Maxi’s bra in place, she asked me to zip up her tight black leather skirt. Zipped up, she adjusted its position in the mirror. A diagonal chrome zipper sat directly over each hip. After pulling on a candy-red long-sleeved jumper with shoulder cut-outs, she sat on the bed and slid on a pair of black five-inch stiletto over-the-knee suede boots. After brushing her hair, adjusting her makeup and picking up a black shoulder bag, she followed me into my room and shut the adjoining room door.

“How’s your week been?” Maxi asked, as she sat on my bed, crossed her legs and leaned back with her arms behind her.

“Intense. Plenty of late nights,” I replied, standing in front of the wardrobe, wondering how I would change clothes.

“I’ll pick something out for you,” Maxi said, moving to join me before flipping through my clothes.

Standing next to Maxi, her musky scent invaded my being. While the light glistened off her apple fragrant locks, her leather skirt appeared warm and inviting. And a pair of suede boots sat unevenly only a quarter inch below, drawing my eyes directly towards her toned and tanned legs. It took all my strength not to reach out and slide the left boot up slightly. Every bit of my self-control to leave it as is.

“Perhaps we can both go in red and black,” Maxi said, pulling out my black jeans with a red and black checked shirt.

At this stage, I struggled to breathe, let alone debate outfit choices.

“Sounds good,” I said.

“Okay, drop the strides and step into these,” Maxi said, holding out my jeans.

Hoping to de-escalate the situation, I complied.

“Turn around and I’ll zip you up,” Maxi said.

As Maxi slid up the zipper on my jeans, her breasts pushed against my back and my cock doubled in size.

“Delighted to know it still works. Think of something horrible,” Maxi said.

With my pants zipped and buttoned up, Maxi slid a belt around my waist before buckling it up front.

“Now, off with your shirt,” Maxi said.

As my t-shirt slid over my head, Maxi’s hand brushed my right shoulder.

“What happened here?” Maxi asked.

After describing how I’d been caught in a barbed wire fence as a child, I stood at the door, ready to head to dinner. I opened the door, signalling for Maxi to go first. Her leather skirt squeaked softly as she headed into the hallway. I’d survived. Suddenly, I exhaled all of Maxi’s incredible scent that had filled my body for the past ten-minutes. After adjusting my rock-hard boner, I followed Maxi to the lifts.

The expression on Sarah’s face when she saw Maxi for the first time was precious. Totally gob smacked by this six-foot goddess with a model’s figure and a smile that could light up any room. In an instant, her excitement to meet me changed to worry, then concern. I imagined the cogs turning over in her brain, straining for ways she could compete. Sarah played the only move she had. She cuddled up to Cassie to gain my attention.

Dinner was weird. Sarah dressed to the nines, with a short skirt and a plunging neckline. Something Cassie obviously appreciated. After introducing Maxi to Sarah, Cassie took control and ordered meals for everyone. Cassie took Sarah’s advances on face value and rested her arm on her leg for most of the meal. Sarah headed to the rest rooms twice during the meal, in a move I assumed was aimed at hosing down Cassie. But the second Sarah returned, Cassie’s hand was back on her thigh again.

After dinner, we headed out to CC Blooms, another LGBT bar that flanked the hotel, for some dancing. Sarah sat between Maxi and me. A strategic move if ever there was one. But Cassie scored and headed home within ten minutes, totally unmoved by Sarah’s games. She knew she was on a promise for Saturday night and was more than happy with what else was on offer. Sarah insisted on dragging me up onto the dance floor. And within two minutes, Maxi was up too.

As I glanced over Sarah’s head to Maxi, it occurred to me that her dance partner appeared familiar. It was like peering into a mirror, except that he had a beard and slightly longer hair. A less corporate version of me. After watching Maxi head back to the hotel with my doppelgänger, I called an end to the night’s festivities. Sarah asked to borrow my laptop cable, so followed me to my room. A bottle of champagne, strawberries, and chocolate awaited us when I opened the door. Sarah had been busy.

A knock on the adjoining room door distracted me as I entered the room.

“I’m sorry to ask. But can I borrow some condoms?” Maxi asked, thankfully still fully clothed.

“Sure, they’re by the bed,” I replied, turning to find Sarah sitting under the covers, dressed in her underwear, sipping champagne and sucking on a half-eaten chocolate-covered strawberry.

“Sorry, I didn’t know you were otherwise occupied,” Maxi said, her face reddening.


CHAPTER TEN


CASSIE WAS FIRST to breakfast the following morning. Sensing things were more than a little frosty between Sarah, Maxi and me, she called in her favours.

“Sarah and Robert, I own you today,” Cassie said.

“What’s that mean?” Maxi asked.

“These guys lost a bet to me. What I say goes today. All day long,” Cassie replied.

“One thing to know about Cassie is never bet her. She never loses,” Maxi said.

“As you well know, because I own you too,” Cassie said.

Cassie set the ground rules. Maxi would drive us to her hometown of Glasgow, where we’d spend the day. Unwilling to disclose the itinerary, she guaranteed we’d enjoy the day.

“Robert, sit in the passenger seat beside Maxi. Sarah, sit in the back seat with me,” Cassie instructed, to which we begrudgingly complied.

At the start of the two-hour trip, you could cut the air with a knife.

“How was your night with Rodney?” I asked.

“He was the perfect gentleman, unlike some other people,” Maxi replied.

“Did you use up all the condoms?” Sarah asked.

“Luckily, a dozen was just enough. How many did you use?” Maxi replied.

“I told you, nothing happened between Sarah and me,” I said.

“Sounds like someone’s been a little mischievous,” Cassie said, sliding over towards Sarah.

Letting things lie for thirty minutes, we headed past the Pentland Hills Regional Park. With lush green mountains capturing rain for beautiful lakes below, the scenery was postcard perfect. Though it was difficult to watch the road. Maxi wore a fire engine-red, long-sleeved knitted turtle-neck dress, sitting around six inches above the knees. A pair of black, four-inch stiletto over-the-knee leather boots completed the outfit perfectly. And each time the car hit a bump, her dress rode up against the leather seat.

Just before the halfway mark, Sarah giggled.

“Remember, I own your arse today,” Cassie said.

“But that’s all you own,” Sarah said.

“Challenge accepted. Here comes the tickle monster,” Cassie said.

“Stop it, I’ll wet my pants,” Sarah said.

“I’ll save that for tonight,” Cassie said.

“You are so funny,” Sarah said.

“And you are cute,” Cassie said.

Things died down in the back seat shortly after. I was concerned about the reason and tried unsuccessfully to catch a reflection in any mirror. But nothing shed any light on it. Maxi turned the rear-view mirror to me, enabling me to observe what was happening in the back seat. Cassie’s hand rested on Sarah’s, their fingers intertwined, neither struggling to disconnect.

“Jealous much?” Maxi asked.

“Why would I be?” Sarah is a free spirit,” I replied.

Our first stop was at a day spa, around twenty minutes outside of Glasgow. Cassie had arranged massages for all of us. Only they were couples massages in separate rooms. As Maxi and I headed into one room, they greeted us with a glass of champagne. An hour later, all stress had been relieved, and Maxi and I chatted naturally about our shared experience. Cassie and Sarah met us outside, complete with matching newly applied nail polish. Quite the surprise, indeed.

A tour of street art was next on the agenda. After parking the car, Maxi and I headed in one direction while Cassie and Sarah headed in the other. Maxi knew the best locations, highlighting murals that spoke wonderfully on a scale I’d never imagined. There was even an alleged Banksy, which I was less impressed with than I expected. Upon returning to the car fifteen minutes later, Cassie and Sarah playfully held hands. A melding of the shared nail art.

Lunch at The Butterfly and The Pig provided more than simply sustenance. It gave us the chance to reconnect as a foursome and discuss plans for the afternoon.

“While this place is lovely, and the name reminds me of Maxi and you, I’d like to explore somewhere a little more sensual,” Cassie said.

“Leave it with me. I know just the place,” Maxi said.

The Virginia Gallery was but a five-minute walk from the restaurant. Displaying erotic art from around the globe, it had something for everyone. Once again, Cassie grabbed Sarah and headed off into a far corner of the gallery. I distinctly heard a few oohs and aahs from Sarah, while Maxi showed me her favourite pieces.

“Did you recognise one of the models?” Cassie asked when we met up at the entrance.

Maxi’s face turned bright red.

“Which one is you?” I asked.

Cassie led me to a large artwork in the back corner. While the face was partly hidden, I recognised those legs, and what lay between them, very well.

“Who are Luke and Jack?” Sarah asked, staring at a poster on the wall.

“Let me show you, my princess,” Cassie replied, lifting Sarah’s hand and kissing it.

As we followed Cassie out the door and down the street, I couldn’t help but notice Maxi’s brilliant smile. The day had started badly, but everywhere we’d been had broken down barriers, and opened new shared experiences.

“But this is a sex shop,” Sarah said, stopping at the door.

“It’s not just any sex shop. This is ‘the sex shop’,” Cassie said, dragging Sarah inside.

“Remember, I own you today, and soon you’ll own something new too,” Cassie said.

While Cassie shopped for pleasure devices, Maxi and I checked out the sexy lingerie.

The trip back to Edinburgh was far more pleasant. Slightly more direct, we travelled between fields of rolling hills on either side.

“I can’t imagine how this thing could pleasure me,” Sarah said, reading details on the side of the box.

“I’m gonna introduce you to a level of satisfaction you never knew possible,” Cassie said.

“I think we’ll grab room service tonight,” Cassie said.

“Yes, we’ve had quite a full day,” Sarah said, giggling.

“Sounds like it may be an even bigger night,” Maxi said.

“I promised Sarah, I’d show her how to operate her new toy,” Cassie said.

“Thanks for a brilliant day, Maxi,” I said.

“Aren’t you disappointed that Sarah has found someone else?” Maxi asked.

“I couldn’t care less. Good for them,” I replied.

“But let me take you to dinner as a thank you,” I added.

With a quick word to the concierge, I booked the most romantic restaurant in Edinburgh. And when Maxi opened the door to greet me, my pulse started a race that wouldn’t stop all night. She wore a black, long-sleeved turtle-neck knitted top tucked into a black leather mini-skirt, with two chrome zippers running all the way down the front. Her hair was pulled back behind her ears, highlighting smokey eyes and pale, subtle coloured lips. A pair of black five-inch stiletto over-the-knee suede boots completed the ensemble perfectly.

The restaurant was but a five-minute Uber ride into the Old Town. Perfectly located with views all the way to Leith, and beyond. After waiting for our table at the bar for a few minutes, I ordered some drinks, returning to find a handsome young guy chatting to Maxi.

“Here you go, darling,” I said, handing her a drink and kissing her with intent.

Upon surfacing after thirty seconds, the potential suitor had cleared off.

“You didn’t have to do that. He wasn’t being rude,” Maxi said.

“I will not take any chances tonight,” I said.

“What do you mean?” Maxi asked.

“I’m gonna do what I should have done when I first saw Dominic approach you,” I replied.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


“I DIDN’T THINK you found me attractive,” Maxi said.

“I’ve not only been lying to you, Cassie and Sarah, but I’ve also been lying to myself,” I said.

“Do you mean that this is a real…” Maxi said.

“… date. Yes,” I interjected.

“I wish I’d have known. I would have dressed for the occasion,” Maxi said.

“You look incredible. Far better than I could have wished for,” I said.

“With compliments like that, you may score a home run tonight,” Maxi said, placing her hand on my knee.

Excitement rushed through every fibre of my body at Maxi’s touch.

The matre de interrupted, informing us that our table was ready. He led us through the restaurant, my arm firmly wrapped around Maxi’s back with my hand resting on her warm, leather clad hip. Unable to focus on anything except Maxi’s leather skirt, a surprised squeal with delight stopped me in my tracks.

“Oh my goodness, what a view,” Maxi said.

“I asked for the best,” I said.

Maxi turned and wrapped her arms around my shoulders. As her beautiful face approached mine, everything else in the world became irrelevant. Her soft, moist lips tasted better than anything on the menu. And while merely a taster, her kiss left me excitedly expecting the main course.

“May I suggest you start with sparkling water?” the matre de asked.

A nod of my head was all I could muster in response.

“You are in for the time of your life tonight,” Maxi said.

“I hope we both are,” I said.

“You seem nervous. Almost afraid. What’s wrong?” Maxi asked.

“I’m worried I may not satisfy you,” I replied.

“Why would you think that?” Maxi asked.

“Let me see. Dominic, Neil, Nicolas, James and Rodney all seem like hard acts to follow,” I replied.

“Only Neil had any useful experience prior to me. And he was obsessed with his own orgasms,” Maxi said.

“Then you don’t mind that I lack experience?” I asked.

“Opening a guy’s eyes is half the fun. Like watching a child unwrap a present on Christmas morning,” Maxi replied.

Maxi placed her hand on mine and leaned forward, kissing me playfully.

“I’m gonna show you pleasure you never imagined possible,” Maxi added.

Dinner was delicious and incredibly sensual. Maxi and I sat at a corner table with uninterrupted views down Princess Street and up towards Edinburgh Castle. My hand never left Maxi’s lap throughout the meal. And as entrée and main course came and went, my expectations of dessert heightened.

“Shall I show you the dessert menu?” the matre de asked.

“Not for me. I’m saving myself for something sweeter,” Maxi replied.

While I paid the bill, Maxi headed into the restrooms. After five minutes of waiting at reception, I headed down the hall to the men’s room.

“Psst. You gotta check this out,” Maxi said, grabbing me by the arm and yanking me into the ladies’ room.

Knowing I was in the bad books, against my better judgement, I went with the flow.

“I bet you’ve never been inside one of these before,” Maxi said.

“No. Is all this stuff free?” I asked.

“Everything comes at a cost,” Maxi replied, pushing me into a cubicle and against the door to close it.

Maxi’s body pinned me to the door while her hand unbuckled my pants.

“We’ll be caught and thrown out,” I said.

“Don’t be a wuss. Are you ready for your first reward?” Maxi asked.

Maxi dropped to her knees and swallowed my six-inches in one delicious gulp. Her lips caressed my rock-hard cock like nothing I’d ever experienced before. She knew exactly what to do and where to do it, well before I realised it was happening.

My breathing laboured. I’d been hard since Maxi opened her hotel room door. And she’d pushed me over the edge in seconds.

“Oh, fuck, I’m gonna come,” I moaned.

Seconds later, I unloaded a torrent of my nectar deep down Maxi’s throat. Struggling to stand, I heard the ladies’ room door open.

Maxi stood and kissed me, sharing her bounty gleefully. Short of breath, my heart pounded harder.

“Is everything alright in there, Miss?” a voice asked.

“Yes, I’m just changing my pantyhose,” Maxi replied.

“I’ve been there,” the voice said before the door opened.

Once the door was closed, and we were the only occupants of the ladies’ room, I let out a massive sigh.

“That was incredible,” I said.

“You seemed like you needed that, almost as much as I do,” Maxi said, suddenly smiling.

“What here? Now?” I asked.

“Why not? But you’d better be quick,” Maxi replied.

With little time to think about it, I took the initiative, moving forward and pushing Maxi back against the door. The remnants of my climax lingered in Maxi’s mouth as my hands slid down her shoulders, onto her arms, and under her warm mini-skirt.

Dropping to my knees, I bunched the mini-skirt up, revealing a pair of black silk panties with a lace panel at the front. Playfully poking out from behind the silk panties sat a rock-hard five-inch cock.

“Hurry, before someone comes,” Maxi said.

With no time to waste, I slid the panties to the floor, before holding Maxi’s treat and sliding my mouth over the top three inches.

Maxi shuddered the second my lips touched her soft skin. Vanilla fragrance infused my soul, as I came face to face with a half inch landing strip of pubic hair. And Maxi’s cock appeared quite different from mine. Feminine and delicate. Each time my lips slid over Maxi’s cock head, her legs trembled with excitement. I upped my speed, occasionally thrusting deeper, but not at the expense of delivering her treat. Maxi grabbed two handfuls of my hair, guiding me quickly to her happy ending.

“Fuck, that’s it,” Maxi moaned, before letting go a stream of sweet, salty liquid into my mouth.

Swallowing every drop was all I could do as Maxi pulled my head towards her, keeping her cock deep down my throat until every drop of her precious delight had been expelled.

“See, nothing to fear,” Maxi said, pulling me up and kissing me deeply.

“No, nothing at all,” I said, trying to contain my smile.

As we headed to the basin, my phone dinged. I reached for it, however, Maxi beat me to it. Her eyes opened wide as she read the message and scrolled the feed.

“Hermione is asking whether tonight is the night,” Maxi said.

“I can explain,” I said.

“Is that a yes or a no?” Maxi asked as the phone dinged again.

“You’ve got a couple of new dick picks,” Maxi said.

I didn’t know what to say. Maxi tapped away on the phone before taking a post-coital selfie of the two of us and sending.

“How about I say ’not tonight’?” Maxi asked.

“Yes, please,” I replied.


CHAPTER TWELVE


AFTER MAXI MADE sure the coast was clear, we exited the restaurant and caught an Uber back to our hotel. Things got heavy during the ten-minute ride, distracting the driver and causing him to break heavy more than once.

“That pantyhose excuse came a little naturally,” I said.

“Perhaps that wasn’t the first ladies’ room treat I’ve handed out,” Maxi said.

“I understand. A lady doesn’t tell, and a gentleman doesn’t ask,” I said.

“Right. Go with your instincts tonight,” Maxi said.

“Challenge accepted,” I said.

“I hoped you’d say that,” Maxi said.

Our bodies melded into one during the lift ride to the eighth floor. Maxi’s soft suede boot wrapped around my leg while her leather-clad arse rubbed against my manhood. After staggering the five steps down the hallway to my room, locked in a perfect embrace, I knew it was time for dessert.

“Last chance. Are you sure you want this, or perhaps you want me to message Hermione?” Maxi asked after closing the door.

“I want you more than anything,” I replied, pushing her back against the door and pressing my body against hers.

“No need to rush. We’ve got all night,” Maxi said.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked.

“A drink on the balcony would be lovely. I don’t have this view,” Maxi replied.

Maxi strutted across the room, her hips swaying seductively, before she stepped out onto the balcony. My eyes remained transfixed on her incredible arse. Once she was gone, I quickly poured a couple of drinks and joined her.

“I can’t believe how different our rooms are. This view is incredible,” Maxi said.

“I prefer my view to yours,” I said.

After placing the glasses of Scotch on a table, I walked up behind Maxi. Her hands held the balcony handrail as a gentle breeze forced her hair back in a Titanic moment. I placed my hands on hers, prompting her to sway her leather mini-skirt side to side.

“Has anyone ever mentioned you have the sexiest arse ever?” I asked.

“Let me recall. Dominic, Neil, Nicolas, James…” Maxi replied, before I kissed her deeply.

Maxi pushed her arse back, breaking the kiss, before leaning against the balcony rail and arching her back. I slid my hands down her arms and onto her hips, before bunching up her leather skirt and revealing the most perfect arse I’d ever seen. After kissing each cheek, I slid her silken panties to the floor.

“Yes, that’s it. Go with your instincts,” Maxi said, opening her legs and leaning forward.

Dropping to my knees, I ran my hands up Maxi’s soft suede boots, onto her toned and tanned thighs, before opening her muscular butt cheeks and unveiling her pristine pink flower. Starting slowly, I kissed the right cheek, then the left, before circling in on the prime target. As I approached Maxi’s flower, her reaction became more impassioned. Each brief movement of my tongue caused Maxi’s body to writhe in ecstasy.

“Fuck, yeah. Well done,” Maxi said.

Taking Maxi’s lead, I circled her flower with my tongue, darting quickly in and out before slowly licking my way from top to bottom. As her vanilla scent gained intensity, I resisted the temptation to move to her bobbing cock and swinging balls, instead working her arse to where she struggled to stand.

“I want you inside me,” Maxi said.

After moistening my fingers, I stood and slid two fingers deep inside Maxi, causing her to shudder in excitement. Kissing my way across her shoulders, I pressed my fingers deep, hitting her G-spot.

“I need to sit,” Maxi said.

Releasing my hand, Maxi turned to me before kissing me deeply. She dropped onto a chair, leaning back against the balcony rail and spreading her legs broadly. I dropped to my knees before inserting two fingers on one hand deep inside her, while grabbing her cock with the other hand. I synchronised both actions with immediate effect. Maxi’s moan drowned out any street noise from below. She gripped the balcony rail with a strength that turned her fingers white. I increased the pace until Maxi let out a scream and a torrent of nectar sprayed onto the balcony floor.

Sensing dessert was only half finished, I dropped my pants and removed my boxers while Maxi recovered, still holding the railing for dear life. Working my cock up to rock hard in seconds, I pressed the head against Maxi’s hungry flower. A second later, we were fully connected as Maxi gripped the balcony for dear life and I thrust my six-inches deep.

“You feel incredible,” Maxi moaned.

Placing Maxi’s soft suede boots onto each of my shoulders, I encouraged Maxi to lift her backside, allowing me to drive deeper. With Maxi’s arse an inch above my cock, it provided the perfect angle for what was to come. Each time my pelvis slammed against Maxi’s backside, her mouth opened wide, letting out a joyful moan. And each time I pulled back, her eyes stared at me with total lust. With her hands gripping the balcony rail and her boots steadying her body, I thrust harder and deeper than I believed possible.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT NIGHT, WE progressively worked our way through a twenty-four pack of condoms. Maxi took me places I never imagined existed, and she opened my eyes to experiences that would change my life forever. The balance of our love making took me by surprise. For every give, there was a take. And I never imagined I’d enjoy taking as much as I did. But our connection dominated my subsequent post-mortem. Never had I felt as deeply connected to another human as I did to Maxi.

We didn’t surface on the Sunday. Instead, we ordered a room service breakfast to provide the sustenance we needed to continue. We desperately needed proteins and carbs to replenish our energy supplies. So, a traditional UK breakfast of oatmeal, eggs, bacon, pancakes and fruit-salad provided our power source for the day. Over breakfast, I checked my phone for messages. There was nothing from Cassie or Sarah, leading me to assume we weren’t late for any expected activities.

Catching up with Cassie and Sarah for a late supper on Sunday night, the look on Sarah’s face spoke volumes. Neither girl let go of the other for more than a few seconds. And this time, Sarah wasn’t attempting to get me jealous. She’d had the time of her life and discovered much more than merely how to pleasure herself with her new toy. While she wasn’t quite ready to shave her head and wear combat boots, she looked at other women differently from that day forward. And she even ended up in that threesome with Cassie and Anna.

Maxi’s exhibition opened to rave reviews. Originally planned for a three-month run, it ended up getting extended to over six-months. And that kept Maxi in Edinburgh throughout our assignment and a follow-on piece of work that I managed. And true to her word, Maxi provided a private showing, just for the two of us, where I got to see her incredible talent in action. It turned out Maxi’s star was on the rise after that, allowing her to move to London.

The Royal Bank of Edinburgh assignment ended up as an incredible success. Fergus won a white whale client for life. Cassie headed back to New York as a newly minted partner. And Sarah got recruited by Google in Ireland to work on the next level of algorithms. Which turned out great, as Sarah developed a weakness for girls from the Emerald Isle. Luckily for her, many of them responded well to the attraction. Meanwhile, I worked on another couple of assignments with Royal Bank of Edinburgh before nabbing Sarah’s role in the London office.

The move to London enabled me to build a successful career working across Europe. Something that my colleagues in Boston were incredibly jealous of. Maxi and I established a London home. We moved into a one bedroom studio apartment, with views up and down the River Thames. Lined with incredible art works, on loan, the apartment looked stunning inside and out. But no view could rival the sight of Maxi. Merely a glimpse of her smile caused my heart to flutter. And I never regretted being trapped in the whirlwind that was Cassie’s life. It delivered the girl of my dreams.
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How far would you go to win a competition? Are there any lines you wouldn’t cross?

Aaron Allman is the guy with the life most guys dream of. At twenty-three he has flown fighter jets in the air force, worked as a test pilot for NASA, and now leads a team developing the newest rockets for space travel. The grandson of a space travel pioneer, it seems there’s almost nothing he can’t do. Except hold down a relationship.

Sharing his home with two fellow space engineers, Aaron’s homelife could best be described as uber-competitive. Whether it’s relaxing in front of a video game, participating in a personal fitness class, or simply commuting to work, everything ends up becoming a competition. Especially between Aaron and William, a test engineer who believes he’s forced to live in Aaron’s shadow.

So, when their housemate Grace discovers a Sexy Bucket List article in a magazine, the boys compete to see who can cross off the most items. But when both William and Aaron realise they can only cross off ten percent of the items on the list, a Sexy Bucket List Challenge is the only possible outcome. Twenty items in twenty days leading up to Christmas. What could go wrong? Especially when the single boys, Aaron and William, discover several challenges require a willing partner.

If you like romances that force you to step well outside your comfort zone, then you’ll love ‘SEXY BUCKET LIST”. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Aaron put aside his conservative upbringing, and embrace his wild side, to win the Sexy Bucket List Challenge?


FIVE FIRST DATES
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Would you trust someone else to find the love of your life? What if that someone was a computer?

Tom Prince is a successful scientist, who is still living in his hometown of Kansas City. It’s not because he doesn’t have options. With too many patents to count and a string of life-saving medical breakthroughs under his belt, Tom has enjoyed the riches that come with success. Still, he prefers the quiet life.

But after losing the love of his life three years prior, all Tom does is work, eat, and sleep. Something that his sister Nancy, his one and only personal contact, believes is unhealthy and needs to change. And she isn’t letting it go until Tom moves on once and for all.

So, when Nancy sees an advertisement for SoulMates, a dating service that guarantees a match or your money back, she sees the opportunity to get Tom back on the bike. As a man of science, he can’t argue with ‘five dates to your soul mate or your money back’ promise. And he’ll spend time in five of the most romantic places in the country.

But when the SoulMates process insists Tom keeps his options wide open, he must decide between walking away from one-hundred grand or embracing life well outside his comfort zone.

If you like romances where sparks fly in all directions like Bridget Jones’s Diary or Mamma Mia, then you’ll love FIVE FIRST DATES. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Tom embrace the SoulMates process and live life outside his comfort zone, or will he play it safe and lose the chance to meet his soul mate, forever?


FAMILIAR FACE

[image: ]

Is it really possible for people to change? Or are we destined to follow our childhood path blindly into adulthood, and for the rest of our lives?

Lewis Ludwig is returning to his hometown of Staunton, Virginia, for the first time in ten years. Something he promised he’d never do. Since moving to New York City straight out of high school, this ex-football star, heartthrob and all-round bad-boy had worked hard to change his negative outlook on life, and most of his wicked ways. But no-one back in Staunton knows or cares about that.

So, when Lewis steps off the plane to join the wedding party for his best buddy, Gary’s wedding, he instantly feels the wrath for things done a lifetime ago. And no matter where he goes and who he meets, everyone seems to have bad memories of being on the wrong end of Lewis Ludwig’s bad deeds. Especially, the bride and fellow members of the wedding party.

But when Lewis spots Stacy, a fellow wedding party member and visitor to Staunton, he believes his luck may have changed. Stacy, is smart and sexy and, as she’s from out of town, won’t hold his bad boy history against him. Although she looks somewhat familiar, something he puts down to her modelling picture adorning his dorm room wall throughout college.

If you like wedding romances with heart, where people really can surprise you, like ‘Four Weddings and a Funeral’, then you’ll love ‘FAMILIAR FACE’. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Can Lewis make a positive first impression on his dream girl Stacy, or will his bad-boy reputation ruin his chances?


WE MET BY ACCIDENT

[image: ]

Do you believe that a single decision can change the direction of your life?

Dane Henson is not a risk taker. Born and bred in middle America, the most courageous thing Dane ever did was move two hours north to Minneapolis to join a graduate program straight out of college. Young, handsome and the sort of guy everybody gets along with, Dane’s exterior hides a shyness and conservative nature that keeps him well and truly out of love’s way.

After starting work as a salesman for a clothing wholesaler, his days and weeks are spent on the road hustling fashion accessories to make a sale. And six months into his new career, Dane has learned to use his youthful exuberance and good looks to his advantage. Both his sales results, and his star, are definitely on the rise. But a big part of his success has come from a relationship forged with the flamboyant Stef Moon, buyer for the five hundred store ‘Christopher and Banks’ fashion chain.

Returning from his regular Friday afternoon call on Stef, Dane is excited to ring the sales bell, signalling another extraordinary sales performance. But the gods seem to have other ideas. A one-hour commute quickly becomes a ten-mile carpark with no end in sight. Dane has always relied on his GPS for navigating his new town, but now he must choose whether to take a risk and forge his own path or end up sitting in traffic for hours.

If you like transgender romance stories in the vein of ‘Sliding Doors’ where a single decision can change a life forever, then you’ll love ‘We Met By Accident’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

How will Dane’s decision to follow his instincts lead him to find the love of his love life in the most unexpected place?


APARTMENT 314

[image: ]

Do you believe in love at first sight or does true love of a soul mate take time to blossom?

Alexander Andersen is young, good looking and a successful sports journalist. He seems to have the world at his feet. But Alexander’s housemate and best friend, Ludwig, seems to one-up Alexander on every front. From jobs to income to girls, Ludwig always seems one step up the ladder from Alexander.

When the apartment down the hall, apartment 314, gets rented, the boys have high expectations. But flight attendant Britt and her social media maven sister, Emma, exceed all expectations. The boys think all their Christmases have come at once. Both girls are new in town, model level attractive, and amazingly, single. The perfect combination.

But alpha Ludwig soon turns the arrival into yet another competition. A two-part bet that will see the winner get his laundry done, and have their rent paid, for a month. The race is on to date one of the sisters. That is until a mystery girl walks from apartment 314 and steals Alexander’s heart. Tall, brunette and with brown eyes, this girl intrigues, and really stands out against the blonde-haired, blue-eyed population of Oslo.

If you like transgender romance stories with an air of mystery and plenty of fun, then you’ll love ‘APARTMENT 314’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Ludwig successfully alpha Alexander away from the gorgeous girls of apartment 314, or will Alexander win the bet, and love of his life, by taking a massive chance on love?


DOUBLE TROUBLE

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

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


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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