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PART ONE


CHAPTER ONE


“MOM, YOU ARE not wearing that,” I said.

“What’s wrong with this outfit, Edward?”

“It’s way too revealing. Especially for a woman your age.”

“Perhaps I feel like letting my hair down a bit. Getting into the Independence Day spirit.”

My mother stood before me dressed in a black oversized tank top, with a massive Stars and Stripes flag emblazoned across it. The neck and armholes revealed glimpses of a candy red bra, while faded blue jean shorts with strategically placed rips only just covered a pair of matching red briefs. Her hair was long and ruffled to give the bed head impression and a pair of red, white and blue cowboy boots with red and white tassels completed the clearly inappropriate outfit. For a housewife in her mid-forties, my mother was a remarkably youthful spirit.

“Do you think you are setting a good example for Sally?” I asked.

“Sally hardly says a word to me these days. I wouldn’t know what she thinks.”

“Well, I can tell you for sure you won’t impress her if you leave the house dressed like that.”

“Perhaps it’s not Sally or you I’m trying to impress.”

“Mom, don’t go there. It’s too soon.”

“I’m still a woman, you know. And many men still find me attractive.”

“So you keep telling me. But I don’t want to think about that.”

“Your father moved on. It’s about time I did the same.”

“I get it. But do you have to seduce my boss?”

“Timothy hasn’t always been your boss.”

“I know. We’ve been neighbors since I was born.”

“Yes, long enough for his slutty ex-wife to steal my husband.”

“That doesn’t mean you two have to hookup for revenge.”

“Timothy Simms is a successful man. You could do much worse for a father.”

“Mom, trust me. It’ll end in tears.”

“I’m a big girl who can handle herself.”

“I wasn’t referring to you.”

Thankfully, a ring of the doorbell signaled the party had started.

“I’ll get it. There’s only one person who can be. But please change into something more age appropriate, Mom.”

“It’s the Fourth of July. What could be more appropriate than the stars and stripes?”

“I said age appropriate.”

At the top of the stairs, I bumped into Sally. At least she dressed more age appropriate. But given that she was seventeen, even that concerned me. As I passed, Sally turned behind her and caught a glimpse of my mother.

“Mom, you are not going out dressed like that,” Sally said.

“Let your hair down, Sally. It’s the Fourth of July.”

The beauty of living in a cul-de-sac was the lack of through traffic. That meant kids played in the street and all the neighbors knew everyone else. Unfortunately, that also meant they knew each other’s business. And nothing was off-limits. Something which made the first couple of years after my father ran off with Mrs. Simms particularly difficult. But two other scandals had occurred in the ten years since my father left. Making us no longer the talk of the street party.

On this day each year, a barrier blocked off the street entrance. And a half dozen barbecues lined the street, along with coolers placed in every driveway. Tables of red, white and blue themed offerings completed the picture while music blared Bruce Springsteen from a DJ setup halfway up the street. Everyone dressed in stars and stripes, but no-one over thirty, dressed anything like my mother. Thankfully, everyone smiled and cheers rang out as the neighbors got along swimmingly.

Sally walked past with a plate of hot wings. Tim turned quickly to select one, instantly regretting his move.

“When are you going to get your back fixed?” I asked.

“The surgery waiting lists are ridiculous,” Tim replied.

“Don’t do anything that might aggravate it in New Orleans.”

“Remember, you need to close off the month while I’m on leave,” Tim said.

“Yes, I’ve spoken with all the heads and things are in place.”

“Don’t forget to wait for the vehicle sales. We’ll need them this month.”

“Will do, boss. There’s twelve in the north and three in the west.”

As soon as my mother arrived, she pointed her body directly towards Tim.

“Edward, you shouldn’t be talking shop on the Fourth of July,” my mother said.

“I didn’t mention…”

“…I’m sure Tim would rather talk about his upcoming holiday.”

My mother moved her foot across in front of me, effectively blocking me from the conversation.

“I assume you’re having a quiet week at home again, Tim,” my mother said, obviously fishing.

“No, I’m taking a quick trip to New Orleans.”

“I’ve always wanted to go there. Do you need someone to keep you company?”

“No, I’m visiting a friend.”

“Is he going to show you the sights?”

“The purpose of the trip is to spend time with my friend.”

“What does he do?”

“They run an agency.”

“That sounds mysterious. Perhaps you need someone with you to keep you safe.”

“Mom, can you stop with the twenty questions routine?” I interjected.

“Sorry, I’m just interested in something other than work. Go on Tim.”

“I’ll be there until next Friday.”

“Well, if you decide you need a travel companion, even at the last minute, you know where to find me,” my mother said, sucking all the energy out of the air.

“Haven’t you got more food to bring out?” I interjected.

“Yes, Tim, could you please help me?”

“I’ll help you Mom,” I said.

“No, Tim has got it covered,” my mother said, dragging Tim towards our house by the arm.

It didn’t take more than three minutes of small talk with our neighbor, Mr. Brady, before my worst fears were realized.

“Come quickly. Help me Edward,” Tim messaged.

“Where are you?”

“Your mother’s bedroom.”

I sprinted full speed towards the house, throwing open the door and ascending two flights of stairs with vigor.

“Don’t let me be too late.”

“Mom, we’re out of potato salad,” I yelled directly outside her door.

I knew what it meant when her door was locked during the day. Especially when a single man was in the house.

“Mom, are you in there?” I yelled while knocking loudly on the door.

I heard cowboy boots scurry across the wooden floorboards. Something a little too familiar.

Knowing I was in trouble either way, I ducked into the bathroom and opened the adjoining door to her bedroom. There stood my mother, in a red bra and high cut panties, wearing nothing else but cowboy boots and straddling Tim. He appeared petrified, pinned to the chair as my mother slid her semi-clad body over his fully clothed body. She had her tank top in her hands, sliding it back and forth around Tim’s neck. Rather than giving me a look of surprise, my mother gave me a look of pure loathing.

“Don’t you know how to knock?” my mother said, standing up straight before letting her tank top fall to the floor.

Tim took that first opportunity to escape my mother’s clutches and run out of the house.

“Mom, he’s my boss.”

“We’re two consenting adults, Edward. But look, you’ve scared him off.”

“What do you mean … I scared him off?”


CHAPTER TWO


IT TOOK MY mother several hours to start talking to me again. That respite allowed me to chat freely with Tim and enjoy the remainder of the Fourth of July festivities. We even headed down to the banks of the Mississippi to take in the fireworks.

“It’s funny to think you’ll be four hundred miles downstream in a few days,” I said.

“Hopefully, today’s fireworks will be long forgotten.”

The following morning, I knocked on Tim’s door at 5:30 am. As usual, he instantly opened the garage door and put his briefcase in the trunk. I added my backpack, and we headed off on our fifteen-minute drive to work.

“I’m sorry about my mother yesterday,” I said.

“That’s okay. I’m hoping it won’t be a problem much longer.”

Tim had been ducking and diving from my mother for the ten years since my father walked out. A little unwanted attention from Laura Bronson was nothing he hadn’t experienced before. Still, I felt embarrassed every time it happened. Even if Tim shook it off pretty quickly. He sort of saw it coming these days and kept me on speed dial to spring into action, like superman, and save him.

“Thanks for being understanding,” I said.

With apologies out of the way, my mind switched to preparing for the week ahead. I’d managed month’s end once, but that was under Tim’s guidance. This time, I had no-one to go to if things turned pear-shaped. Still, I’d worked under Tim at Auto-Zone corporate for almost four years and felt ready to step up to the plate.

“Are you looking forward to your holiday?” I asked.

That was all it took to get Tim started.

“I’m worried about leaving the house for a week, but yeah. I’m really excited to be heading to New Orleans.”

“Is your friend putting you up?”

“No, I’m meeting her there. We’re staying downtown at the Hotel Monteleone.”

Tim waxed lyrical about his love for New Orleans. The music, the food and the beautiful architecture. And sitting on the Mississippi, it almost felt like he wasn’t leaving Memphis. Or Tennessee at least. I learned more about Tim’s personal life in that ten-minute window than in the previous four years we’d worked together.

“Can I park in your spot next week?” I asked.

“Let’s do one better. You can drive my car to work to keep the battery charged?”

Work hit me like a bus the second I walked through the door. And thankfully, Tim left me to handle all the fires associated with month’s end. That at least made the morning zoom by quickly, leaving me little time to do more than firefight. By early afternoon, things looked rosier. Well, after I had a catch up with Tim and Eva, Tim’s assistant. We ran through final preparations before Tim ducked out to take a call.

“He may come back from New Orleans a very different man,” Eva said.

“What do you mean, Eva?”

“He’s probably already told you about Jenny, I assume.”

“Nothing too specific. Why, what do you know?”

“Let’s just say that if things go according to plan, marriage is on the cards.”

Eva’s comments took me by complete surprise. I’d spent all the previous day with Tim, and he hadn’t mentioned a word. How could I be so out of the loop?

“What makes you think that?” I asked.

“He bought an engagement ring last week.”

I knew fifteen minutes wasn’t long enough to coax details of an impending engagement out of Tim. But tried anyway.

“Tell me about your friend, Tim. The one you’re visiting in New Orleans.”

“Has your mother put you up to this?

“No, I promise I’ll keep it between the two of us.”

“Hey, can you do me a favor?” Tim asked as he pulled into his garage.

Finally, my chance to be a best man.

“Sure, what is it?”

“Can you help me sort out the furniture in a few of my rooms?”

That comment floored me. I never imagined I’d live to see the day when Timothy Simms opened a door to let air into the veritable museum he called home, let alone move things around. Devastated by his wife’s infidelity, Tim left the marital home untouched after her departure. Wardrobes full of her clothing, photos of the two of them, and even her dust covered car remained untouched since that fateful day.

“Sure, before or after the trip?” I asked.

“Before I leave tomorrow morning.”

We agreed that I’d come over first thing in the morning and help Tim with the moves. Then I’d drop him off at the airport in his car. I was more than happy, as it gave me the chance to cruise about in his Porsche 911, pretending to own it. The looks we got from people when I rode in the car were incredible. I could only imagine what looks I’d get in the driver’s seat.

“I’ve got one more favor to ask, if it’s not too much,” Tim said.

“Yeah, what?”

“Could you look after my house while I’m away, Edward?”

“You mean feed the cats and water the plants?”

“No, could you stay in the house while I’m away? There are a few things going on and I’d feel more comfortable if someone I trusted was there.”

“Do you mean sleep here, Tim?”

“Yes, and eat. The refrigerator is full. I’ve made up a bed in the guest wing. There are clean sheets and towels. You should have everything you need.”

I headed back to Tim’s the following morning. After helping move a few items of furniture from the garage into the house, I drove him to the airport. My expectations of driving the Porsche were far exceeded by reality. I got waves from cute girls the second I sat behind the wheel. And I made record time to the airport and back. Not that I sped, rather I merely arrived at the speed limit awfully quick. After eating dinner with my mother and Sally, I explained Tim’s request for me to stay at his. And after another half hour explaining that the museum had now re-opened, I packed my clothes and toiletries and headed across the road. That night, I slept soundly in a rather comfortable bed that wasn’t mine.


CHAPTER THREE


SUNDAY MORNING, I woke around 9:00 am. For me, that was a crazy long sleep-in. I opened the curtains, half expecting to be surrounded by stuffed animals and dusty books. But the bedroom was clean, the furniture quite modern, and a faint smell of freshly dried paint drifted into my nostrils. The Simms mansion, as the neighbors called it, had always intrigued me. And except for the very rare occasion, I’d never properly seen inside it. Sure, my mother told stories of before the incident, when she and my father would spend countless hours at the landmark property, watching boats navigate the Mississippi. But I’d always assumed they were just that. Stories.

The view from my bedroom was nothing short of breathtaking. The home perched on a generous block, offering full one-hundred and eighty-degree views of a perfect stretch of the river. Only a few deciduous trees and a thirty-yard strip of grass across the road interrupted the water view. With the water summoning me, I stepped out onto the home’s semi-circular verandah that spanned almost two-thirds of the mansion’s frontage. Standing with my hands on the railing, I took in a series of deep breaths. As the cool Memphis morning air saturated my lungs, I wondered how Tim was fairing at the other end of this majestic body of water.

Tim’s yard was immaculate. No matter what time of year you looked, there was always something in bloom. Not that the responsibility for keeping it that way fell onto me. Thankfully, Tim employed a legion of gardeners to mow the lawn, trim the bushes and weed the flower beds, leaving me nothing to do but admire its beauty. Just as I started to relax, my phone dinged with a message.

“Are you coming home for breakfast? Or do you want me to drop it off?” my mother messaged.

“I’ll be there in fifteen minutes,” I replied, not wanting to get my one free day hijacked.

While I felt guilty for not waking up early enough to exercise, I knew Laura Bronson was not one to wait. Heading inside, I grabbed my backpack off the floor and moved towards the bathroom. As I reached the door, I turned and scanned the bedroom. The wooden bed, possibly oak, looked newly polished at least. The wooden floors reflected the sunlight without a single blemish. Plush, thick curtains surrounded panoramic windows, either held back with lavish tiebacks or overlapping to keep every last skerrick of daylight out. And light and bright furniture appeared ideally placed around the room.

A fresh smelling walk-in-robe sat to my left as I walked through the bathroom door. After dropping my backpack and rustling around for my toiletries, I remembered I’d already placed them on the bathroom counter the night before. Now, I’d spent a lot of time in swish, and not so swish, hotels during my time with Auto-Zone, but this bathroom took exacting standards of cleanliness to a whole new level. Everything was fresh and new. I felt like the first person ever to have entered this luxurious space. Double vanity sinks sat before a fifteen-foot-long mirror. And each sink had a full set of cupboards and drawers below it. Banks of lights provided an almost theatrical feel.

Stepping into the shower, even the water temperature was exactly as I liked it. Not a fraction too hot or cold. It felt like the room had been configured ideally to my liking. And while I left my toiletries on the counter, I didn’t need to worry. Every possible lotion and potion sat on a convenient shelf before me. Even the soap appeared to be my brand. How was that even possible? The room was pristine. I was worried about messing it up. Sure, I knew the cleaners would be in later in the week, but I didn’t want them to judge me too harshly. To avoid recriminations, I positioned the bathmat and towel preemptively before stepping into the shower.

I couldn’t remember starting a Sunday feeling as fresh and relaxed. A bathrobe hanging against a nearby wall felt more comfortable than any of my clothing. While a pair of slippers sitting beneath it slid on smoothly like butter. Once I’d preened myself, including applying a decent coating of moisturizer from a pump pack, I headed into the bedroom. The last thing I felt like was rushing back to my mother’s house, but I knew she’d be knocking on the door, tray in hand, within five minutes if I didn’t show. After a quick change of clothes, I headed across the street.

“Here you go, Edward. Pancakes, just the way you like them,” my mother said.

“Thanks, Mom.”

“I can only imagine what Tim’s bachelor pad looks like after the lack of a woman’s touch for so long.”

“You’d be surprised.”

“What do you mean?”

I knew I’d inadvertently kicked a hornet’s nest.

“You are spot on, Mom,” I said, scrambling to recover.

The last thing I wanted was a visit from my mother. I needed to stay alert for this conversation and keep her out of Tim’s home.

“The neighbors swear the house is haunted,” Sally said, while chomping loudly on a pancake.

“I visited it plenty of times in my day. And I never saw evidence of any spirits. Even during sleepovers,” my mother said.

“The house seems fine.”

“What’s fine for a twenty-year-old boy doesn’t fill me with comfort.”

“I’m twenty-two, Mom. And I’ll be fine for the week.”

Sunday night was one of the most relaxing times of my life. There wasn’t even a need to run to the grocery store, as the kitchen was full. A note from Tim left on the kitchen counter explained everything. Ready meal options were in the refrigerator. A further range was in the freezer. Nothing needed replacing, as a delivery was due on Friday afternoon. All I needed to do was put it away. Even the beer fridge was full and located directly next to a recliner chair propped in front of a wide-screen television. And music could be piped throughout the home at the touch of a button on my phone. Everything was sweet.

Over the following five days, the only difficulty I experienced was fielding offers to keep me company from my mother. She and Sally still weren’t on speaking terms, meaning she was always looking for an out. Thankfully, my hours were long as I tackled month’s end for the first time without Tim. Meaning my mother had almost no window in which to operate. I can’t imagine how I would have tried to explain the state of the home had she visited me. And over the week, I slowly explored other parts of the house. Five additional bedrooms, each with a private bathroom and as beautifully decorated as mine, a home theater, four generous balconies, each with river views. The home was phenomenal.

Friday night, I got a message from Tim.

“Could you pick me up in the S Class?” Tim messaged.

I sent a thumbs up. Wow, what did that mean? Had Tim been successful with his proposal? I excitedly drove Tim’s luxury Mercedes to the airport, feeling more like a chauffeur than a successful entrepreneur. Tim messaged me as he landed. I waited by the car, with the trunk open.

“Edward, I’d like you to meet Jenny, my wife.”


CHAPTER FOUR


“HI JENNY, LOVELY to meet you. And congratulations,” I said.

“Timothy has told me a lot about you. But he never mentioned how handsome you were,” Jenny said.

“Where did he propose?” I asked, trying not to show my reddening face.

“Out on the Mississippi River. On a paddle steamer.”

I found it hard to find my voice. And my admiration for Tim instantly ratcheted up at least two dozen notches. Jenny was an Amazonian goddess. Probably standing a touch over 6ft, she had the face of an angel, and from what I could see, the body of a supermodel.

“Sounds like the old romantic here.” I said.

“It was perfect. And so is Timothy.”

Dressed casually, she wore a simple, black, long-sleeved sweater tucked into a pair of faded blue jeans with rips in all the right places. A black belt cinched her hourglass figure while a pair of black three-inch block heel suede ankle boots completed the casual but sexy ensemble. Jenny’s long blonde curls swept over either shoulder and down over her voluptuous body. Even with simple makeup, Jenny’s face demanded attention. I couldn’t decide whether her piercing blue eyes or plump pouty lips were the highlight. But I found it hard to look away. The description trophy wife instantly came to mind. Except this trophy had few peers.

Jenny and Tim were obviously tight. As newlyweds should be. He hardly let go of her hand, and when he did, she instantly reconnected with him. The euphoria appeared to be well and truly mutual. Now Timothy must have been an attractive man, or at least that’s what my mother kept telling me. I never saw it. But obviously I must have missed something all these years. Standing little more than 5ft 9in, Jenny towered a solid six inches above him when wearing heels. Even barefooted, I would imagine she’d shade him by a good four inches. Still, neither of them seemed to mind. And I couldn’t imagine why anyone wouldn’t be enamored by Jenny.

I took things slowly on the way home, channeling my inner chauffeur. Given Jenny was new to town, I followed the Mississippi as much as possible, even crossing and recrossing the river to provide the best view of Memphis downtown. While the trip to the airport had taken twenty minutes, the trip home took over thirty. But I didn’t mind. I was more focused on giving Jenny a positive first impression of our beautiful city. Given the recent home improvements, I assumed Tim’s house would become the matrimonial home. Throughout the trip, I kept peering in the rear-view mirror, partly to make sure the whole Jenny thing wasn’t a mirage, and partly to appreciate her beauty.

Jenny oohed and aahed once we hit the mighty Mississippi. I looked back to see Jenny kiss Tim with excitement and pull him closer.

“It’s beautiful,” Jenny said.

“And that’s the same river where Tim proposed,” I said.

“You are such a romantic, Timothy,” Jenny said, before landing a passionate kiss on Tim’s lips.

As we reached our turnoff, I slowed and stopped the car temporarily.

“That’s the view you’ll have every morning, Jenny,” I said.

“I won’t notice. I’ll be too busy looking at you,” Tim said, prompting another kiss from Jenny.

“It’s perfect, just like you, Timothy.”

After carefully parking the car, Tim headed to the trunk.

“I got this, boss. You stay with Jenny.”

Tim led Jenny through the door and into the house. I counted to ten, not wanting to spoil the threshold moment. I must confess to watching closely, though. Wondering how 5ft 9in Tim could carry Jenny over the threshold with a bad back. Sensibly, he didn’t try. Still, I heard squeals of excitement as I followed with the luggage.

Knowing the way, I dropped the luggage off in the primary suite. Until recently, Tim occupied the sole bedroom on the ground floor. But since staying in his house, I’d noticed he’d moved into the primary suite. With front and side verandahs, a massive ensuite and his and hers walk-in-robes, it was something pretty special. After dropping the luggage, I headed for the door, deciding to leave the newlyweds to their own devices.

“It’s getting late, Edward. You are best to stay here and not wake your family,” Tim said.

I have to admit, an image of Jenny in a satin bath robe flashed into my mind.

“Are you sure? I don’t want to encroach.”

“We’ve been married a few days now,” Tim said.

“As long as you don’t mind, boss.”

“I can’t believe how gorgeous our house is,” Jenny said, as she moved from room to room.

“Thanks for looking after things, Edward.”

“Month’s end went like a breeze.”

“I meant on the home front. I wanted everything to be perfect for our return.”

“I honestly have never seen the house look this good.”

After around thirty excited minutes, Jenny joined Tim and me in the living room.

“What do you do for a living, Jenny?” I asked.

“I run an agency.”

“And will you be able to do that from here?”

“I’ve got a few girls arriving tomorrow.”

That explains the five bedrooms plus the primary. But why would employees be living at an agency?

“If I can do anything to help, Jenny, just holler. I only live across the road.”

“I might just take you up on that. Tim’s been having trouble with his pesky back. And I need to keep him healthy,” Jenny said with a wry smile.

I wonder if children will be next on the agenda. There’s more than enough room. As the night wore on, I quickly turned into the third wheel.

“I’ve already moved my stuff across the road. And my mother will be knocking if I don’t get home soon,” I said.

Truth be told, I didn’t want to sleep in the room next to the newlyweds. And after savoring Jenny’s beauty for a few hours, I desperately needed some alone time.

Surprisingly, my mother met me a few feet inside the door. She was dressed in leather pants and a silk blouse. But it was her ‘CFM’ boots that were the giveaway.

“How did Tim’s vacation go? I assumed he might be hungry, so I baked him a casserole.”

“He’s not alone, Mom.”

“Did his friend come back from New Orleans with him?”

“Yes, Mom.”

“And what’s he like?”

“She is very nice,” I said, watching my mother’s expression turn stoney.

I took a deep breath before continuing.

“And there not merely friends,” I said, watching her face turn white.

“Tim and Jenny are married, Mom. I’d put the casserole in the refrigerator for tomorrow night,” I said.

“Sorry, what did you say?”

“I don’t think they’ll need the casserole.”

“No, before that.”

“Tim and Jenny are married.”

The instant I finished the sentence, my mother dropped the casserole on the floor, shattering the dish and spraying food across the floorboards.

“What makes her that goddam special?” my mother asked.

“Well, she’s drop dead gorgeous and very smart.”

“But Tim’s supposed to end up with me. He just needed to get over Andrea.”

“Well, the good news is … he’s over Andrea.”

“What is she, some kind of third-world mail-order bride?”

“If she was, I’d sign up in an instant.”

“Are you saying she’s pretty, Edward?”

“Yep.”

“Prettier than me?”

“Yep.”

“You’re only saying that because I’m your mother.”

“Nope.”

“Surely there must be something wrong with her?”

“Not that I could see.”

My mother immediately headed to the front window and took watch, while I cleaned up the casserole and headed to bed. I must admit to having images of Jenny running through my mind as I lay in bed. Even trying interventions twice before finally getting to sleep. When I woke, I hoped it was all a dream. Until I staggered downstairs to see my mother still holding watch at the front window. She must have gone to sleep, eventually. Holy crap, this was not going to be a peaceful day.


PART TWO


CHAPTER FIVE


“MORNING, MOM. ANY action on the neighborhood watch front?” I asked.

“I haven’t seen hide nor hair of anybody.”

“It is their back fence your surveilling. Or they may be laying in, given they’re still on their honeymoon.”

“Perhaps I should make breakfast and take it over.”

Thankfully, my phone dinged with a message.

“Is that a call for help, Edward? Is Tim alright?”

“He hasn’t been taken hostage, if that’s what you’re asking. He merely wants me to help move a few things.”

“I’ll go and get dressed.”

“Mom, if Tim wanted you to come over, he would have messaged you.”

“It would be rude of me not to introduce myself, Edward.”

“But now is not the time, Mom. Especially when you haven’t slept or showered.”

“Promise me you’ll invite Tim and his new bride over.”

“I promise, Mom.”

With my mother tracking my every move, I headed across the road after taking a shower and getting dressed. I found myself standing in front of the mirror for much longer than usual. Poking and preening, just to get my hair looking perfect. As I rang the doorbell, I felt preoccupied knowing that my mother’s eyes stared straight into my back. Until the door opened.

“You must be Edward. I’m Chloe, come on in,” a stunning brunette said, before turning and heading off.

As I followed Chloe towards the kitchen, the most incredible breakfast food aroma filled my lungs.

“Jenny, the hired muscle is here,” Chloe said as we entered the kitchen.

“There’s plenty of time for that. Grab a plate and dig in, Edward,” Jenny said.

Who was I to argue with my boss’ wife? I picked up a plate and sampled everything on the menu.

“I see you’ve met Chloe,” Jenny said.

“Yes, I’m Edward. Lovely to meet you, Chloe.”

“Hi again, Edward.” Chloe said, before raising a glass to her lips.

I tried to decide if Chloe was prettier than Jenny, but remained undecided.

Chloe sat beside me at the breakfast bar drinking some type of green, brown smoothie. She looked like she’d stepped out of a fashion magazine, dressed in a lilac satin bustier with ornate shoulder straps, and a short white pleated skirt. The bustier sat around two inches above the skirt, highlighting Chloe’s dark olive skin in between. A pair of white knee-length snakeskin boots with a four-inch stiletto heel completed the outfit. At 10:00am on Saturday morning, she sure looked well presented. And while she didn’t smile, her emerald green eyes instantly attracted attention.

With Jenny occupied and Chloe sidetracked, I decided to relay my mother’s invitation to Tim.

“Mom wants to invite you and Jenny over for dinner. A sort of welcome to the neighborhood,” I said.

The look on Tim’s face told me everything.

“I knew the day would come when I had to rip the band-aid off.”

“How does tomorrow night sound?” I said.

Tim looked admiringly at Jenny. His face was a little pensive.

“Tell Laura that tomorrow sounds awesome.”

“Chloe is welcome, too,” I said.

With my mission completed, I turned back towards the girls.

“When did you arrive, Chloe?”

“I flew in from New York this morning.”

“Business or pleasure?”

“I had a photoshoot in Central Park.”

I desperately wanted to ask if she was a model. But it was obvious. Tall, check. Gorgeous, check. Body to die for, check. Why would I assume anything else?

“Chloe is a vital part of our agency,” Jenny finally added.

Assumption confirmed. Makes total sense.

“She managed a complex photoshoot for me.”

After a hearty breakfast, it was time for action. Jenny led me into the garage and pointed to two massive trunks.

“They need to be moved into Chloe’s room,” Jenny said.

“Which room is that?”

“The one you were staying in last week.”

Tim wasn’t overly handy, making finding something to move the trunks with a little challenging. Thankfully, our neighbor on the other side, Mr. Adams, was quite the do-it-yourself fiend. And he had almost every gadget imaginable. A quick call and a short trip later, I struggled with Chloe’s first trunk. Thankfully, Mr. Adams had the sort of equipment professional movers use. Though I did work up quite a sweat moving the huge object up the stairs. Once I’d moved the first trunk, the second one became much easier.

Jenny supervised my activity while Tim sat out on the verandah, reading the paper. It became clear that Jenny was a take charge personality, a force of nature, while Tim preferred to go with the flow. Still, all seemed well in the honeymoon house, as both admired each other’s natural gifts. And with Jenny dressed in a short silk robe and fluffy slippers, her natural gifts were on show for all to see. Once the first trunk sat in place, Chloe focused on transferring items of clothing into her wardrobe. No wonder the trunk looked heavy. She must have had forty outfits in each trunk.

With the second trunk in place, I offered to assist Chloe with the unpacking. Unfortunately, that proved to be short-lived, as the force of nature, Jenny, had other uses for my talents. After taking the empty trunks back down the stairs and into the garage, Jenny had me set up the furniture in an office at the rear of the house. Sitting directly above the garage, and with views across the Mississippi on one side, and to my house on the other side, the office was big enough to park at least three cars in. In went two desks, solid oak with leather tops and leather chairs, two old style wooden filing cabinets, and a pile of photographic equipment.

“I assume you run a modeling agency, Jenny,” I said.

“You assume correctly.”

“Why wouldn’t Chloe be in front of the camera?”

“You think she’s attractive, do you, Edward?”

“Well, yes, she’s obviously attractive…” I said, a little flustered.

“…I’m sure she’ll be glad to hear that.”

“Is she like the other girls who are still coming, Jenny?”

“No. The other girls are pure talent.”

My mother was excited to hear that Tim was available for Sunday dinner. But a little concerned when I told her he’d have two companions.

“Does anyone have allergies, Edward?”

“I’ll message Tim and find out.”

“I can’t do any planning until I know.”

After I cleared all invitees for food allergies, my mother instantly shifted into homemaker mode, planning out the menu and ingredients she needed to buy. Thankfully, that left me a few hours in peace while she scoured the local stores for a specific set of ingredients. I used my time wisely, Googling Jenny and Chloe to find out more about the agency. But with Jenny recently changing her last name, and not knowing Chloe’s surname, my search proved fruitless. I needed to hit Tim up for more information. My number one Sunday job. I fell asleep to alternating visions of Jenny and Chloe seductively dancing about in my head.


CHAPTER SIX


WELL, FINDING MORE out about Chloe turned out to be less difficult than I assumed. I awoke to a ding from my phone, something that could only mean one thing. The girls needed help. While the message was from Tim, I knew he had little to do with the request.

“Are you able to give me a hand again this morning, love Jenny?” the message read. A heart emoji even accompanied it.

Wow, how could I say no to a heart emoji? I instantly replied with a simple but heartfelt response.

“Sure, how’s 9:00 am sound, Jenny?”

“That would be perfect. Thanks, handsome,” the next message read with a winking emoji accompanying it this time.

Considering Jenny was using Tim’s phone, the flirty tone of the text surprised me. Prompting me to leave the last message unanswered. However, I immediately jumped into the shower before shaving and blowing dry my hair. Next, it took me twenty minutes to decide what to wear. I pulled out my best jeans and collared shirt, but worried about working up too much of a sweat. I tried to convince myself not to dress too well, else it might put Jenny in a difficult situation. After all, she was recently married to my boss. But still I wore my best outfit.

“It’s a bit early for a date,” Sally said as I walked through the kitchen.

“Oh, you look nice. Are you coming to church with me, Edward?”

“Not this week, Mom. Though I’m sure Sally would love to join you.”

“Have you been told yet today, Teddy?”

I headed out the door before any further justification. There was a certain skip in my step as I crossed the traffic-less street. Today was going to be a good day. As I stepped onto the curb outside of Tim’s house, I suddenly worried about Jenny’s comment. Especially the handsome one. Tim was my boss and mentor. The last thing I wanted to do was to put that at risk over an infatuation. Still, as infatuations went, Jenny was right up there. The perfect trophy wife in the looks department, and a force of nature in the personality department. Still, my goal for the day was to find out more about Chloe. Not try to ‘white ant’ my boss’ marriage.

I felt like a kid waiting for Santa as I rang the bell. Even adjusting my manhood twice, as the mere thought of what lay behind the door seriously aroused me. To my delight, Chloe answered the door.

“Hi Edward. Nice to see you again. Go on through. Jenny is in the kitchen expecting you.”

“Hi Chloe, thanks. That’s a beautiful top.”

Chloe dressed casually, but not Memphis suburbs casual. She wore a white asymmetrical top, with only a right-hand sleeve and tight enough to show every curve beneath it. A pair of faded blue jeans, high-waisted and with serious but perfectly located rips, exposed her legs from thigh to calf. Her long hair was straightened and flowed both behind her and in front of one shoulder. A pair of black suede four-inch stiletto boots completed the outfit perfectly. She held a familiar-looking phone in her hand.

“I’ve found your phone, Tim,” Chloe yelled as she turned towards the kitchen.

By now I knew the routine. I followed Chloe into the kitchen, where she placed a phone on the counter. Delicious breakfast smells hit me the second I entered the kitchen. As did Jenny’s infectious smile.

“Are you hungry, Edward?”

“Yes. I was hoping you might be cooking, Jenny.”

Tim walked in and picked up the phone from the counter. But I was a little preoccupied by Chloe, Jenny, and a new guest sitting at the breakfast bar.

“Edward, this is Stefanie. She’ll be staying with us for a while,” Jenny said.

“Nice to meet you, Stefanie,” I said, feeling more than a little overwhelmed by the beauty in the room.

“Thanks for helping me out, good looking,” Stefanie said with a coy smile.

“You seem to be our knight in shining armor,” Jenny said.

“Just doing my neighborly duty. Most people in Memphis are pretty nice.”

“You are such a sweetheart,” Jenny said, softly touching my arm and making the hairs stand to attention.

“Tim has done so much for me. How could I say no?”

“Well, it’s nice to know we have a big strong man around when we need one,” Jenny said, before stepping forward and hugging me.

Jenny’s vanilla scent wafted over me as her satin nightgown sent static electricity between us. Once Jenny had me in the hug, I felt her incredible body against mine. It was muscular, yet soft in all the right places. With Jenny’s hands around my back, I wasn’t sure whether to reciprocate. A quick look at Tim didn’t help either. He seemed oblivious to the connection. Still, I breathed Jenny’s aroma in deeply and avoided the type of direct contact that would give my attraction away.

“Follow me to the garage. We’ve got two more trunks to move upstairs, Edward.”

“I’ll meet you down there in five minutes. I need to get the hand truck.”

A brief walk across the road allowed me to regain composure. And adjust any telltale signs of my attraction to Jenny. An image of Chloe’s jeans seemed to be burned into my memory, while Stefanie appeared to be cut from a similar cloth.

“Stefanie’s room is next to Chloe’s,” Jenny said as I headed to the stairs with the first trunk.

Thankfully, I’d mastered the hand truck approach on the staircase quickly the day before. Else, it could have been quite an embarrassing moment. Chloe and Stefanie stood at the top of the stairs while Jenny stood at the bottom. Any slip could have been disastrous.

“You’re right, Chloe. He has a great ass,” Stefanie said as I reached the top of the stairs.

Feeling a little outnumbered, I imagined the girls were just getting a little of their own back. As models and always on show, they must have had a fair share of comments and stares. Even if it was merely playful joking, I felt happy I’d worn my best jeans.

“Just under the window will do fine, Edward.”

Tall, pretty, with long blonde hair and ocean blue eyes, Stefanie looked even prettier in the bright daylight.

After opening the first trunk, I headed back downstairs. Chloe still stood at the top of the stairs, smiling coyly as I walked past.

“Can I get you anything, Edward? A drink, a towel, a shower?”

“I’m good for now, thanks.”

Once I’d loaded the second trunk, Jenny stood beside me as I positioned the trunk at the bottom of the stairs.

“It looks like you work out,” Jenny said, squeezing my bulging biceps playfully.

“I’ve got a home gym,” I said, feeling somewhat chuffed.

With both trunks in Stefanie’s room, I offered to help unpack.

“Do you mind if I borrow Edward?” Chloe said from behind.

“As long as you don’t break him.”

I turned to see Chloe standing a little too close to me. Not in my personal space, but awfully close to it.

“I hear you are some sort of financial whizz,” Chloe said.

“Tim’s the financial guru.”

“He’s the one who suggested I come to you.”

“Sure, what can I help you with?”


CHAPTER SEVEN


“I’VE GOT THIS management accounting assignment that’s due later today,” Chloe said.

Wow, that’s exactly what Tim is a guru in. But I’m not going to look a gift horse in the mouth.

“Yes, I can see why Tim suggested I help you.”

I followed Chloe into her bedroom before she closed the door behind us. I quickly diverted my eyes from her ripened peach ass as she turned.

“What course are you studying, Chloe?”

“Just a basic Business Management degree.”

“Are you far along?”

“Two years down, and one to go.”

Chloe sat at her desk and switched on her laptop. She turned and signaled me forward.

“Pull up a seat, Edward. This might take a little while.”

I scanned the room, spotted a chair, moved a pair of jeans and a jacket onto the bed, and pulled up alongside her.

“My issue is with all these ratios. I can’t seem to work out what are short-term or long-term indicators of business health.”

As I stared into Chloe’s emerald green eyes, my mind drifted off. Not that I wasn’t interested in management accounting, it’s just that Chloe interested me more. Still, I knew this stuff backwards and could answer any questions raised. I even gave Chloe a few mnemonics to help with her recall. But I found she understood best when I explained the why. Why we measure short term and long-term liquidity? Then moved onto the how. The half hour spent sitting beside Chloe was worth it just to appreciate her smile.

After another hearty lunch in Jenny’s kitchen, I headed home. The first task was to let my mother know we’d have an extra guest. Thankfully, I’d cleared Stefanie’s dietary restrictions prior to heading home. At first my mother, worried there’d not be enough food. But after I assured her that my portion could go to Stefanie, she calmed down and worked through the challenge of the extra dinner guest. My mother went all out, insisting that Sally and I set the table with our finest tablecloth, plates and cutlery. She even cooked Tim’s favorite dish for the occasion, slowed cook ribs with hot sauce.

With dinner organized and the table set, my mother’s focus switched to her appearance.

“Which outfit do you think would appeal to Tim more?”

She held up a couple of tough choices. Sally sighed heavily and disappeared into her bedroom. This question was left to me. Did I want to see my mother dressed in skintight leather pants with a sequined bustier? Or would I prefer to see her dressed in a silver micro dress, less the bra? Sensibly, my vote went for the first outfit.

Given I’d worn my best jeans and shirt earlier in the day, I also spent way too long working out what to wear. I considered asking Sally, but given her reaction to my mother’s question, decided better of it. I kept the jeans in which my ass had been complimented and changed the shirt for a more upmarket dinner appropriate one. As I buttoned up my top button, the doorbell rang.

“Edward, can you let Tim in?” my mother yelled from the kitchen.

“I’m on it, Mom.”

I checked my reflection in the entry mirror before opening the door. Jenny walked in first, holding out both hands with a bottle of champagne in each. She stepped forward and kissed me on both cheeks before hugging me. Once she pulled back, she turned and handed the champagne to Tim, before softly wiping her lipstick off my face. Tim entered next, carrying the spoils.

“You know your way, Tim.”

Tim gave me a bottle, then held Jenny’s hand securely and led her into the living room.

“Nice shirt, Eddie,” Stefanie said as she stepped forward and kissed me on either cheek.

Thankfully, she followed Tim and Jenny inside before planting a kiss between my cheeks.

“Hi Chloe, welcome to our humble abode,” I said, before feeling myself turn red with embarrassment at the corny comment.

“Said the spider to the fly,” Chloe said, kissing her finger and placing it on my lips.

While Jenny and Stefanie were dressed to impress, Chloe’s outfit really caught my eye. A black lace top grabbed my attention. Sleeveless, and with a plunging neckline, it showed plenty of her all-over tan. And while the lace was transparent, a series of embroidered roses covered what otherwise would have been Chloe’s nipples. A short black leather skirt shone in the hall light, while a pair of delicate six-inch stiletto platform ankle boots completed the outfit. Even at 6ft 4in, I felt dwarfed by this brunette beauty. And that only excited me more.

“Did you get your assignment submitted, Chloe?”

“Yep. There’s nothing dragging me away from here tonight. Not until you ask me to leave.”

I heard myself gulp as Chloe turned and followed her housemates. I stood frozen to the spot for ten seconds longer than I should have.

“Do you want to take a picture?” Sally whispered in my ear.

Still enamored by Chloe, I suddenly realized I should be supervising my mother. Especially where her introduction to Jenny was concerned.

“Laura, I’d like you to meet my wife, Jenny. And our friends Stefanie and Chloe,” Tim said.

“Wow, how tall are these people?” Sally said, a little too loud.

“And this is my sister, Sally.”

Pre-dinner drinks went surprisingly smoothly. Probably because my mother, Sally and I were all in the kitchen getting the dinner ready and served up. Tim kept the drinks full, and Jenny ensured the conversation flowed.

“Is there anything I can do to help, Mrs. Bronson?” Jenny asked.

“Perfect timing. Dinner is served.”

I successfully positioned myself between Chloe and Sally on one side of the table. My mother sat opposite Sally and next to Tim, with Jenny and Stefanie next along the line. I basically ignored Sally, who seemed more than happy with that outcome. Instead, chatting further with Chloe about her studies. Surprisingly, everyone enjoyed the ribs.

“I love the hot sauce. I’ll have to get the recipe,” Jenny said.

“Sorry, it’s a Bronson family secret.”

Jenny moved her legs a couple of times, bumping into mine. Each time she mouthed sorry and smiled. Chloe swiveled her body each time we got deep in conversation and rested her nylon clad knees against mine. At one stage, she even put her hand on my thigh to emphasize a point. I felt my temperature rise as the meal progressed. But the genuine worry came when Tim broke out the Cabernet Sauvignon. Not used to drinking wine, let alone heavy red wine, I knew I needed to take it slow. Else I could be likely to embarrass myself.

“Do you work, Jenny?” my mother asked.

“Jenny owns a modeling agency,” Tim replied.

“I used to do some modeling,” my mother said.

“You never told us that,” Sally said.

“Oh, it was well before you two were born,” my mother said.

“You don’t look familiar. Where did you model?” Jenny asked.

“I did some fashion shows at the Southland Mall,” my mother said, prompting a snicker from Sally.

“Jenny modeled in New York, Milan and Paris,” Tim said.

“I always imagined Sally could be a model,” my mother said.

The table turned to study her features. Sally instantly looked down and her face turned a shade of beetroot.

“Perhaps she could model for your agency,” I said.

“We are a niche agency. But I’m happy to put you in contact with someone more mainstream,” Jenny said.

“I’d rather die in a plane crash than be a model. No offense,” Sally said.

“Perhaps we’ll put a pin in it, then,” I said.

The dinner was successful. If that’s what clean plates show. Else, it ended up being the toughest night of my life. My mother kept dragging the conversation back to my father and Tim’s ex-wife. And the fun and games the four of them would get up to a decade before. How she never saw things coming, I’ll never know. But Tim kept things civil, ensuring that any embarrassing stories or leading questions were countered quickly. While he said little, he didn’t let things get out of hand. Jenny’s long legs proved the biggest challenge for me. But I soldiered on. And the smiles made any discomfort worth it.


PART THREE


CHAPTER EIGHT


“WHEN ARE YOU going to get your own car?” my mother asked, completely out of the blue.

“There’s no need. We only have room for your car in the garage and the street is a no parking area,” I replied.

“Well, I don’t like you spending so much time with Tim. That wife of his has changed him.”

“He’s my boss. And even without the fifteen-minute ride to work and back, I’d still spend all day with him.”

“There was something off about Jenny,” my mother said, handing me a plate full of breakfast food.

“Was it her incredible looks? Or perhaps her high intelligence? No, it must have been her confidence and poise?” Sally interjected.

“See, she’s even turned Sally against me.”

I quickly stuffed my face and prepared for departure. Knowing better than to engage my mother when she was in one of those moods. She needed air and a change of scenery to pull her out of the dumps. Hell, I could understand why she felt like a mere mortal when comparing herself to ‘Wonder Woman’ Jenny.

“Perhaps it’s time for you to get your own place,” my mother said as I walked out the door.

Now was not the time for this discussion.

I felt my mother’s eyes follow me across the street. Thankfully, Tim opened the garage door as I approached. Although Jenny handed Tim his lunch and kissed him goodbye. I could almost feel my mother’s disappointment from across the road.

“Thank your mother for hosting last night. Perhaps we can host lunch this Sunday,” Jenny said.

“I’ll pass on your comments and let you know.”

I never felt so relieved than when Tim turned the Porsche out of our street, leaving all the baggage behind.

“No new housemates today?” I asked.

“Jenny mentioned something about a late flight. I’d leave tonight open.”

“Well, that was a fun way to spend Sunday night,” I said, breaking us both into a flurry of laughs.

Tim spoke about his plan for the day. Now that month’s end was out of the way, his attention turned to the monthly Board Report. Making sense of the business results for the month and quarter, and forecasting the results for the final quarter. In his organized way, Tim was right on top of things. While I’d closed out the actual results, he’d had a band of analysts forecasting in his absence. Even though he always appeared unflappable, I noticed his temple quiver slightly. A sure sign that he needed to work some magic.

My phone dinged with a message around morning tea time. That was unusual, mainly because I rarely got messages while in the office. I figured it was my mother apologizing, or Sally crying out for help, but instead, it was an unknown number. I cautiously opened the message.

“Hi Edward. It’s Jenny here. Could you stop by the house on your way home and help me move some trunks? Jenny xox.”

“Who’s the new girl?” I replied.

“Mandy. I’m sure you’ll be impressed.”

“Sure, I’ll get changed, pick up the hand truck and come over.”

“I look forward to seeing you later, handsome.”

Wow, that Jenny sure does flirt with me a lot. What with the hugs and kisses and calling me handsome all the time. If I didn’t know better, I’d almost think she’s got her eye on me. But Tim is my boss and probably my best friend. I’d never go behind his back. No matter how gorgeous and intelligent Jenny is. I made a promise to be friendly without overstepping the mark. Perhaps I’d been a little too handsy? Or too openly complimentary. Either way, I didn’t want to bring Tim’s perfect existence to an end. He’d never recover a second time.

The garage door was closed by the time I had changed and grabbed the hand truck. I knocked on the door, feeling a little trepidatious. What if Jenny answered wearing something super sexy? No, those are bad thoughts. Ones that I needed to purge from my mind. Thankfully, Chloe answered the door, although when she did, I felt all the air expel from my body at once. Chloe stood before me in a white tank top with a plunging neckline that perfectly framed a gold necklace, amongst other things. A pair of black skin-tight jeans hugged every luscious curve, with a bold Gucci belt buckle standing proud. A pair of black four-inch stiletto ankle boots completed the outfit.

“Hi, Edward. Another SOS from Jenny, I see,” Chloe said.

“I…”

“…can tell you like my outfit.”

“Sorry Chloe, is Jenny around?”

“Come on in, handsome. You know where the trunks are. I’ll tell Jenny you are here.”

Stopping at the door, I pretended to be dealing with the hand truck, instead watching Chloe walk through to the kitchen. I could have sworn she displayed extra wiggle from her hips, but I just sat back and enjoyed the show.

“There’s my favorite trunk mover,” Jenny said, as she walked from the kitchen.

By now I’d gotten the trunk routine down pat. Thankfully, all the trunks were of the same size. Although weight and balance points varied. Mandy’s room sat between Stefanie’s and Chloe’s. To my count, the only vacant room after Mandy’s arrival was Jenny’s office. Unless they planned to use the downstairs bedroom. Meaning that this would be my last excuse to visit. That wasn’t totally the reason for my lackluster performance. A full day of work was also possibly to blame.

Mandy fitted the house profile to a tea. Standing over six feet, her long brown hair cascaded over a rocking body almost to her pert ass. And like other employees of Jenny’s, she wore ridiculously high heels with ease. Even wearing a simple pair of black leather jeans and a red fitted t-shirt, she was hard to ignore.

“Would you like Mandy to pose for a photo?” a voice whispered in my ear.

I turned to see Chloe smiling widely.

“When you are done, could you help me with another assignment?” Chloe said.

“I see what you mean, Chloe. He is quite the hottie,” Mandy said.

“That comment didn’t come from these lips,” Chloe said.

After breathing deeply and delivering the trunks, I followed Chloe to her room.

“How did you go with the management accounting assignment?”

“I got an A, thanks to you.”

“You seemed to be on the right track. I merely provided some reassurance.”

“Well, I’ve never gotten an A before. You sure made an impact.”

Chloe’s eyes sparkled under the desktop light. It took every inch of control I had not to lose focus. But after helping explain a tricky part of the tax code, I moved the empty trunks from Mandy’s room back into the garage.

“All done, Jenny,” I said, as the incredible smells emanating from a half dozen boiling pots invaded my senses.

“Do you want to stay for dinner, Edward?”

“Mom is expecting me, and there’ll be hell to pay if I don’t show.”

“And there’s nothing I can do to change your mind, Edward?”

I looked at Jenny. If only she could read my mind. Then I spotted Stefanie setting the table as Mandy strolled in.

“No. You’ve met my mother. She doesn’t handle change very well.”

I scampered out of Tim’s house as fast as my legs could carry me. It wasn’t that I felt unwelcome. Quite the contrary. I felt that if I settled in for dinner with Tim’s bevy of beauties, I might never want to leave. Surprisingly, my mother was on speaking terms with me over dinner. And even Sally was up for some banter. I passed on Jenny’s message about Sunday lunch. Not surprisingly, my mother insisted she had other plans.


CHAPTER NINE


“I’LL KIND OF miss dropping by your place to help the girls out,” I said, as Tim pulled the Porsche out of the garage.

“Enjoy the reprieve while you can.”

“Why do you say that? Have you got more houseguests moving in?”

“Not that I’m aware of, but you’ve certainly made a strong impression on the girls.”

Tim’s words were music to my ears. I knew changing into my muscle shirt would do the trick.

“Who’s shown interest in my services?”

“Everyone, and for different reasons, Edward.”

I really wanted to know what Chloe had said, was too afraid to ask.

“They call you Mr. Handsome.”

Unfortunately, we’d pulled into the work parking lot before I found out anything useful. Tim was still wrestling with his year’s end forecasts and headed straight to meet with his analysts.

“Is there anything I can help you with?” I said.

“Not for now. But I’ll message you if the situation changes.”

After putting in the hours to close out month’s end, I didn’t feel guilty about having a slower week. Sure, I was still available to help Tim, but knew he’d call on me when needed. I spent the morning catching up with heads across the business, prompting them to investigate and comment on issues within their results. Around 11:00 am, as I headed into my office to clear my head, my phone dinged with a message. Assuming it was Tim, I rushed to read the message.

“Have you got a few hours free to help me out?” Tim messaged.

I rushed the thirty feet to Tim’s office.

“Close the door please, Edward.”

“Sure, boss. What’s the ask?”

“I know this is unorthodox, but Jenny’s just called, and disaster has hit.”

“What’s happened, boss? How can I help?”

“I have stayed out of Jenny’s business affairs to date. But she’s in need of some serious assistance, else she could lose everything.”

“How did it become that serious?”

“Jenny is a great entrepreneur, but not so great with her business management.”

Tim went on to inform me that Jenny had been sent a summons regarding unpaid debts. Tim hadn’t had the opportunity to get to the bottom of the issue. But it appeared bad debts had created a chain of events that lead to bills not being paid.

“Do you want me to get Trudy to look at things?” I said.

“No. I don’t want anyone else from the company involved. You’re more friend than employee.”

“No worries, boss. Do you want me to call Jenny?”

“Here, take the Porsche. But pick me up before 6:00 pm.”

I headed to my desk, informed our assistant of my need to take some personal time, and headed for the car. I loved driving the Porsche, and the attention driving it got me. Even during the lunchtime rush, people took a break from what they were doing to watch me drive by.

I arrived at Tim’s place around 11:30 am. After pushing the button to raise the garage door, I backed into the vacant space. Jenny must have heard the door open as she stood beside the car before I had time to get out.

“Edward, my accounts will be frozen if I can’t pay my bills by close of business.”

How the hell did Jenny let things get to this point before acting on it? Anyway, my job wasn’t to criticize, rather it was to help out.

“Let me see the correspondence, Jenny, and I’ll see what we can do.”

I followed Jenny as she hurried up the stairs and into her office. Her navy-blue leather skirt rustled as I followed her up the stairs. Distracting me from any other thoughts.

“Chloe, Tim has sent Edward to help us out. Please show him anything he wants to see.”

“That sounds somewhat dangerous,” Chloe said, prompting my face to redden.

I set up my laptop and asked Chloe to send me the legal documents. It seemed there’d been a series of reminders received regarding event hosting fees back in New Orleans. And a bill of fifty-thousand dollars hadn’t been paid. The creditor, owned by a high-profile judge, had pulled a few strings to pressure Jenny’s bank. I read the demands, understanding that a minimum payment of ten-thousand dollars was required before close of business. Else, all accounts would be frozen. I immediately turned to the bank account and the debtors’ list. With less than a thousand dollars on hand, all focus shifted to the debtors.

“Can I get a copy of your debtor’s ledger, Chloe?”

Chloe sent through a spreadsheet list.

“Do you have an aged version?”

Chloe and Jenny looked at me like I’d spoken Spanish.

“Is that everything that is owed to you?”

“Yes,” Chloe said.

I spent the next ten minutes turning the data into information. That highlighted a big problem. No one had been chasing debts.

“Debtors don’t always remember to pay, you know, Jenny.”

Jenny didn’t seem to follow my line of thought.

“Who do you have good personal relationships with?”

Jenny rated the debtors on an A, B and C scale. Thankfully, over twenty-thousand dollars sat in the ‘A category’.

“You need to call these debtors and request prompt payment.”

“What if they won’t pay, Edward?”

“If you speak to the business head, I’m sure you can convince them. Else, offer them a five percent settlement discount if you need to. But we need the money today.”

With Jenny chasing a half dozen good debtors, I set about finding a solution for the longer-term issue. The business had almost one-hundred thousand dollars owed, fifty percent of which was over three months overdue.

“Chloe, you and I need to chase some of the oldest debts,” I said.

With Jenny making calls from the far side of the house, I set up a script for Chloe and me to follow.

“Wow, this is more valuable than my three years at college.”

“Don’t worry, Chloe. We’ll get this sorted, and we’ll put in place a process to avoid this ever happening again.”

I saw a wave of relief wash across Chloe’s gorgeous face.

“What’s the business name?” I asked.

“MTF Models.”

“Does MTF stand for something?”

“Male to Female. But we’re known as MTF Models.”


CHAPTER TEN


“THAT’S AN UNUSUAL name. You only appear to have female models. Did the business change?” I asked.

“No, our models are all MTF, Edward.”

“Sorry, what does that mean?”

“They are genetically male but present as female.”

Chloe’s comment instantly blew my mind. Surely, she wasn’t suggesting that Stefanie and Mandy were born anything other than female. It simply didn’t compute in my head.

“I’ll show you how it works if you like, Edward.”

“Let’s put a pin in that. I think we need to chase debtors as a priority.”

For the following two hours, Chloe and I hit the phones. I went first, allowing Chloe to understand the nature of the calls, the likely objections received, and how to address each one. After the first half dozen calls, I’d persuaded two to pay immediately, two to pay within a week, and threatened the final two recalcitrants with legal action. It was obvious we needed to get an attorney on board, but that could wait until we had the business financially stable again. Chloe then set about chasing her own list. I listened in, impressed by how quickly she’d picked up the debt chasing dynamics.

Around 2:00 pm, Jenny joined us in the office.

“Can I get you some lunch, Edward?”

“How have the phone calls been going?”

“Check the bank account.”

Chloe logged in to show fifteen thousand dollars sitting in the account. Enough to make it through the day, but still short of our Friday goal.

“That’s amazing, Jenny.”

“I can be quite persuasive when I need to be.”

“Well, you convinced Tim to take you on,” Chloe interjected.

“And maybe one day you’ll convince Edward to take you on,” Jenny said.

I quickly turned away but didn’t need to, as Chloe beat me to the embarrassed look.

“Lunch sounds nice, Jenny.”

As Jenny headed to get some food, I took the lead.

“I know Jenny was merely joking.”

But Chloe didn’t meet my eyes. I saw embarrassment still written all over her face.

“How did Jenny get into the business?” I asked, in an effort to change the subject.

“She bought it from the founder.”

“It seems quite niche. What made her interested in this business?”

“She modeled for the business before moving into ownership.”

Right about then, Jenny appeared with a tray of sandwiches and cakes.

“I hope you are hungry, Edward.”

“Edward was just asking how you ended up owning the business.”

“I’m hoping it’s a wise decision.”

“The business is profitable. I’m sure you can trade out of this, Jenny.”

“But you will need to introduce some new processes moving forward,” Chloe interjected.

“It looks like I’ve appointed the right office manager then, doesn’t it?” Jenny said, prompting Chloe to blush.

“Oh, you haven’t been in this job for long, then?”

“I started the week before we moved from New Orleans.”

“Wow, what a baptism of fire.”

“I doubt I could have learned this much, this quickly, anywhere else,” Chloe said.

“There’s something to be said for getting hands-on and being thrown in at the deep end.”

“I would appreciate some help to set the business up a little more robustly,” Jenny said.

“Don’t worry, Chloe and I will be joined at the hip for the next month.”

Once again, Jenny surprised me with the quality of the catering. The sandwiches weren’t anything like what I’d grown up eating. They even exceeded anything I’d tasted at a work function.

“What’s your secret with the sandwiches?” I asked.

“I love cooking. It was my first passion and one that has never really left me.”

“Jenny trained as a chef prior to modeling,” Chloe said.

“I figured you must have had training.”

“That’s where Tim and I met.”

“At a restaurant?”

“No, at a Cajun cooking class,” Jenny said.

“I can’t imagine you needing to take a class.”

“It’s the old student falls for teacher story,” Chloe interjected.

“I was helping out a friend of mine in New Orleans.”

As I savored the last bite of my sandwich, Jenny took the empty plates to the kitchen.

“What hasn’t Jenny done in her life?” I said.

“She’s an inspiration, that’s for sure.”

“Tim is a very lucky man.”

Chloe and I kept working away at the debtors. Once we’d contacted everyone owing Jenny money, I put together a summary. With diligent follow up, I figured we could reduce the bad debts to less than a few thousand dollars. And I made it clear that those debtors should have their debts factored. If getting chased by the professionals didn’t bring the funds in, at least the worst of the worst would have to deal with the pressure. As 4:30 pm approached, we re-grouped to work through the forward plan.

“Have you sent the money through?” I asked.

“All paid. We live to fight another day, thanks to you.”

“How much did we end up collecting?”

“Just short of forty-thousand dollars.”

“Great, I need to pick up Tim soon,” I said.

“Didn’t you want me to explain the MTF thing?” Chloe asked.

Jenny looked at me, a little confused.

“Edward didn’t understand our niche.”

“In the modeling world, it’s all about looks. And clients want varied looks. We offer tall, slim models with a little something extra,” Jenny said.

“You mean Stefanie and Mandy weren’t born female?”

“Our girls are more feminine than many of the genetic girls,” Jenny said. “But they simply weren’t born that way.”

“Wow, I would never have guessed that I was sitting at the dinner table with two transgender girls. So, that’s why Sally couldn’t work for your agency?”

“Sally wouldn’t fit the criteria for selection, no.”

“But…” Jenny said.

“…I’ll bring him up to speed,” Chloe interjected.

As Jenny headed off to prepare dinner, I grabbed the keys and headed down to the car. Chloe joined me for the walk.

“Today has been such a wonderful learning experience for me. I only wish there was something I could do to repay the favor,” Chloe said.

“Would you be free for dinner on Friday night?” I said, almost exploding with the offer.

“I would. But there’s something you need to understand,” Chloe said.

“Sure, anything is fine with me.”

“Stefanie and Mandy weren’t the only transgender girls at the table on Sunday night. There were more. Think about that and let me know if you still want to go out Friday night.”

With that, Chloe kissed me on the cheek, turned and headed inside.

Chloe’s words kept playing back in my head during the drive to pick up Tim. Surely, I must have misheard her. Although she spoke slowly and clearly. It was obviously something she decided I needed to know and understand. Something that could potentially change my asking her out on a date. More than two could mean three. Perhaps she was telling me that Jenny, like Stefanie and Mandy, wasn’t born a female. But that would mean Tim’s wife…

Thankfully, I arrived at work before running the car off the road because of distraction. There’s no way I could have paid for any damage to the classic Porsche. Not on my miserly wage. My timing must have been perfect as Tim walked out the front door just as I pulled up.

“You can drive,” Tim said, prompting me to remain seated.

I felt nervous as Tim opened the door. I wanted to blurt something out. Know once and for all.

“Jenny tells me you worked your magic. I knew you’d sort it, Edward,” Tim said.

“I was happy to help out. And Jenny sure needed help.”

“I didn’t want to overstep the mark, Edward. I prefer to keep work and home life separate, if at all possible.”

“Yes, it proved to be quite an enlightening afternoon.”

“Jenny told me you discovered her little secret,” Tim said.

Wow, he’s come right out and said it. Does that mean that Chloe isn’t transgender?

“Yes, she explained about the niche modeling agency.”

“I had no idea when I met Jenny. We simply connected better than anyone I’d ever met.”

“Jenny is a force of nature. I can see why you love her, Tim.”

“And Chloe reminds me of a younger version.”

Why is Tim mentioning Chloe? And why is he drawing analogies between them?

“But if you aren’t serious about Chloe, and can’t accept her for who she is, let her know upfront. Above all, treat her with respect.”


PART FOUR


CHAPTER ELEVEN


BY THE TIME Friday arrived, MTF Models was liquid, and had a series of new processes in place to keep it so. Chloe had run with everything I’d shown her and even pumped me for more suggestions. She took helping Jenny and the girls personally and wanted to ensure a long and prosperous tenure for all. Meanwhile, during the four car rides to the office and back, I’d done similar with Tim. The opportunity with Chloe was too important for me to stuff up. And Tim’s advice proved invaluable.

After arriving home around 6:00 pm, I headed straight to my bedroom to prepare for my date with Chloe. This was my one chance to impress, and I didn’t want to miss a trick. As the clock sounded 7:00 pm, I knocked on Tim’s door. Dressed to impress and eager to see Chloe again. For the first time in memory, Chloe didn’t answer the door. Tim did.

“Chloe will be down in a minute. But first, what are your intentions, son?” Tim said, before breaking into fits of laughter at my expense.

When Chloe came into view, my heart skipped more than a single beat. She always looked mature and professional. Almost out of my league. But for the first time, I saw the natural, playful girl that lay within. Chloe wore a satin leopard print mini skirt that hugged her body in all the right places. A simple white button up cotton shirt and white cowgirl boots downplayed the skirt. And made the outfit feel casual. Simple daytime makeup complemented her perfect features, allowing her bright emerald green eyes to dazzle.

“You look gorgeous,” I said, leading Chloe to the car.

“Funny, that car looks awfully familiar.”

I opened the passenger side door and held Chloe’s hand while she maneuvered her almost 6ft frame into Tim’s classic Porsche. Then it was time to hit the open road on our thirty-minute trip to my restaurant of choice.

We arrived at Coastal Fish Company about a half hour before sunset. Sitting in the prime position with expansive views of the sun-filled lake, we ordered the grand seafood tower and settled in for one of mother nature’s best.

“I wasn’t sure you were going to show, Edward. I assumed I had scared you off.”

“Do you think I’m stupid enough to miss this opportunity?”

Dinner flew by. Not once did we struggle for conversation. And I hardly noticed the perfect sunset as my attention remained elsewhere. Chloe’s face appeared so beautiful in the fading orange light that turning around to watch the sunset on the lake simply added no value. Although Chloe appreciated it. After dinner, I drove towards home. But instead of continuing up Island Drive to Tim’s home, I turned off at River Hall. And drove straight into The River Inn of Harbor Town, arguably the best hotel on the island.

“Why are you turning off here?” Chloe asked.

“So that we can spend some time together, alone.”

“That’s quite presumptuous of you. I don’t have anything to wear.”

“Jenny packed an overnight bag for you. But wearing nothing works just as well for me.”

The Superior King suite had sensational views of the Mississippi River. Something Chloe couldn’t resist when I opened the door.

“Look, there’s a paddle steamer chugging past.”

I followed Chloe to the window. It was wonderful to see her appear relaxed. Especially after the week we’d just had.

I stepped forward and wrapped my arms around Chloe’s waist. She moved her hands on top of mine.

“I had things other than paddle steamers on my mind,” I said.

Chloe turned her head and moved her lips towards mine. That first kiss was better than anything I’d been dreaming about. Her soft, moist lips sent tingles throughout mine.

“Is that a gun in your pocket, Edward?”

“Is that one in yours, Chloe?”

“I’ll show you mine…”

Chloe turned and pulled my body tightly against hers. I felt my manhood twitch as Chloe’s toy bumped against me.

“Have you ever been with a transgender girl before, Edward?”

“Not yet. But a good friend tells me it’s quite the ride.”

“You’re getting a little ahead of yourself, aren’t you?”

“I didn’t mean to offend…”

Chloe kissed me with a passion I’d never experienced before. Sure, I wasn’t the most experienced lover in Memphis, but what I lacked in experience, I more than made up for in enthusiasm. I countered Chloe’s kisses with some neck kisses and a little ear play. I even found a spot that sent Chloe into bouts of heavy breathing.

“You look beautiful, Chloe. Almost too gorgeous to unwrap.”

Chloe pushed me back onto the bed. Saying nothing, she unveiled the most perfect pair of 36Cs I’d ever laid my eyes on. Then she unzipped her skirt.

“Are you ready for this?” Chloe asked.

“I’ve been waiting for this moment my whole life.”

As the leopard print mini skirt slid over her curvaceous hips and dropped to the floor, I felt my excitement compounding.

I found it impossible to take my eyes off Chloe’s black lace thong. It barely covered half of her toy, but did so with a certain elegance.

“Lay back and open wide,” Chloe said.

Who was I to argue with a girl that looked that perfect? I did as asked while Chloe strode to the side of the bed.

A white cowgirl boot passed over my eyes. Suddenly, I came face to face with Chloe’s thong-less toy. I felt my manhood spring to life. Chloe’s lips wrapped around my shaft, sending shivers up and down my spine.

“I expect a little give and take, Edward.”

I opened my eyes to spy a cute semi-flaccid five-inch toy. Reaching up, I pulled Chloe’s hips towards me.

As Chloe’s toy approached, my excitement shot off the charts. She was well on the way to bringing me to climax, and I didn’t want to fail at the first hurdle. I slid my hand onto Chloe’s soft toy and slid the soft skin back. Without thinking twice, I softly kissed the semi-flaccid toy, instantly bringing it to life. That first taste of Chloe’s toy extracted an almost chipmunk sounding chirp from within her. And caused her movements to stall. But I was too far gone by then. I worked Chloe’s toy as long as I could. Before I finally gave in to my pleasure, sharing my load of nectar with Chloe. At the same time, she did the same.


CHAPTER TWELVE


“YOU DID PRETTY well for a newbie,” Chloe said.

“I was happy with my performance.”

“And what about mine?”

“Yeah, I’d slip you into the top ten.”

“Well, maybe I’ll go take a bubble bath and amuse myself,” Chloe said.

“Sure, but make sure it’s a bath for two.”

Chloe slid next to me and gave me her unimpressed stare. I held tight for five seconds before bursting out laughing.

“We both know you were amazing.”

Chloe moved forward and kissed me with venom.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet, newbie,” Chloe said.

I felt the need to prove my worth to Chloe. Show her that I was more than a onetime tourist. I leaned forward and kissed her gorgeous face. As I explored every inch of her mouth, I slid my hands down her shoulders and onto her 36Cs. With limited experience, I worried about boring her with my usual approach.

After warming Chloe up with a little nipple action, I slid one hand further down her body. As it approached her hips, she rolled over and denied access to her toy.

“You need to pay the toll first,” Chloe said.

I looked at her smiling face. Her eyes darted down towards my hand, which rested on her ass.

“You don’t mean...”

“…lube me up for docking, Edward.”

Who was I to argue? Chloe held the power, and she knew it. Perhaps I’d taught her a little too well over the previous week. And this was her get back.

“Up on all-fours,” I said.

Chloe couldn’t contain her smile. And didn’t delay in getting herself ready. As she moved to the end of the bed, she kneeled down, head up, waiting for my next move.

I’d only ever seen ‘ass play’ on the Internet. And that was one time when my mother didn’t know I was standing behind her. But my memory was a strength. And something like that didn’t fade quickly. I positioned myself directly behind Chloe and started by kissing her left ass cheek. Then I moved to her right.

“We’re not making much progress here. I’m getting bored, Edward.”

That’s the moment I understood Chloe wanted this just as much as me.

I spread Chloe’s legs a little to lower her ass and provide full access to her tool. Rocking her hips from side to side, I set her toy into a pendulum motion.

“Stop amusing yourself and get on with it,” Chloe said.

I placed a hand on either ass cheek and pulled back. For the first time, I spied her bright pink starfish. I moved my kisses closer and closer, softly grazing her target a couple of times while watching Chloe’s body respond.

“You better jam something in there quickly, else I’ll find someone who will,” Chloe said.

“Patient, little one. Good things come to those who wait.”

I poked out my tongue as far as possible and licked Chloe’s crack, starting from her balls. She quivered with excitement as my tongue ran directly over her starfish. I knew I was teasing her, but also knew the time had come for action.

Driving my tongue deep, I ravaged her starfish from above, left to right, top to bottom, right to left.

“Yeah, that’s nice,” Chloe said.

I placed my left hand on Chloe’s ass for balance, while sliding my right hand between her thighs. Maintaining a powerful rhythm with my tongue, I slid my hand along her toy from root to tip while playfully teasing her starfish by mouth. Her legs started shaking as her toy became rock hard.

“I want you inside me, Edward.”

“Then roll over and get comfortable.”

I pushed some pillows behind Chloe’s back while she placed one behind her head. I stood before Chloe, admiring her gorgeous face while she pulled back on her calves. A quick few strokes of my manhood was all it took to prepare for what came next.

After lubricating my manhood and Chloe’s starfish, I positioned myself directly in front of her.

“I don’t want to hurt you…”

“…just ram it in there.”

With Chloe’s words still echoing through my brain, I pushed my manhood against Chloe’s starfish with force.

“Yeah, just like that,” Chloe moaned.

The first stroke made it in about halfway. I pulled back a few inches before pushing harder the second time. Chloe’s channel felt like a thousand fingers massaging my manhood all at once. I looked into Chloe’s eyes, which only highlighted I’d done something right. Encouraged, I pulled back and drove even harder again.

“Harder, push it in all the way, Teddy.”

I realized that taking things slowly wasn’t the right approach. Chloe wanted me to man up and drive her home. I took the initiative and grabbed both her ankles to create a better purchase. Each thrust became harder and harder, and each recoil became faster and faster.

“That’s it. Push deeper,” Chloe screamed.

That’s about the time I stopped thinking about it and just did it. I felt Chloe’s ass bash against my pelvis again and again, but then everything went blurry. I knew it wouldn’t be long before I’d release my sweet, warm nectar. A few more thrusts and I was about ready to explode.

“I’m coming…”

What followed was a climax for the ages. I looked down to see Chloe’s eyes had disappeared from sight. But a wide smile prevailed.

I let Chloe’s ankles go and collapsed on top of her. While our connection continued for another ten seconds, we kissed passionately. I couldn’t believe how much I cared about pleasing this incredible human. And Chloe seemed awfully proud of providing me the sense of a job well done.

“Do you want to go again, Teddy?”

“How about we try it in the hot tub?”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT NIGHT, CHLOE and I didn’t get to sleep until well after the sunrise. And what a beautiful sunrise it was. Although nothing could hold a candle to Chloe’s gorgeous face. Especially at that moment, when we both climaxed together. Chloe taught me more than I imagined about myself, her, and lovemaking. It was a night I would never forget. And after several rounds of passion, Chloe fell asleep in my arms, the sweet aroma of apples permeating my dreams.

After spending a passionate night together, there seemed no reason to live across the road from each other. Once I’d dropped off Chloe, and Tim’s Porsche, I headed across the road and packed a suitcase. While it wasn’t the size of Jenny’s trunks, it contained enough for me to spend most of my time, and almost every night, in Chloe’s room. Sure, my mother tried to talk me out of it, but I convinced her I’d be home for dinner twice a week to keep things civil between her and Sally.

I ended up getting a call from a leading consultancy in Memphis a few months later. It seems my name had been put forward by an un-named source for a business consultancy role. While I felt bad leaving Tim’s team, we both knew the time had come for me to branch out and put my learnings and experience to better use. I waited until after year’s end and the final Board Report before branching out. With the role came a greatly increased salary, as well as the ability to work ‘pro bono’ with local businesses, including MTF Models.

My mother eventually convinced our widowed neighbor on the other side, Mr. Brady, to go out with her. After a whirlwind courtship, she quickly moved in with him, taking Sally with her. That left the perfect opportunity for Chloe and me to secure our own home. Although my mother did insist on keeping a key. Just in case.

Chloe and I became inseparable. She graduated with a Business Management degree with honors. And not because of any interference from me. Once I showed her the basics of running a business and put some basic processes in place, she quickly built MTF Models into a top ten company. And a very profitable one. Something Jenny was very pleased about. And one day, not too far down the track, I intend to follow in Tim’s footsteps, and make Chloe my Trophy Wife.


MY OTHER BOOKS!
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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?


THE SUPERHOST
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Do you believe that a total stranger could instantly know you better than you know yourself?

Aiden Young is a shy country boy made good since his move to the big city. With his big sister, Sally, he has built a successful multi-million dollar business, while they both maintain solid careers. And all this before he turns thirty. While Sally considers Aiden’s life boring, he has everything going for him, except a viable love life. Having recently split from yet another unfulfilling relationship, Aiden wonders how to change his luck, else he is doomed to stay single, forever.

So, when Sally suggests travel to heal Aiden’s broken heart, he is at first underwhelmed by the idea. But Sally, the manager of a successful debt collection agency, can be quite persuasive when she wants, and rarely takes no for an answer, especially from her little brother. She knows exactly which buttons to push and soon books him on a month-long holiday in the stunning Italian Riviera. At an Airbnb overlooking the picturesque Mediterranean Sea.

But when Aiden arrives in Italy, not everything goes to plan. Jet lagged from a twenty-six-hour flight, and unable to speak a word of Italian, he must rely on his gracious Airbnb Superhost, the man-mountain Jason, to help him navigate a series of challenges. But with challenges comes opportunities. And Aiden soon identifies the opportunity of a lifetime, and one that could change his love life, forever. That is if his insecurities, and the risk of losing his only support, can be overcome.

If you like coming of age romances like ‘Sixteen Candles’ or ‘Grease’, then you’ll love ‘THE SUPERHOST’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Aiden step up and grasp the perfect opportunity to heal his broken heart, or will his insecurities stop him dead in his tracks.ate replacement?


FREE DRESS FRIDAY
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How far would you go to secure the job of your dreams? What lines would you cross? What lines wouldn’t you?

Harrison Tate is a mid-western farm boy looking to launch a stellar legal career with the most prestigious anti-discrimination law firm in the country. Securing one of the rarest and most sought after legal practice internships, Harrison knows he’s only one step away from the graduate role that could pave his future career with gold. After five years of hard work, he must make every post a winner during his ten week stint, or risk losing the opportunity of a lifetime.

From his first day at the firm, and first interactions with his co-workers, Harrison discovers his kryptonite. And there’s no shortage of it. It seems there’s a gorgeous woman around every corner. And most of them fall into his sexy mature woman sweet spot. Harrison finds it impossible to shift his focus from his colleagues and onto the work. And having been nick-name headshot Harry, it seems he may just about have the pick of any girl in the office. He even thinks there’s a bounty been placed on his back.

So, when Harrison gets a reprieve, he jumps at it. Two weeks in a sister office supporting the firm’s top legal eagle, gives Harrison a first-hand view of his future career. And removes him from temptation. Or so he thinks. Because his gorgeous boss, Karen Smith, is more of a handful than an office full of stunners. ‘Don’t sleep with the boss’, was his mentor’s parting words. But that looks increasingly difficult as Karen has him well and truly in her sights. Like a lamb to the slaughter, he finds himself in the hands of a seductress, in what seems like a very faraway land.

If you like transgender romances with more than a touch of drama and intrigue, like ‘The Crying Game’, then you’ll love ‘FREE DRESS FRIDAY’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Harrison be able to navigate his way through deep and treacherous waters, or will one night of pleasure destroy his dreams forever?


WE MET BY ACCIDENT
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Do you believe that a single decision can change the direction of your life?

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

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

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

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

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


HIDING OUT
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Ever had the impulse to help out a stranger for no real reason? No, really put your life on the line for someone.

Joe Murphy was a broken shell of a man. A month after his fiancé ran off with another woman, Joe struggled to get out of bed in the morning. His picture-perfect existence with his dream girl was shattered.

So, Joe’s sister, Aileen, suggested a day trip to the Blarney Stone, in search of a change of fortune. Aileen herself was recovering from a less than ideal relationship. But while lunching on fish and chips, Jamie approached the siblings, asking for a lift to Dublin.

Jamie was a slight boy, with luscious long hair and stunning elfin features. Somehow, Joe felt compelled to help Jamie out. Something he never did. But he never imagined this simple act would both endanger his life and uncover his one true love. A love burning with passion so strong that it only existed in his dreams.

If you like transgender romance stories in the mould of ‘Married to the Mob’, then you’ll love ‘Hiding Out’! The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Can the Irish Mob, a jealous ex-fiancé, a snoopy neighbour or the Irish Guards quell the passion between Joe and his one true love?


THE PLUS ONE

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

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


ABOUT YUMI

[image: ]

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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