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PART ONE


CHAPTER ONE


“ALL TEAM MEMBERS, please head directly to the boardroom,” the receptionist announced.

“What’s all this about, boss?” Charlie asked.

“All team members. Who’s going to man the phones?” Sarah added.

“Business phones will be switched to after hours while the meeting is in progress. But please switch private phones to silent,” the receptionist announced.

I’d never heard so much noise in the office as during the five minutes that followed. Questions flew in all directions. Well, mainly at the management team, who were as much in the dark as everyone else. It felt unfair to leave questions unanswered. Especially in my new role as GM Sales and Marketing. I’d spent the previous month since being appointed instilling a ‘get to the bottom of every issue’ mentality within my team. To help improve the company culture.

After making sure my full team was in attendance, well except for those who were offsite, I shuffled into position next to our CFO. If anyone knew what was going on, it’d be Jake, the boss’s right-hand man. There wasn’t a day when the two of them weren’t locked away for a few hours. Working through the issues that fast-growing companies faced. Mainly cash flow challenges, from what I’d extracted from Jake. But I thought we’d turned a corner the last time we spoke. What could this be about?

“Make sure you can see the screen,” the administration manager said.

A few shuffles to the left, then a few shuffles to the right, and it appeared everyone was ready. With all eyes fixed on the massive screen, as if by magic we were staring at our CEO and Chairman of the Board. Holy crap. This can’t be good news. And on a Monday morning.

“Thank you all for coming together at short notice,” Robert, the CEO, said. “I’m joined by our chairman, Walter Enright. Today is a significant day for ‘Outta Sight Analytics’. Some faces I see have been with us for the full seven-year journey. During that time, we’ve grown from a five-person startup to a leader in the data analytics field. One that employs over one hundred and fifty brilliant team members.”

Why did I feel Robert was merely buttering us up for a serious fall? Don’t tell me we had to go through another round of downsizing. It was only two years ago that we lost our single biggest client to our main competitor. The one that also poached our GM Sales and Marketing. But that couldn’t happen again. And Robert had assured me I had six months to diversify our client base to make the business stable.

“I’m speaking to you this morning from Minnesota, Minneapolis. Where we’re about to share some exciting news with you,” Robert said.

Oh, crap. Don’t tell me we’ve gone into receivership. Our bank is headquartered in Minnesota.

“Effective immediately, ‘Outta Sight Analytics’ will become a wholly owned subsidiary of ‘Axis Corporation’. The largest beauty services company in the United States.”

I turned to Jake. He looked as shocked as I did. As I scanned the room, I noticed an expression of terror drift across team members’ faces like a Mexican wave at a football game. Mouths opened, but not to speak. At least not at first. Shock quickly shifted to panic. What did this all mean for our more than one hundred and fifty team members? Would we still have a job? Would we have to move to Minnesota? Serious questions flooded my mind and the minds of everyone else in the room.

“I’m sure you have plenty of questions. And I’d encourage you to list them and bring them to the meetings scheduled for later this morning. But let me say a few things first. This is a great day for ‘Outta Sight Analytics’. One of the most successful firms in America has invested in us. A testament to the brilliant work we do. This will provide us with the opportunity to scale up and grow even faster. And you are all in on the ground floor. Finally, there will be no changes to your work location or compensation. Those will remain exactly the same.”

That last statement turned aghast expressions into less panicked versions. It also prompted team members to chat to neighbors increasingly loudly.

“Can we please quieten down to allow Robert and Walter to finish up?” the administration manager said.

“I will ask the management committee to stay in the room, but everyone else can get back to making our clients’ decisions better, every day.”

Wow, I can’t believe Robert ended with our company mantra. And what about these meetings we’re supposed to run later this morning? We know nothing. How’s that going to work? Welcome to senior management, I suppose. A place where flexibility and unflappability are mandatory requirements. Still, three years of study and an MBA had prepared me for this. But I’d still call it a baptism of fire. And my scant understanding of ‘Axis Corporation’ told me it was nothing like us. How will that work?

As the last of the team members filed out of the boardroom, the management committee took seats at the table. I sat between Jake and Brett, my best friend, and the guy who’d recently replaced me as Head of Analytics. Across the table sat Sharon, the head of Human Resources, and Bronson, the head of Information Technology. I sensed everyone else at the table was as shocked as I was. I struggled to believe that Jake had been blindsided. As Robert’s right-hand man, he should have been pre-warned at least? After all, his team pulled the meeting together.

“What was the feeling like in the room?” Robert asked.

“Everyone was shocked. There will be a thousand questions for us,” Sharon replied.

“I’m sorry I couldn’t pre-warn any of you. But we couldn’t afford for this to leak. ‘Axis Corporation’ wasn’t the only player.”

“What’s next, boss?” I asked.

“I’m sending you through a Q&A sheet put together by ‘Axis Corporation’. While I understand you won’t be able to answer all the questions raised, you’ll have to agree to get back to team members within forty-eight hours on anything not covered,” Robert said.

“I hope the Q&A is pretty comprehensive,” Sharon said.

“We’ll have to make do,” Robert replied. “Oh, and one other thing. I need Jake, Ollie and Brett to get on a plane mid-week and meet me.”

“In Minnesota?” Jake asked.

“No, in Bend, Oregon,” Robert said. “‘Axis Corporation’ has a corporate retreat this Wednesday through Friday, and they want ‘Outta Sight Analytics’ to attend. It’ll be a good chance to meet a few of the other businesses and the corporate team.”

“Is that a good idea given the announcement?” Sharon asked.

“I’m sure you can hold the fort for us, Sharon,” Robert replied.

Sharon insisted on sitting in on every team meeting. It seemed she’d heard ‘I want you to deputize as CEO’ where everyone else had heard that she’d been left out. Still, who was I to burst her bubble? And while Sharon insisted on interjecting throughout my meeting, I kind of didn’t mind. I knew very little about the details of the deal and was happy for her to fend questions and promise to answer within forty-eight hours. While Jake, Brett and I prepared for the corporate retreat, Sharon hunted for answers. And tested the pulses of our nervous team members.


CHAPTER TWO


JAKE TOOK THE lead in arranging our travel.

“We’ve got two options,” Jake said. “A three-hour road trip or a forty-five minute flight.”

“Decision made. There’s no value in driving for three hours each way,” I said.

“It would get the miles up on one of the pool cars,” Jake said, prompting Brett and me to give him the death stare.

“What time do we need to arrive, Jake?”

“The retreat starts at 8:00 am. I’m thinking we’ll arrive the night before.”

“There’s no way we could drive that road at night. We would have lost half a day.”

“Good point, Ollie. I’ll book the 10:10 pm flight.”

The flight from Portland took us over the Mount Hood National Forest and Mount Jefferson. Not that we could see any of it at night. But that didn’t stop Brett from trying. At one time he claimed he saw white-capped mountains, but that was merely ice on the massive wing of the Embraer E-175. The flight, while a little bumpy, proved uneventful. Jake and I chatted about how to maximize the value of the trip. As we disembarked the plane, the temperature dropped at least twenty degrees to greet us. Thankfully, I’d packed a warm jacket.

“You grab our luggage, and I’ll find the transfer car,” Jake said, before charging off across the terminal.

Now, Redmond Airport wasn’t what you’d call a major hub. And by the time we arrived everything was closed, except for the lost luggage booth. Possibly a disturbing sign. But thankfully, we were quickly reunited with our bags and headed to the exit to find Jake.

“Did you seriously not bring a jacket, Brett?” I said, noticing Brett shiver in a T-shirt once we exited the building.

“I didn’t know we’d end up a mile above sea level.”

“You’re Head of Analytics, Brett. Didn’t you do the research?”

“I didn’t have time. Wow, perhaps I’ll get to join the mile-high club.”

“I don’t want to dampen your enthusiasm, Brett, but it’s only two-thirds of a mile.”

The twenty-minute car ride to Bend went by in a flash. We spoke about ‘Axis Corporation’ and its many business units. There appeared to be at least ten store formats, each with a mix of company-owned and franchised stores. And while hair and beauty made up over ninety percent of sales, Jake and I wanted to make corporate connections as well. Plus, one of the hair brands was ‘Hair Heaven’. ‘Outta Sight Analytics’ largest single customer.

“I bet the retreat is full of absolute babes,” Brett said.

“I wouldn’t be using that language if I were you. Even if Sharon isn’t around, someone might hear you,” Jake said.

“Jake’s right. You are on the management committee now. You’re no longer one of the boys in the tank. Here’s a chance for you to step up and act like management.”

As the last words came out of my mouth, the Bend sign flashed past us. A full moon had emerged from the cloud cover and threw a silver blanket over everything. But even in the soft light, the town of Bend appeared pretty. A river followed the road to the right, while cute cottages lined the road to the left. Very few lights were on, not surprisingly, as the clock had recently passed midnight.

“Here we are, boys, ‘The Hampton Suites’. Our home away from home for the next few nights,” Jake said as the car pulled up.

One of the few lights in town illuminated the oversized sign, which sat beside a small cedar and galvanized iron reception building. Two lights above the entry signaled we were expected. And the chalkboard sign outside a single door clearly displayed our names.

“You’re in rooms five, six and seven at the far end of the building. Have a pleasant stay,” the receptionist said.

The second we walked outside, the reception lights extinguished. Leaving us once again in nothing but the bright silver moonlight. Thankfully, a glow at the far end of the building helped guide our way.

“She said we were in that corner behind the glow,” Jake said.

About fifty yards from the glow, I noticed we were heading towards a fire pit, with several bright red chairs sitting around it. Surprisingly, given the late hour, some of the seats were occupied. As we approached, the faces of a couple of girls became visible, reflecting the fire’s glow.

“I told you there’d be babes,” Brett said, a touch too excitedly.

Jake and I looked directly at the doors to our rooms. Brett walked across to the fire.

“Aren’t you cold?” One of the girls asked Brett.

I’m not sure whether his lack of color or chattering teeth gave it away.

“Yes. I forgot to pack a jacket,” Brett replied, holding his hands inches from the fire.

“There’s a spare blanket on the chair behind you,” the girl said.

“Oh, thanks. That’s just what I need.”

Meanwhile, Jake and I headed into our respective rooms. The first thing I did was turn on the heater. Moments later, warm air caressed my chilled face. I dropped my suitcase and headed out to see Brett.

“There’s a heater in the room, Brett,” I said, as I walked towards the fire pit.

In front of me sat two girls in their mid-twenties looking my way. Both pretty in a well-manicured way. Two others sat with their backs to me.

“Hi, I’m Ollie, and my forgetful colleague is Brett,” I said.

“And I’m Jake,” a voice came from behind me.

“Are you here for the retreat?” I asked.

“Sure, but you guys don’t look familiar,” the girl said.

“We’re from ‘Outta Sight Analytics’,” I said.

“A new part of the ‘Axis Corporation’ family,” Jake added.

One of the girls with her back to me, the one that had offered Brett a blanket, stood and turned towards us.

“We’re from ‘Hair Heaven’. We heard you’d joined the company. I’m Luna, and this is Katrina,” the girl said, holding out her hand.

“And we’re from ‘Top Cuts’. I’m Chrissy and this is Raquel,” one of the other girls said.

Luna’s hand felt very warm against mine. Making me hold the handshake for as long as reasonably possible. And her smile shone brighter than the roaring fire. She would have been a few years younger than Katrina. But both were very well presented. In fact, both were absolute babes, to borrow Brett’s vernacular. Perhaps the fire pit hadn’t been such a bad idea after all.

“Thank you for helping our friend out,” I said.

“We all make rookie mistakes,” Katrina said.

With the time now approaching 12:30 am, our arrival appeared to prompt a mass exodus from the fire pit. Not because of us, but because of the time. But at least I’d met someone from ‘Hair Heaven’. And our first contact with ‘Axis Corporation’ had been a positive one. Extremely positive.

“I hope you’ll remember me in the daylight, Ollie,” Luna said.

“We look forward to seeing more of you boys,” Katarina said. ”Lots more.”


CHAPTER THREE


MY ALARM WENT off at 5:00 am on Wednesday morning. Just because I was on a corporate retreat for a few days doesn’t mean I needed to change my routine. Sure, I’d gotten to sleep a little later, but I wanted to embrace this opportunity and make the most of it. So, instead of catching up on emails and preparation for a day of sales calls, I changed into my running gear and ventured out. Neither Jake nor Brett was athletically inclined, so I headed off alone.

As I turned the corner to the exit, I noticed Katrina and some of her colleagues taking advantage of the free bicycles. They unlocked the bike locks and pushed the bikes to the exit. Leaving just the single bike locked up. I couldn’t see Luna, but quickly located her.

“Please don’t take the last bike,” Luna called from about thirty feet behind me.

I undid the lock and held the bike out for Luna to take. Ten seconds later, it was firmly in her grasp.

“I was just unlocking it for you, Luna.”

“Nice to see we have a gentleman in the company, Ollie.”

“It’s unusual to see chivalry recognized these days.”

While Luna’s colleagues wore bright pink or turquoise skin-tight workout gear, Luna stood out for making a more practical choice. With the wind blowing off the snowcapped mountains, I doubted the temperature had yet hit forty degrees. Nor was it likely to within the next hour. Luna’s colleagues stood by their bikes, doing calisthenics to keep warm. But Luna wore a tailored black tracksuit, the top open to reveal a black spandex sports bra underneath. Sexy yet practical.

“Follow me,” Katrina said, before riding up the bike path towards the river.

“Where do you think we should ride, Ollie?” Luna asked.

“I’d stick to the river unless you’re training for the ‘Tour de France’.”

“Are you heading in our direction, Ollie?”

“It looks as good a direction as any.”

I ran alongside Luna for about two hundred yards before Katrina stopped the girls at the bridge.

“Which way are you going?”

“To that peak in the distance, Luna.”

“Then, I hope to see you later.”

Leaving the girls allowed me to up my pace. Pretty soon the goosebumps disappeared, and the sweat started flowing. Summit Park was my destination, only about two miles away but with a rise of five-hundred feet. The first mile along Portland Avenue was mostly flat, allowing me to generate a pretty decent pace. But when the Twelfth Street hill arrived, everything changed. My speed halved as my legs burned for the following ten minutes. But once at the summit, the view out over the Deschutes River, Bend township and beyond to the snow-capped mountains was nothing short of breathtaking.

After sucking in Bend’s cool clear air for a few minutes while my heart rate dropped back to normal levels, I headed back down via Summit Drive. I must admit I preferred flat or uphill running to downhill, but the views along the way more than made up for the constant knee jolts. I arrived back at my room well before 6:00 am, allowing me some recovery time in the shower before getting ready for the day ahead. As I ate my breakfast and checked my emails, I heard a lot of laughter outside in the parking lot. It sounded as if the girls had had a fun workout.

A knock on my door broke my line of thought. I wonder if that’s Luna or Katrina. I rushed to open the door.

“Hey Ollie, I didn’t wake you, did I?”

“You know me. I’ve been awake for hours, Brett.”

“Just giving you an excuse to see the girls from last night in sexy workout wear.”

Brett turned and stood in my doorway, ogling the girls until the last one closed their door. Note to self. Jake and I really had to read Brett the riot act, or it wouldn’t bode well for the company. Thankfully, Jake joined us a minute later.

“You two don’t appear dressed for tubing,” Jake said.

“You realize it’s like forty degrees outside, Jake, don’t you?”

“Forty-six degrees. But it’ll be in the mid-sixties by midday.”

“The bus leaves at 7:00 am. Make sure you boys aren’t late. It won’t leave a strong first impression,” Jake said.

Brett noticed Chrissy from ‘Top Cuts’ head to reception and followed promptly behind.

“One of us is going to have to pull him into line,” I said.

“He is your protégé, Ollie.”

“Which is why I think it’s best to come from an authority figure like you, Jake.”

Within the hour, about forty excited ‘Axis Corporation’ employees stood beside a large bus waiting to board. A quick scan of the crowd showed the numbers were skewed more than a little towards the fairer gender. Apart from Jake, Brett and me, there was one other guy. And he seemed thrilled to see the three of us waiting to board. Russell from ‘Roosters Men’s Grooming’ took an immediate shine to us. Even offering free haircuts and body waxing in his room later that night. Of course, I declined his generous offer.

Brett, Jake and I had been last to board the bus. What with us being chivalrous and all. Leaving us little opportunity but to sit towards the rear of the bus. That meant we walked past forty-plus sets of female eyes as we took our seats. Something I must admit to finding a little intimidating. About halfway along, I even felt one girl pinch my ass. Something that shocked me a little. Thankfully, Katrina called out the man-handlers.

“Don’t bruise the merchandise, girls,” Katrina said.

‘Brahma Ranch’ was a thirty-minute drive out of Bend. Quite self-contained, I wondered why we hadn’t spent the night there in one of the sixty-odd luxury cabins. Until I saw just how many buses were in the parking lot. Assuming each bus held around fifty people, I estimated the retreat attendance at about two-hundred and fifty. The attendees at this retreat outnumbered ‘Outta Sight Analytics’ employees two to one. Making the networking opportunities a lot more challenging.


CHAPTER FOUR


A SCAN OF the parking lot confirmed my worst fears. I counted fewer than two dozen guys out of a crowd of over two hundred and fifty. The three of us were going to be in the minority. And we couldn’t afford for Brett to be his usual boisterous self. Else we could end up completely marginalized. As we waited to disembark the bus, I pointed out the obvious to Brett. Jake suggested a few rules to keep everyone out of the naughty corner. Thankfully, Brett agreed.

“Come on, boys, we felt you might need someone to show you the ropes,” Katrina said.

As I looked down to the front of the bus and behind us, I noted almost everyone else was gone.

“That sounds awesome, Katrina. I figured we might be a little outnumbered, but not to this degree.”

“I guess you boys know the run of play by now,” Katrina said.

“Group meeting, then activities in smaller groups,” Jake interjected.

“Exactly. Seems like you’re not just a pretty face.”

Katrina’s comment instantly turned Jake’s face bright red.

“Follow me. You’ve got to know where to sit, else you’ll end up embarrassed and on stage,” Katrina said.

“Don’t worry, she’s not always this bossy,” Luna whispered in my ear as we headed into a giant auditorium.

“We appreciate the help, Luna. I’m feeling more than a touch overwhelmed, to be truthful.”

Katrina positioned us about dead center of the tenth row. Or there about. While it wasn’t a simple spot to get into, it made getting out even harder.

“How many of these retreats has Katrina attended?”

“This will be her tenth.”

“Wow, she doesn’t look old enough.”

“Looks can be deceiving, Ollie.”

Once in position, I reviewed the agenda sitting on my seat. It outlined a few of the key corporate types, including photos, and listed a series of activities. More of a booklet than an agenda, it provided details of the following three days’ activities. I checked my phone and confirmed I was in Group H before confirming the same with Jake and Brett. Who else was in the group I didn’t know. And it appeared the Event Manager wanted it that way.

“Which group are you in, Luna?”

“You could at least buy a girl a drink first.”

“I’m sorry, I’m just looking at the agenda…”

“…do I need to warn you when I’m joking? Group H like you.”

The overhead lights dimmed, prompting the applause to build. Twenty seconds later, a well-dressed forty-something guy walked onto the stage. A spotlight followed him until he reached the microphone. That’s when the spotlight shut off and three overhead lights illuminated the surrounding stage.

“Good morning, Axis management,” the man said. “For those of you who don’t know me, my name is Dwight Proctor, and I’m the CEO of ‘Axis Corporation’.”

Wow, no warm-ups or introductions. Straight into it with the big boss. Dwight spoke with the ease of a game show host. And garnered almost as much excitement from the crowd. He introduced the event and thanked a few folks before turning to the first item on the agenda.

“But before we start, I’d like to welcome some new members to the Axis team.”

Oh, crap. Don’t tell me he’s going to call us out. There’s only the three of us here.

“Firstly, we have the team from ‘Global Cuts’ in Vancouver,” Dwight said, prompting a group of girls to the left of us to scream and wave their hands.

Dwight ran through five other teams before mentioning us. Thankfully, Katrina and Luna joined us to add some depth to our excited screams.

Once all six new teams had been welcomed, Dwight picked three teams to join him on stage. Thankfully, he selected them strategically, based on time taken to make it up onto the stage. I made a note to thank Katrina for taking us under her wing. The groups selected had to take part in one of the most embarrassing activities I’d ever seen in my life.

“Dwight likes to break the ice for the newbies. It sort of makes them more approachable,” Luna whispered.

Each time Luna turned my way to speak, a bolt of fresh citrus aroma flooded through me. And one time when her arm grazed mine, I felt every hair on my arm stand at attention and shivers rocket through me. As the Dwight show progressed, I found myself more excited waiting for Luna’s comments. Sure, I was totally professional on the outside. But inside my mind was racing, with visions of spending time with this beauty alone.

“Now, I want you to turn to the person sitting next to you,” Dwight said.

As Jake sat between Brett and me, I suggested they form a pair. Partly to save Jake from dealing with someone unfamiliar, but more importantly to let me pair up with Luna. Katrina didn’t mind. She knew almost everybody. I guess ten years does that for you.

“After introducing yourself, I want you to give your partner a compliment. It can be anything from the physical if you don’t know the person, to something deeper.”

I looked at Luna, who stared back at me. Our faces were less than six inches apart. Oh, why couldn’t I just reach out and pull her face gently towards mine? There’s nothing I wanted more in that moment than to taste her delectable lips. But now was not the time.

“I love how caring you are, Luna. From your giving Brett a blanket to helping newbies navigate the retreat, you put others first.”

Luna didn’t respond. She sat dead still and looked deep into my eyes. What was she thinking? Had I inadvertently overstepped the mark? Don’t tell me I’ve blown this blossoming friendship.

“Wow, that’s insightful,” Luna said, before wiping a tear away from her eye.

“Okay, Luna, now it’s your turn.”

Luna pulled back a few inches and looked me up and down.

“Turn around and let me see your ass, Ollie.”

Unsure where this was going, I stood and complied with Luna’s request.

“Yes, Ollie, very nice.”

I turned back towards Luna and sat down.

“I like how you treat the girls with respect, Ollie. It makes me feel valued.”

Wow, what a moment! That was unexpected. It seemed Luna had a depth to her. One that I looked forward to exploring further. Dwight’s session didn’t go on for long. And his departure signaled the end of the auditorium sessions for the day. The rest of the day would be split into group activities. And heading outside, the high ropes course and paddock of saddled-up horses were merely a sampler of the fun to come.


PART TWO


CHAPTER FIVE


THANKFULLY, GROUP H didn’t have far to travel for the first activity. While some other groups jumped in buses for half-hour trips to the rapids, we simply wandered out of the auditorium and about one-hundred yards around to the left. Yep, our first activity was the high ropes. Something I must admit to being pretty happy about. It provided both a little exercise and, hopefully, the opportunity to bond with my fellow group members.

“You look like an outdoorsman, Ollie. Have you ever been up on the high ropes?” Katrina asked.

“Definitely something I’m excited to try, Katrina. But no, I’m a newbie at all this.”

“But you do rock climbing three times a week,” Brett interjected.

“That’s an inside activity, Brett. It’s nothing like this.”

The high ropes course looked ominous until you broke it down. An extensive set of stairs took you up the three flights to the cables. That was a simple ask for everyone. Then, a section of Z-beams traveled for around ten yards. A cargo net followed for another ten yards, before a flying fox transported you back to ground level. Beside the high ropes course, a telephone pole rose thirty feet out of the ground. It had a small platform on it that sat temptingly close to a massive red ball.

“Has anyone been on the high wires before?” the instructor asked, prompting Katrina to raise her hand.

“We did a less elaborate version about six years back.”

“Great, we have our first team leader. But I need one more…”

“…I’ll do it,” I interjected, before the instructor could even officially ask.

“You haven’t done this before, I gather?” the instructor asked.

“No, but I’m pretty familiar with the equipment.”

“Alright, let’s get you two harnessed up.”

While Katrina and I headed towards the equipment tent, the instructor split the rest of the group into two teams and assigned roles. At least for the first climbers.

All the clouds had disappeared, while the temperature had skyrocketed into the sixties. Rather than strap in over a pullover, I shed a few layers. Upon returning to the instructor at the base of the stairs, I heard a few whistles and catcalls. I knew who I hoped they were coming from, but couldn’t tell. Katrina looked quite buff, something that certainly drew the attention of Jake and Brett. But I needed to focus. While this wasn’t life and death, pride was certainly on the line.

The walk up the three flights of stairs was simple. I rationalized that if everyone in the group should complete the high ropes task, it couldn’t be too difficult. Thankfully, heights never worried me. Something that made rock climbing less daunting. A few beads of sweat appeared on Katrina’s brow. But my role here was to be supportive, not combative. Going first, we needed to prove to others that the task was quite achievable.

“See you on the other side, Katrina,” I said, prompting an unexpected shake of the hand.

“I may look friendly, Ollie, but you’re going to eat my dust.”

Katrina’s smile and actions belied her words. Wow, the competitive edge wasn’t what I expected. Still, I needed to keep the higher goal of team building at the forefront.

“Who wants to go first?” the instructor asked.

“Can we go together?” Katrina asked with a glint in her eye.

“Sure, but we want you both to make it through. Else no one else will get up here.”

“We understand. I’ll follow your lead, Katrina.”

While we both stepped onto the first beam together, I hung back to make sure Katrina didn’t rush. Knowing exactly where to place my feet and carry my weight made the going smooth. Well, at least for me. Katrina initially rushed, overbalancing but righting herself quickly.

“Take your time, Katrina. There’s no rush. Place your feet dead center and slowly rebalance your weight. Then swivel your body once you reach the next beam.”

Within thirty seconds both of us had cleared the z-beams and stood in front of the cargo net. Once Katrina had regained her composure, we both stepped onto the cargo net together. Katrina rushed a little, causing her leg to slip between the ropes. A nasty rash appeared almost immediately.

“Keep three points in contact at all times, Katrina. And when you move, don’t shift your body weight until after you secure the fourth point.”

I followed slowly behind, waiting for Katrina to establish a solid rhythm.

“Come on, Katrina, you can do it,” one of her support team yelled.

Meanwhile, I embraced the incredible view of the surrounding mountains. ‘Brahma Ranch’ surely possessed an incredible backdrop.

Katrina made it across the cargo net in around three-minutes. And apart from the faint sign of blood on her leg, everything else remained intact. I followed a few yards behind, in order not to spook her, or make her rush. But I was still close enough to offer encouragement. Once we hit the third platform, it was all downhill from there. Via the flying fox, of course.

“How about we count this one in, Katrina?”

After strapping into the harness, it was go time.

“Five, four, three, two...” I counted, only to watch Katrina leave two seconds early.

I didn’t mind; that took the focus off me and left me in a blind spot. I spun myself around and checked out the views in all directions as we slowly descended to the ground.

Once safely on the ground, the instructors detached us from the flying foxes and attached the next safety ropes. Now, the leap ball was much more of a physical challenge. You could call it an optional extra. To be honest, this was the part of the course I was most looking forward to.

“You’ve both done well. Nobody needs to do this if you don’t want to,” the instructor said.

An out was all Katrina needed to double down.

“Last one up is a rotten egg,” Katrina said before scaling the first three steps with aplomb.

I took the slow-but-steady approach and hardly changed pace until I reached the top.

“How are we supposed to get up on the platform?” Katrina asked, suddenly looking a little panicked.

“Climb your way to three steps below the platform, Katrina. Then move your strongest leg the final three steps at once. With one leg on the platform, use that leg to pull you up.”

I hung back and watched Katrina follow my instructions. It took around thirty seconds, but finally she stood proudly atop the platform. Albeit trembling.

“Now, look to the horizon and jump,” the instructor said.

As I raised myself onto my platform, I watched Katrina jump off the platform and get lowered to the ground by her team. I scanned the horizon. The view was incredible.

“Don’t be scared, Ollie. It’s easy,” Katrina yelled.

I took four deep breaths of clear mountain air before turning all the way around in ninety-degree steps. I could see past the auditorium to the horseback-riding group trotting along in the distance. It felt surprisingly peaceful. Very Zen.

“What are you waiting for?” the instructor said.

I stood in a happy place, but knew I had to move. I set my sights on the massive red ball sitting almost three yards in front of me. With all my leg strength, I pushed hard, reaching the ball and hanging onto it for what felt like a few minutes. Finally, after hearing cheers and applause, I let the ball go and slowly came back to Earth.

“Showoff,” Katrina said. “But thanks for the support.”


CHAPTER SIX


WITH THE HIGH ropes, horse riding and tubing crossed off our activity list, we got dropped off to get ready for dinner. With only an hour before the next bus, everybody scrambled to their rooms as fast as their tired legs could carry them. As usual, the boys were last off the bus, still draped in towels after an exciting session of tubing. The day went well, except that Brett copped a large gash on his knee while showing off in the rapids.

As I showered, I considered what outfit to wear. I had brought a suit, but had done so on the off chance I got to spend one-on-one time with corporate management. And while I wanted to dress to impress, I figured that was probably a step too far for night one. According to the agenda, night three was the more appropriate black-tie event, the final night gala. I dressed in my favorite button-up shirt and jeans instead.

As 7:00 pm approached, I knocked on Jake’s door. He was ready to go, dressed similarly. Next, I knocked on Brett’s door. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw. To suggest he was peacocking would have been to understate his outfit. He wore a silk Hawaiian shirt with black leather pants. Why, I couldn’t tell you. But that was Brett, totally random and unpredictable.

“Are you sure you want to wear that out in public, Brett?” Jake said.

“I have a feeling you’re going to be popular,” I said. “With ‘Rooster Russell’ and his crew.”

But he obviously had considered what he was wearing long and hard. Jake and I chatted about going without him. But sensibility prevailed, and the three of us wandered up towards the road together a few minutes before the bus arrived.

I scanned the line waiting for the bus but couldn’t see the ‘Hair Heaven’ girls. But when I turned towards their rooms, I almost swallowed my tongue. Luna came into view first, wearing a simple gray sweater over a pinstriped shirt. The shirt was untucked, and both the collar and sleeves protruded a couple of inches each. Tight black leather pants tucked into a pair of black leather ankle boots with a four-inch stiletto heel. Her brunette locks shone in the overhead lights as they trickled down over her perfect curves.

“See, I told you boys that leather pants were appropriate,” Brett said.

“Perhaps, if you were female and could wear them that well,” I said.

“We’d all wear them if they looked that good,” Jake said.

“Settle down, boys. Keep it professional,” I said.

As Katrina approached the closest room, her outfit came into view. She wore a black square-cut top with long sheer sleeves. A single heart-shaped pendant rested provocatively half an inch above the neckline. A black leather miniskirt showed about four inches of perfectly tanned thighs, while the ensemble was completed with a pair of taupe knee-length suede boots with a four-inch stiletto heel. She carried a small black evening bag by its short strap. Only a broad smile flashing between her perfectly teased locks drew attention away from her legs.

“I see you went with the leather pants, Brett,” Katrina said. “Quite the bold choice.”

“You told me it was nightclub wear, Katrina.”

“I don’t know which nightclubs you frequent, but don’t invite me along,” Jake said.

“Oh, we’ve got to let our hair down sometime,” Brett said.

The ‘Hair Heaven’ girls mixed in with us on the ride to the ‘Brahma Ranch’. That gave us time to speak more socially.

“You haven’t commented on our outfits yet, Ollie,” Luna said.

“You both look amazing. The perfect mix of function and fashion.”

“Which one do you prefer?”

Oh, crap. That wasn’t the sort of question I was expecting, nor wanted to answer. Especially with Katrina within earshot. I desperately wanted to compliment Luna on her understated elegance. But knew how competitive and fiery Katrina could be.

“I’d have to flip a coin, Luna.”

“Very diplomatic, Ollie. Answered like a true salesman.”

“This is a very different experience for me, Luna.”

“What, getting dressed up for a night out?”

“If I’m out with clients, I usually wear a suit. Else, I’m dressed in my workout gear.”

“Then I’m impressed with your first effort, Ollie. You’ve definitely got potential.”

While not a gala event, the night one dinner was like nothing I’d attended before. Two hundred and fifty attendees sat at tables of ten, while a cast of thousands attended to their every need. We were seated at table seven, dead center of the hall, but two rows back.

“Let me get that for you, Luna,” I said, as we arrived at the table.

“I forgot you were the perfect gentleman, Ollie.”

Flanked by Luna and Katrina, I found it hard to know which way to look. I had to admit that Katrina’s extra inch of visible thigh when sitting was most distracting. Thankfully, she placed a napkin in her lap shortly after sitting down, else I feel I could have ended up cross-eyed after the dinner. The menu was pretty basic, but supplemented with a wild selection of cocktails. I suppose if you plow enough alcohol into folks; the food becomes somewhat irrelevant.

“Excuse me, Miss,” Luna said. “Could I please speak to the chef?”

“I can relay any dietary requirements for you.”

“I’m afraid I’ll need to speak to the chef, if you don’t mind.”

“Sure, follow me.”

“Excuse me for a minute, Ollie.”

With Luna unexpectedly absent, I turned to Katrina. She was deep in conversation with Jake.

“Oh, now you want to speak to me, Ollie. What am I, your backup plan?” Katrina said.

I didn’t know how to respond until Katrina started giggling a few seconds later.

“I’m used to Luna and her dietary issues. She’ll be back soon, but she needs to stay safe.”

Sure enough, Luna reappeared beside me a few minutes later.

“How did you go, babe?” Katrina asked.

“It’s externally catered, and the message never got through.”

“Well, that sucks. Do you want me to give Dwight a piece of my mind?”

“It’s night one. And I had a good lunch.”

Katrina returned to chatting with Jake, while I asked Luna about her issues. It turned out she got violently ill if she consumed seafood. Even food cooked in the same pan would cause her grief. And she’d be sick for hours. The risk was too great to take. The waitress placed the meals in front of Katrina and Jake.

“Sorry, I won’t be staying for dinner,” Katrina said. “Looks like ‘Killer Burgers’ it is, again.”

With that, both Katrina and Luna stood and headed for the door. I looked across at Jake and mouthed, ‘Let’s go too’. He nodded and turned to Brett. I’d never seen Brett as engaged in a conversation as he was with Russell. The Rooster’s hairdresser obviously liked what he saw and crouched down chatting away.

“Can you keep Brett company, Russell?” I said. “We’ve been called away.”

“Sure, love to help out,” Russell said, immediately sliding into a vacant seat beside Brett.

Jake and I arrived outside just as the girls were getting into a cab. I followed Luna into the back seat while Jake sat in the front.

“Those burgers sound awesome, Luna.”

“You don’t have to come, Ollie.”

“We wouldn’t want you girls to attract the wrong sort of attention.”


CHAPTER SEVEN


‘KILLER BURGERS’ WAS about a half-hour drive away from the ranch. And while the rear seat accommodation could best be described as snug, I didn’t mind having the leg of my jeans squashed against Luna’s leather pants. While the stiletto of her boot proved a little more dangerous, but manageable. The girls chatted away, mainly about how much they were looking forward to sinking their teeth into the delicious hamburgers waiting for them.

“May I take your order?” the server asked.

“A ‘Double Bender’ with ‘Bender Sauce’ and fries, thanks,” Katrina rolled off instantly.

“And a ‘Double Temah’ with ‘Bomb Sauce’ and fries, thanks,” Luna followed.

“And you, sir?” the server asked.

“The same again,” I said, before paying for the entire order.

“You know that paying means you’re getting lucky tonight, don’t you, Ollie?” Katrina said.

“I think we’re lucky enough to be dining with the two of you.”

“Wow, you always have the right answer, don’t you, Ollie?”

As Jake and I reviewed the menu to work out what I’d ordered for us, the girls headed to a booth in the corner. It took about sixty seconds for Jake to pick the ‘Double Bender’, leaving the more feisty ‘Double Temah’ for me. Still, just the opportunity to spend some one-on-one time with the girls made any meal worthwhile.

“I feel guilty leaving Brett in Russell’s clutches,” I said.

“Brett seemed more than happy with the arrangement,” Jake said.

With the meals and a selection of local craft beers in hand, Jake and I headed to join the ‘Hair Heaven’ girls. After placing the feast on the table, I sat opposite Luna, while Jake sat opposite Katrina.

“To a seafood-free dinner,” I toasted.

“And to wonderful new friends,” Luna toasted.

The burgers were nothing short of delicious. Even if mine was a little fiery for my taste. And the craft beers were delightful, prompting us to go for another round. The conversation flowed, and the smile on the girls’ faces alone made missing the official dinner worthwhile. Not once were any of us stuck for conversation, and I learned a lot more about ‘Axis Corporation’, ‘Hair Heaven’ and the girls’ personal backgrounds than I ever imagined.

With bellies full and faces flushed, we headed out into the cool, clear night about an hour later. Katrina called a cab that safely delivered us to ‘The Hampton Suites’ around 9:00 pm. As we arrived, my phone dinged with a message.

“You’re missing a brilliant night,” Brett messaged with a photo.

“Is that Russell’s hand on your thigh, Brett?” I replied.

“Oops. You weren’t supposed to see that.”

“It looks like the ‘Axis Corporation’ crew really went off,” I said, as we walked towards our rooms.

“It’ll be fun until around midnight,” Katrina said. “And then it’ll get really messy.”

“Ollie, are you thinking what I’m thinking?” Jake asked.

“That fire pit will not light itself, Jake.”

While Luna got comfortable and handed out the blankets, Katrina disappeared into her room, before returning with a couple of bottles of whiskey. Meanwhile, Jake and I got the fire roaring. The girls thought similarly to us as they sat with two spare seats between them. I took the seat closest to Luna, while Jake sat beside Katrina.

“We really feel lucky in meeting you two,” I said.

“You really didn’t have to miss the party on our behalf, Ollie.”

“There’s nowhere I’d rather be right now.”

“Okay, let’s not get sentimental just yet,” Katrina said. “How about we play a game called ‘Two Truths and a Lie’?”

Katrina’s suggestion sounded fun. Perhaps I could learn more about the company and how it functioned. Maybe even get some gossip about the corporate team. Given that Katrina had been with the company for almost fifteen years. So, I endorsed Katrina’s suggestion, as did Jake. Luna, surprisingly, didn’t seem as keen.

“You know what happened last time we did this, Kat?” Luna said.

“Okay, I’ll go first, and you can go last. Anyone disagree?” Katrina asked, prompting Jake and my heads to nod.

Luna appeared to be forced out of her comfort zone by her colleague.

“Okay, where to start? I once had sex with a celebrity in an elevator; my longest relationship lasted three months; and I worked as an escort in Las Vegas,” Katrina said.

Wow, there was no warming up with this one, was there? I sat looking at Katrina’s gorgeous face over the crackling orange embers.

“You can close your mouth now, Ollie,” Katrina said.

“I was about to re-stoke the fire, Katrina.”

“I think Katrina already did that, Ollie,” Jake replied.

Wow, how do we respond to that? And now we had to ask questions to identify the lie. But where to start? This could turn ugly quickly unless we’re extremely careful.

“You’re up, Ollie,” Katrina said. “You always want to be first.”

As the fire crackled away, I deeply considered every word I was about to say.

“When did your longest relationship take place, Katrina?”

“About five years ago. We met at one of the ‘Axis Corporation’ retreats.”

“Which business did he work for?” Jake asked.

“You’re assuming it was a guy. But the answer is corporate.”

“Do they still work for the company?” Luna asked.

“You know the answer is yes, Luna. Perhaps you should sit this one out.”

Even tackling the most impotent line of questioning was taking us into dangerous territory. But eventually, Katrina admitted she had never worked in Las Vegas. We didn’t push the line of questioning any further. Jake went second, dialing the heat level back down.

“I have a black belt in karate; my family owns a railroad; and English is not my first language,” Jake said.

Once Jake’s fake black belt was confirmed, it was my turn.

“I was once a child actor; I have over twenty registered patents; and my hands are a registered weapon,” I said.

A series of questions followed. Katrina seemed desperate to identify the lie, and I must admit to enjoying the limelight. Having two drop-dead gorgeous girls asking you intimate questions can be quite the rush.

Finally, the truth came out. I had only a dozen registered patents. And then it was Luna’s turn. This was the moment I’d been waiting for. The opportunity to really find out something personal about this stunning beauty.

“I don’t know what to say,” Luna said. “Can’t I skip a turn?”

I picked up the whiskey bottle and filled all the glasses. Turning to my watch, I noted it was almost 12:30 pm.

“Then let me have your turn, Luna,” Katrina said.

“Sure.”

“Luna has a 150+ IQ; her birth name was Joshua; and she’s slept with fewer than half a dozen men.”

“You cow. You tricked me.”

Before we could even process the information, car lights lit up our corner of the motel. The car appeared to come straight towards us before swerving sideways at the very last second.

“The fun can begin. Brett and Russel are here,” Brett said.

“You’re officially known as ‘Bussell’ from now on,” Katrina said.


PART THREE


CHAPTER EIGHT


I LAY AWAKE as my alarm sounded at 5:00 am on Thursday morning. After tossing and turning most of the night, I felt like going back to sleep. But I knew exercise would help me overcome my lack of sleep. The air was crisp as I changed into my running gear and warmed up in the parking lot outside my room. While I tried to forget the activities of the night before, my mind still ran over the possible scenarios in Luna’s two truths.

It appeared I was the only one up that early. The only one who was dedicated enough to commit to an exercise regime. Or perhaps I was the only one silly enough not to know when to say enough is enough. After about a minute of stretching, I hit the pavement, this time running due east to the peak of the dormant volcano, Pilot Butte. The view from the summit was even more breathtaking than the previous day, with a three-hundred-and-sixty-degree outlook including Bend township and a dozen snow-capped peaks.

All the while as I ran, I replayed the night before. Katrina was a wild child, and a lot of fun. Her two truths didn’t surprise me. I’d known Jake for so long that nothing in his past was news to me. Brett’s dalliance with Russell surprised me. As my best friend, I couldn’t believe I wasn’t aware of his sexual preferences. But hey, we were great friends who never went out together, meaning I shouldn’t have been surprised. But my curiosity circled Luna and her two truths.

Sure, Luna was smart. I could definitely see her having a high IQ. Although I gathered she hadn’t attended college, meaning that could have been the lie. A birth name of Joshua sounded ludicrous. Why would any mother name their baby girl Joshua? Unless she was a drug addict, or possibly a social media influencer trying to gain notoriety. But Luna appeared to pre-date social media, making a celebrity mother extremely unlikely.

I tried hard but couldn’t imagine a girl who looked like Luna having few sexual partners. Could she be a lesbian? I’ve never seen a lesbian that attractive. And I could have sworn she was flirting with me. Perhaps she’s bisexual? Six male sexual partners and many women. But she didn’t appear to look at women that way. And why would she be wasting time with me when she was surrounded by an absolute bevy of beauties? I ended the run with no better idea than when I’d started. But at least my body got a solid workout.

As I returned to my room, I noticed Russell exiting Brett’s room. And he wasn’t doing it on the quiet.

“I won’t be able to walk properly for at least a week,” Russell said, before leaning forward and kissing Brett with venom.

“Don’t be a stranger, lover,” Brett said.

“Oh, I’ll be around for a solid shagging again tonight,” Russell said before sliding his hand down Brett’s shorts and giving him one last tug for the road.

It’s not something I intentionally watched, but it definitely left me wondering what else I didn’t know about Brett. Especially when I saw a glimpse of his pink bikini briefs.

The first day of the corporate retreat had been eye-opening. To say the least. And I wondered how the following two days would go.

“How did you fare with the ‘Hair Heaven’ girls last night?” Brett asked.

“We made a solid first impression, I think. But they’re not the type to jump into bed with just anybody.”

As I finished the sentence, I heard Jake’s door open. Instead of seeing Jake emerge, I spotted Katrina, with a towel wrapped around her, and her leather mini, top and boots clasped in one hand. She acknowledged us and even blew air kisses our way as she owned her walk of shame.

“I see Jake made better progress, then,” Brett said.

“You and Russell, hey? How was that?” I asked almost without thinking.

“That boy has the sweetest lips. And don’t get me started on his ass…”

“…don’t worry, I wasn’t going to. But I’m pleased for you.”

“I hope you have earplugs, Ollie, because things are getting a lot freakier tonight.”

Once Katrina was safely in her room, Jake rushed over. He looked like the cat that had eaten the proverbial canary. I knew he wanted to spill his guts. Share his conquest. But did I really want to hear the details? I almost felt jealous of him.

“Come on in, and let’s have breakfast, boys,” I said.

“Tell us everything. How did you pull Katrina?” Brett asked.

“I went to bed alone around 2:00 am. Lying in bed, I struggled to get Katrina’s pretty face and taut body out of my mind. Then, about five minutes later, I heard a knock on the door. At first, I assumed it was Brett’s bed banging against the wall again,” Jake said.

“Yeah, Russell loved it when I went deep.”

“Anyhow, I heard the knock again and quietly went to the door to investigate. I assumed it was local kids having a laugh. But then I saw Katrina, her hair shimmering in the moonlight, and her lips calling out my name. She didn’t even wait for me to fully open the door before bursting in, slamming the door behind her and pushing me back on the bed. I virtually had to do nothing. She did all the work while I lay back and enjoyed myself.”

It appeared one first-day experience was not like the others. And unfortunately, that one was mine. Perhaps I should have pushed things? But Luna wasn’t a Katrina, or a Russell. I didn’t see her as a conquest, something of value to be won. She was an incredible girl with brains and personality and a red-hot body. Someone I hoped to get to know a lot better over the following two days.

“Your ass must be on fire this morning, Brett,” Jake said.

“No, I’m a top. Russell’s the one who’s going to have trouble walking today.”

“Anyhow, I’m pleased for you both. But we’ve got to be ready for that bus in forty-five minutes.”

“Oh, is that all the time we’ve got? I don’t know what I’m going to wear,” Brett said, before both boys departed for their own rooms.


CHAPTER NINE


I HEADED TO the bus pickup zone a few minutes early, hoping to catch Luna alone. On the way, I knocked and told the boys they were running late. But my best-laid plans came to naught, as the boys arrived before Luna and Katrina.

“Wait, why does Jake look as tired as you, Katrina?” Luna asked.

“Perhaps we’re both insomniacs,” Katrina replied, prompting a telltale cough from Brett and me.

Luna dressed casually but maintained an element of elegance. She wore a loose-fitting taupe turtleneck knitted sweater with a smart taupe jacket on top. Below that were the shapeliest pair of blue jeans I’d ever seen. And they tucked neatly into a taupe pair of four-inch block-heeled suede ankle boots. Her hair was looser and freer than the day before. Almost as if she’d let her hair down a little, so to speak. A matching handbag and silver bangle completed the ensemble.

“Am I the only one who doesn’t know what happened last night?” Luna asked.

“I think we were the only ones who slept.”

“Well, tonight is another night, as they say,” Luna said, with a cheeky smile.

Katrina and Jake paired off, while Brett and Russell did likewise.

“Did they hook up last night, too?” Luna asked, nodding towards Brett and Russell.

“‘Bussell’ is apparently a thing.”

“As is ‘Kake’, by all accounts.”

“‘Kake’, I like that. That’s going to stick,” I said a little louder than necessary.

“You seem very quick-minded, Luna.”

“Would my IQ be above 150 though, Ollie?”

I felt my face redden at Luna’s comment.

“Is there something you’d like to ask me, Ollie?” Luna asked as the bus came to a stop.

As the four of us had missed the day one dinner event, we needed to take Brett’s lead in finding our first activity. Thankfully, it was less strenuous than the high ropes and avoided the need for us to change into swimmers. The film activity split the group into teams of six, each charged with writing and filming a fifteen-minute lost scene parody from a list of well-known movies. As for rules, there were none. We were merely given the tools to do the job and left to our own devices.

“Okay, guys and girls, which movie should we parody?” I asked.

“Who put you in charge?” Katrina asked.

“As one of the few team members not preoccupied with lust, I did.”

“Let’s parody ’The Crying Game’,” Katrina said, prompting Luna to poke her in the ribs firmly.

“That movie isn’t on the list,” I said.

“Don’t worry. Katrina is trying to be funny,” Luna said.

“Why don’t we parody X-Men, then?” Brett said.

“All in favor, say I,” I said to unanimous support.

We split into teams of two. One team was responsible for writing and directing, and the other two were responsible for acting. While the actors headed to the costuming and props department, Luna and I set about writing a straw man script. With little time to memorize lines, ad-libbing would be most efficient. We simply needed to give the fifteen-minute story a basic structure. Luna grabbed the task and went with it. Developing a straw man in less than fifteen minutes. By the time the actors arrived half an hour later, we had copies of scripts for all, and every location sorted.

“What’s the story about?” Katrina asked, her face painted bright blue.

“It’s ‘A Day in the Life’ of a hairdresser at the ‘School for Gifted Youngsters’. Russell can be the hairdresser, and the rest of you are mutants,” Luna said.

“Didn’t I tell you she had a high IQ? Surely it must be over 150, don’t you think, Ollie?” Katrina said.

The film had to be shot sequentially, as there was no editing software available. That meant each scene had to be satisfactory before we moved on to the next. Each actor handled their own props. And that included the hair removed during the mutant haircuts. Brett found a swathe of horsehair, while Katrina employed a few handfuls of straw. The variety of challenges made the story. Each actor also ad-libbed a chat with the hairdresser. That’s where the comedy gold came from.

While I took the role of cinematographer, Luna sat in the director’s chair. After all, it was her vision that we were bringing to life. And after two hectic hours and plenty of belly laughs, it was done. And we handed it over to the instructors. We weren’t sure what was to happen with it, but understood the movies would air during the day two dinner. We were lucky, as not every group got to do every activity. And this was the most fun we’d had as a group.

Over lunch, the lovebirds paired up. That left Luna and me largely to ourselves. I probed a little deeper into Luna’s two truths statements.

“Do you just want me to tell you which statement is the lie?” Luna said, as I quizzed her about past relationships.

“I didn’t mean to pry, Luna. I was just shooting the breeze.”

“Then I’ll ask you a few questions, Ollie.”

“Sure…”

“…how many sexual partners have you had, Ollie?”

“A few, I suppose…” I said, feeling a little confronted.

“How many of them were female, Ollie?”

“I don’t think…”

“…is that the best you’ve got?”

“I’m sorry, Luna. It’s just…”

“…you want to know whether I’ve got a penis, right?”

“I would never ask you…”

“…yet you continue to ask everything else but the million-dollar question.”

Luna stood and rushed to the restrooms. Katrina glared at me before following her.

“Dude, what are you doing?” Jake asked. “You’re stuffing it up for the rest of us.”

“I’m sorry, it’s just that Luna’s two truth statements have been bothering me since last night.”

“What would it mean if she had a penis, Ollie?”

“I could give you some tips, if you like,” Brett added.

“Thanks for the offer, Brett. But that’s more than a little premature.”

“You could join us for a threesome, if it helps,” Russell said, running his crimson talons down my abs.

“Let’s put a pin in that idea, Russell.”

Luna came back about ten minutes later. And it was obvious she’d at least splashed her face, if not been crying. I felt like an idiot. Here was an incredibly smart, creative, funny girl that I was blowing it with.

“Don’t worry, Ollie. I have special permission to use the women’s restrooms.”

“I’m sorry. It’s just that I really like you, Luna. But I’m not good at showing it.”


CHAPTER TEN


LUNA’S RESPONSE TO my apology was disappointing, but understandable. She simply turned and walked away without saying a word. I kind of expected that might be her response, but had desperately hoped I’d be wrong. And with a day and a half of activities still to run at the retreat, a feeling of doom washed over me. How could I have been that stupid? Especially with an employee of our number one client. I felt lost and helpless.

“Well, it looks like ‘Lollie’ will not be a thing,” Brett said.

“I’d give her some time, dude,” Jake said.

“I don’t know what to do. How do I make this better?”

“I’ll keep an eye on her and see what I can do,” Jake said.

As I went to leave, Katrina grabbed my arm.

“Come here, Ollie, there’s something you need to know.”

“What is it? Is there something I can do?”

“I’m not sure about that, Ollie, but there’s one thing I can tell you. Luna’s birth name was not Joshua.”

I felt terrible. All that angst was for nothing. It was all just a prank that I took way too seriously. And I’d missed an opportunity to experience feelings on a deeper level with a truly spectacular individual. Someone I would make time for in my life. If only she felt the same way. I must have walked for twenty minutes straight. The air was fresh, even though the sun beat down on me. The gentle neighing of horses provided a somewhat soothing backdrop to my drama.

Once the end-of-lunch siren sounded, I headed back to join the group. ‘Kake’ stood with Luna, who continued to ignore me. So, I sidled up beside ‘Bussell’.

“Ooh, it looks like a threesome is on the cards. We’ll have to rename ourselves ‘Bussellie’,” Russell said.

“What activities do we have this afternoon?” Brett asked, quickly changing the subject.

An art activity followed lunch. One where we had to replicate a caricature of Dwight and his senior management team. The group was split in half, with only one team viewing the original painting. They were then required to communicate the image using nothing but words. To make it even more challenging, the painting was split into quarters, with different people responsible for different parts of the painting. To call it chaotic would have been an understatement. But thankfully, I was on a team that saw the painting, while Luna was on a team translating it into art. Surprisingly, two hours later, a pretty good likeness emerged.

The last activity of the day was cooking-based. Hoping that the two-hour separation would thaw Luna out, I made the mistake of attempting small talk. Only to get the cold shoulder from Luna and a glare from Katrina.

“Dude, it’s way too soon,” Jake said, before heading off to join the girls for the next activity.

“Let me know if you see any progress, Jake.”

The following two hours kept my hands occupied, but my mind ran over what I’d said, repeatedly. I felt embarrassed and annoyed at myself. I knew I was better than that and felt frustrated with the hole I’d dug for myself. ‘Bussellie’ completed the cooking activity, ending up with a delicious array of treats. While Brett and Russell fed each other their spoils, I carefully packed mine away for later.

As the cooking was undertaken in two separate rooms, I lost track of ‘Kake’ and Luna. And when it came time to head back to the motel, all I saw was a message from Jake.

“We finished early. See you back at ‘The Hampton Suites’,” Jake messaged.

“Any progress on the Luna front?”

After watching my screen for five minutes, I figured there was no good news.

The day two dinner was catered in-house, thus preventing a repeat of the food challenges experienced the night before. And while I saw Luna as she boarded the bus, she took a seat right up the front, thus creating the maximum distance between us. That left me little option but to join ‘Bussell’ in the back row, spending half my time trying to convince Russell we weren’t riding the tricycle later that evening. How could things get any worse?

The format of the day two dinner was a little different. As two groups had completed the film activity, there were eight fifteen-minute parodies ready to entertain the two hundred and fifty retreat attendees. And the management team. The first few had moments of humor, but were pretty dry. I knew that we’d at least get a few more laughs when our film was shown. About halfway through the night, I noticed a few members of Group H on the screen. Our film can’t be far away. I headed to the restroom to ease my nerves.

As I peed, I heard the retreat attendees laugh. And not just chuckle, it was a full-on belly laugh. I washed my hands and raced out to see our little film on the big screen. There was Katrina on the big screen. Wow, and the transition to Russell was perfect. But while the editing appeared semi-professional, it hardly went noticed. Retreat attendees were almost crying over the situations and dialogue playing out before them. I stood by the wall outside the restrooms watching the crowd laugh non-stop, including Dwight and his management team.

As the credits rolled, the crowd stood as one and applauded the short film.

“We left that film to last, for obvious reasons,” Dwight announced. “Can we please have the team behind ‘Salon-X’ up on stage with me please?”

Russell almost threw Brett to the ground rushing towards the limelight. Only somehow, Katrina beat him to the stage. Jake helped Luna through the crowd while Brett followed behind.

I sat back, understanding that the last thing Luna wanted was to share a stage with me right now. Russell went to take the microphone, but Katrina promptly snatched it out of his hand.

“Can we talk about the inspiration for the film?” Dwight said. “Which one of you is Luna?”

I whistled loudly as Katrina handed the microphone over.

“Thank you, Dwight. It was really a team effort,” Luna said.

“Between you and your editor, I gather. Which one of you is Ollie?” Dwight asked.

“He’s missing in action,” Russell said.

“Well, the management team and I are impressed. We’d like you to create a series of short training videos for us. How does that sound?” Dwight said.

The crowd all cheered, making any response unnecessary. I headed quietly back to my seat, while Dwight handed out prizes.

“Weren’t you part of that team?” The person sitting next to me asked.

“Nature calls at the most inconvenient times.”

I felt a tap on my shoulder and turned to see Luna’s smiling face.

“Why do you have to be such a gentleman, Ollie? And incredibly selfless.”

“I try, but sometimes I fuck up, Luna.”

“And when you do, you do it properly.”

“Guilty as charged. I understand why you don’t want to speak to me.”

“My IQ is 154, and I’ve only had four boyfriends.”

“You don’t need to explain anything, Luna.”

“And my birth name wasn’t Joshua. It was Kevin.”

“I don’t deserve an explanation, Luna. I should have just dropped it.”

“Didn’t you hear me, Ollie? My birth name was Kevin. And I have a penis.”

“Don’t let Russell hear you. Or he’ll suggest a four-way.”


PART FOUR


CHAPTER ELEVEN


A KNOCK AT my motel door broke the silence shortly after midnight.

“If this is Russell again, I’m going to go ape shit,” I said, hurrying to the door. “Why can’t he take no for an answer?”

“That’s possibly because you are irresistible, Ollie,” Luna said, standing provocatively in my doorway.

Luna rested casually against the door surround, smiling. Her hair was teased to within an inch of its life, while her makeup was more dramatic than I’d seen her wear. Possibly, late night seduction-worthy, I’d call it. And boy, did it get my attention. But that wasn’t where my attention stopped.

Luna wore a white silk and lace bra, proving once and for all that one of my assumptions about her was wrong. 38Cs I would have it as a guess. A matching white lace thong then proved one of my other assumptions was wrong. Six inches at least. A sheer lace robe tied with a single silk bow and white leather five-inch stiletto ankle boots completed the outfit.

“Sorry, I assumed you were Russell.”

“Well, if you look at me and think of Russell, perhaps I should go.”

“Sorry, who is Russell?”

“That’s better, Ollie. May I come in?”

There seemed to be an extra swagger in Luna’s walk. Perhaps it was the five-inch stilettos, but I was hoping it was her seduction walk. Either way, it sure worked on me.

“Do you like what you see, Ollie?”

“Like doesn’t even begin to describe it.”

“You always know what to say, don’t you?”

Luna took two steps towards me. She didn’t walk past me or even get close. She stepped directly into my path.

“Kiss me, Ollie. I’m getting a little cold.”

“If that’s you cold, I’m going to need a lot of lube.”

“Don’t get too far ahead of yourself. You haven’t passed the first gate yet.”

The second our lips touched, Luna wrapped her right leg around my left leg. I felt her excitement increase as our tongues wrestled for the upper hand. Just when I’d wrestled control, Luna did something unexpected, bringing us back to a level playing field. I dropped my hands onto the small of Luna’s back before slowly moving them lower.

“Not a bad start, Ollie. Gate one passed. Now why don’t you lose the clothes to let me see what I’m working with?

I quickly undid my belt.

“No, slower. I want to enjoy the unwrapping,” Luna said, taking a seat on the edge of the bed.

I pulled my belt through slowly before unbuttoning my jeans. Feigning sliding them down twice to add a touch of excitement. Once my jeans pooled around my ankles, I stepped out of them. My shirt unbuttoning came next. I made the most of removing each button, sort of teasing one button at a time. Luna seemed to enjoy the show, and frankly that’s all that counted. Once unbuttoned, the shirt came off with a single sweep of my arms.

“Not bad, Ollie. ‘Lollie’ may still be a thing.”

I went to remove my briefs, but Luna signaled for me to come towards her instead.

“Kneel on the bed beside me, Ollie. I’ll do the rest of the heavy lifting.”

Who was I to argue? I instantly complied.

I moved to the side of the bed and placed my knees on the pristine white bedcover.

“Now let me see what we’ve got here,” Luna said, moving onto all fours and reaching for my package.

At first, she pulled the waistband forward, releasing the top two inches of my weapon. She softly grazed my manhood, sending shivers up my spine and causing it to stiffen even further.

“Quite impressive to look at. But are you all bark and no bite?” Luna said.

Luna slid her hands inside the waistband on either hip and emancipated the silky undergarments. Without hesitating, she moved her mouth forward and took my seven inches all at once. Her lips felt heavenly as she pulled back and pushed forward while turning her head. The third time forward, she held deep for what seemed like minutes.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna come,” I moaned.

There was nothing I could do. I’d had blue balls since I’d first seen Luna, and it didn’t take long before my gift streamed down her throat. The feeling of release sent shivers down my spine. Those heavenly lips were incredible.

“You’re quick on the trigger, Ollie. I hope you got a few more rounds in you.”

“I promise I could go all night, Luna, if that’s what you want.”

“Then start living up to your promises.”

“Come with me,” I said, leading Luna to a chair near the window.

I slid Luna’s lace briefs to the floor before lifting her up onto the chair. After carefully placing a cushion behind her head and the lube close by, I slid my arms under her knees and lifted. Leaning forward, I kissed Luna, prompting her to wrap her arms around my shoulders. I lathered my weapon and her ass with lube before positioning my weapon against her flower and slowly exerting pressure.

Luna’s ass didn’t need prying open; instead, it encircled my weapon seamlessly as I thrust forward. It took a mere two thrusts before I felt my pelvis smack against Luna’s ass.

“Hell yeah, that’s nice,” Luna moaned.

“It feels pretty amazing from this side too.”

With Luna pulling our mouths together and me maximizing our connection below, I thrust deeper and deeper. At the end of each thrust, I could have sworn I heard a chirp sound emanate from Luna. And with each pull back, her eyes willed me back with desire. I upped the pace, bouncing the chair around a little. The curtains got crushed, but our combined grips kept the union solid until my legs shook.

“Yes, drive deeper one more time,” Luna begged.

My movements went on autopilot. While I tried to remain in control, I’d passed the point of no return. One more push was all it took before my warm gift shot deeper than ever inside Luna’s ass.

“Congratulations. You’ve passed gate two, Ollie.”


CHAPTER TWELVE


“I GATHER YOU are happy to top, Ollie.”

“Why, what did you have in mind?”

“Well, I am fully functional. And it would be a pity not to take advantage of it. Don’t you think?”

“I’m up for a little give and take, Luna.”

I took Luna’s hand and led her back to the bed. Our dalliance was already causing her citrus perfume to burn off and flood through me. And wearing white, she almost looked ethereal in the low lamplight. I piled up a couple of pillows before steadying her as she lay on the bed. She flounced her hair, causing it to show all of her gorgeous face and cover most of the top pillow.

Once Luna was comfortable, I kneeled on the bed and straddled her. I moved my lips towards hers and tasted those delicious crimson beauties once more.

“You look beautiful lying there, Luna.”

“And I taste even better.”

“There’s no hurry. We’ve got all night.”

Our tongues wrestled as I ran my hands down Luna’s arms from shoulder to wrist. About halfway down, she shivered, prompting both of us to smile. With our lips still connected, I slid my hands behind Luna’s back and unfastened her bra strap.

“You’ve done that before, Ollie.”

“Perhaps, but it’s never meant this much before.”

I leaned back and gently slid the straps over Luna’s arms. Her breasts were perfectly symmetrical with large dark areolae. I couldn’t resist a bit of nipple play, while my hand slid down until I felt something super soft.

“Bingo, that’s the spot, Ollie.”

“Don’t rush me.”

“You’re obviously heterosexual, aren’t you?”

“If that’s the way you want me, Luna?”

Continuing to work Luna’s nipples with my lips and teeth, I slid my right hand the full length of Luna’s toy. It responded instantly, swelling to its full six inches in only seconds.

“That combo’s not too bad, actually,” Luna said.

“See, you need to keep your mind open.”

But I knew it was time to shake things up. Prove my complete infatuation with this incredible girl. I kissed my way down Luna’s firm abs before coming face to face with her full six-inches. Without skipping a beat, I plunged my mouth over her toy and held it deep.

“Oh yes, Ollie, that’s the way.”

I felt blood pump furiously through Luna’s toy as my lips moved along its substantive length. I swirled my head as I thrust downwards to increase the sensation. It didn’t take long before I felt Luna’s tool spasm. That was the signal for me to back off slightly until the quivering slowed. By varying my speed and intensity, I kept her on edge for a couple of minutes until she finally uttered the magic words.

“I’m gonna blow,” Luna said.

I had mere seconds to push deep and hold, as Luna’s gift disappeared, leaving me with a warm inner glow. A torrent of sweet, salty liquid flooded down my throat and into my stomach.

“Fuck yeah, Ollie, that was incredible.”

I held Luna’s toy deep in my mouth until it was no longer possible. That’s when I pulled back, sat up and shared my bounty with her.

“Wow, you showed me a few things there, Ollie.”

“Well, you have only had five sexual partners.”

“Five male sexual partners, thank you.”

The surprised look on my face prompted Luna to smile.

“You never cease to surprise me, Luna.”

“Stop stalling, I want you inside me again.”

“Well, how about you do some of the work while I reflect on your latest revelation.”

Luna rolled over and let me lie on the bed. She propped my head up with the two pillows and promptly straddled my legs. I marveled at the beauty of this incredible girl. Her chocolate-brown eyes reflected the light from the bedside lamp. While her lips called out for mine. Luna reached forward and worked my weapon back to full throttle. It didn’t take long, to be honest. Not with this beauty within eyeshot. I placed the lube bottle on the bed beside Luna. A few squirts later, and once again we were ready to rock.

Straddling me, Luna lubed her ass and my weapon before positioning her flower and dropping back with force. It took only one thrust for my pelvis to hit Luna’s ass.

“Yes, Ollie, that’s the spot.”

“Bring me home, Luna.”

“If I’m doing the work, Ollie, I’ll do it my way.”

“Yes, yes, that’s fine. Show me who’s boss.”

Instead of bouncing and thrusting, Luna sat across my hips and rocked slowly forward, then back. I was as hard as a rock and had experienced nothing like this sensation. Instead of my weapon softening, I felt it continue to grow with each gentle movement.

“See, Ollie, I can be gentle too.”

“Yes, don’t stop, Luna.”

Each time Luna lurched forward, different parts of my weapon were softly massaged. And each time she rocked back, it felt like a hundred masseurs were working my weapon at once.

I held out as long as I could, watching Luna’s pretty face writhe in ecstasy as her body rocked my world. She was the perfect girl. That face, those 38Cs and that delightful six inches. What more could I ever wish for? Luna pushed forward before I lost all control, instead giving in to the ultimate ecstasy of yet another climax.

“I’m coming, I screamed.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT NIGHT I kept my promise. Luna and I made love until the sun peeped through the curtains to signal a new dawn. From memory, I passed all six gates. Then we spooned until my alarm went off an hour later. After all, it was a weeknight. And while I learned a lot about lovemaking, more importantly, I learned a lot about myself, what I truly enjoyed, and just how far I would go in order to satisfy a sexual partner. Sure, I ended up a little tired the next day, but it’s amazing what a twenty-minute power nap on a bus can do for you.

Luna and I spent virtually every second of the third day together. Though we were rarely alone. It seemed each of the two hundred and fifty attendees wanted to tell Luna how much they enjoyed the short film. We woke in each other’s arms, aced every activity together, and even attended the day three gala ball on each other’s arms. Well, until dinner was over, at which time we retired to the motel for round two. And while once the retreat ended, I returned to Portland while Luna headed back to Minnesota, Dwight’s short film offer saw us spend plenty of time together the following month. At the company’s expense.

My deep connection with Luna and Katrina didn’t hurt my work situation either. Our CFO’s girlfriend ran our biggest client, ‘Hair Heaven’. Not a bad lever to get the attention of the Head of Strategy. But more importantly, I got to leverage Katrina’s wide network of leaders across the business to develop new clients at an unprecedented rate. And being on a first-name basis with Dwight didn’t seem to hurt either. Who needs external clients at a company as big as ‘Axis Corporation’?

Katrina and Jake kept the fire stoked as well. And while the six-hour distance between them would have seemed like an impediment to any normal couple, ‘Kake’ took it in their stride. If Katrina wasn’t visiting Portland or Jake wasn’t visiting Minnesota, they met most weekends somewhere in between. Well, until Jake got offered a role at the corporate office. And then, Jake simply moved in with Katrina. And that was all she wrote.

While I’m not sure where Luna and I will end up, I’m enjoying every day on its own merits. And spending as much time as humanly possible with the most incredible girl I’ve ever met. But for the sake of our budding relationship, I insisted we never played ‘Two Truths and a Lie’ ever again.


MY OTHER BOOKS!
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TROPHY WIFE
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What would you do if you fell for your best friend’s wife? Would you act on those feelings or push them deep down inside?

Edward Bronson is a handsome young guy who virtually lives and works with his best friend and mentor, Tim.

And after traveling to New Orleans for a holiday, Tim returns with something a little unexpected. A wife.

But Jenny is not just any wife. It’s almost like Jenny ticks every one of Edward’s boxes. Only Jenny isn’t his.

If you like transgender romances with a plenty of heart and excitement, then you’ll love TROPHY WIFE. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Edward successfully avoid the ultimate temptation or lose his best friend forever?


GAMES NIGHT
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Have you ever been so hurt by a partner that you give up on finding love?

John Gardener is a popular teacher with an unlimited passion for science and technology. But while his career is going great guns, his social life stinks. And fear of betrayal isn’t helping him turn that around.

The only time John leaves home socially is to spend time with his ex-fraternity buddies at Games Night. A place devoid of female presence for the past five years.

Until John’s scheming college roommate, Willy, moves into a house with eight gorgeous girls. And offers to host Games Night. You could almost call it a sorority house where, to quote Willy, “he’s got something for everyone”.

If you like romances full of manipulation and deceit, then you’ll love GAMES NIGHT. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Can John overcome his game-playing best friend and deep-seated fears to find true love?


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?


WOKE UP MARRIED
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Have you heard a rebound is the best way to recover from a broken heart? But what if you rebound a little too far?

Charles Simpson was a shattered man. Having his heart broken by his long-time girlfriend, Charles’ best mates Russell and Garry insist only a change of scenery could mend his broken heart. His workaholic Silicon Valley lifestyle is not conducive to recovery, and he needs to find a rebound to enable him to move on.

So, Russell and Garry devise the perfect remedy for a broken heart. A four-night trip to Las Vegas, where all the ingredients for his recovery exist, and within a walkable distance for an inebriated Charles. And Charles promises his mates to let his hair down and embrace everything Vegas has to offer. He puts his trust in his wingmen as they plan the ultimate trip, one that would make their younger selves proud.

But when Charles gets separated from his wingmen, no-one imagined Charles would take things to the next level. He embraces all that Las Vegas is famous for and wakes up in bed with a drop-dead gorgeous local girl, Victoria Erikson. She is everything Charles could ever imagine in a partner, and then some. And after just one night with Victoria, Charles’ life will never be the same. He just wishes he could remember any of it.

If you like stories full of fun, mystery and intrigue like ‘The Hangover’, then you’ll love ‘WOKE UP MARRIED’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Charles get a little too excited and over-commit to his rebound, or will his wingmen control his drunken urges?


SUMMER LOVERS
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Have you ever been stuck in the friendship zone for just a little too long? How do you move to be more than just friends?

Sam Dean is a gifted musician who has just finished the third year of his engineering degree. Unlike his rich kid friends, Sam works several jobs to afford his college education, let alone save for a holiday. This allows little time for romance, and leaves him lacking confidence, although he has no shortage of suitors.

With his best friends, the recently engaged Carl and Winnie, and trust fund girl Jessica, Sam plans for a Summer in Greece. Trouble is Jessica sees it as a romantic couples’ trip, while Sam has no romantic interest in Jessica, whatsoever. He wants a ‘Summer Lovers’ Fling with a gorgeous European girl.

Landing in Athens, Sam spots Swedish songbird, Hannah, and becomes more than a little smitten. Sam goes out of his way to attend Hannah’s shows almost nightly, impressing Hannah while annoying Jessica no end. He even joins her show, singing love song duets with her. But Sam lacks the confidence to take the big next step and ask Hannah out.

If you like transgender romance stories in the mold of ‘Music and Lyrics’, stories that make your heart go ‘Pop’, then you’ll love ‘Summer Lovers’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Sam be able to deflect Jessica’s advances and work up the courage to ask Hannah out, or will his ‘Summer Lovers’ Fling become yet another unfulfilled dream?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.

Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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

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

OEBPS/image_rsrcZT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZW.jpg
“Wolke Up

“YUMI COX

= Transgender Romance Novelist





OEBPS/image_rsrcZS.jpg
Transgender Romance Novelist





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Copyright

		Part One		Chapter One

		Chapter Two

		Chapter Three

		Chapter Four





		Part Two		Chapter Five

		Chapter Six

		Chapter Seven





		Part Three		Chapter Eight

		Chapter Nine

		Chapter Ten





		Part Four		Chapter Eleven

		Chapter Twelve

		Chapter Thirteen





		My Other Books

		Your Feedback

		_Trophy Wife

		_Games Night

		_Free Dress Friday

		_Woke Up Married

		_Summer Lovers

		_Double Trouble

		About




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82






OEBPS/image_rsrcZX.jpg





