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Read the suspenseful, slow-burn espionage thriller about Simon Monk, a spy living a lie in San Diego, struggling to maintain his cover as he attempts to infiltrate one of the largest companies on the Eastern seaboard: Shane International. Using his tech and his contacts and his cunning, Simon will get closer to some sinister dark secrets than anyone ever has... and possibly lose it all after a careless romantic slip.

How long can a man pretend to be someone else without losing who they are?
"Touch Your Nose is a seductive potboiler that pulls you in and leaves your head spinning. LeDrew's prose elevates this tale of corporate espionage beyond the usual pulp fiction fare, subverting clichés, tropes, and expectations. It's sexy, clever, and fun with a final twist that will hit readers harder than a right hook from Daniel Craig"
- Brad Dunne, author of After Dark Vapors

"Spy Tale meets Corporate Espionage meets Romance meets What-the-Heck-Did-I-Just-Read?"

- Ali House, author of The Six Elemental
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I was eighteen months deep cover when I finally got my first real in. Not deep cover as in fake mustache either, but real deep cover. No–friends–no–family–don’t–forget–to-talk–with–your–American–accent deep cover. Eighteen months.

The first seven months were spent managing a failing restaurant in Virginia, a place so bad they did a two-episode stint of Kitchen Nightmares on it. After that started turning a major profit, there were three months as a management consultant – three months is not a long time to build a reputation though, so it was something of a smash-and-grab, a lot of dollars spent to get my reputation to where it needed to be. By my ninth month of deep cover, I was turning down interviews for Forbes. That got me the attention of head hunters, and then it was just a matter of waiting for the right offer. It took me a month to get a call from Tyler Carter, VP of the San Diego Valley division of Shane Enterprises. I’d been there eight months when I’d gotten my opening.

Eighteen months, and the accent was only just starting to feel natural in my mouth.

My name is Simon Monk, and this is what I do.

It was at an office Christmas party, which was being held in mid-November. December was a busy month for us; everything needed to be filed and catalogued and pressed and stamped and put into boxes, or so I was told – it was my first Christmas on the job. So Christmas got pushed ahead to November. Christmas in San Diego – in any month really – is an oxymoron. I spent any time I wasn’t at the office going commando in shorts and standing in front of my AC for hours on end reading Businessman Weekly. At the party I was wearing a suit and tie – most were here for fun, but I was here to work. It was actually the first time I’d really been working in eighteen months.

Tyler had rented the penthouse suite of the convention center for the night. The room was huge and dark with Maplewood floors, three bars, and a glass ceiling that looked out over the whole city and up to a blanket of deep blue full of stars above. It was enough to make anyone feel romantic. 

There was a patio that stretched all the way around the floor and looked out upon a view that dropped thirty stories to the street below. It was vertigo inducing. The patio was filled with smokers trying to escape the cool air-conditioned and clean-smelling interior of the penthouse for the stale swarmy smoke of their cigarettes. I wanted to be smoking. I’d quit eighteen months ago. Smokers are off-putting to non-smokers, but non-smokers appeal to everyone. This wasn’t Mad Men and I wasn’t Jon Hamm. Smoking and riffling through people’s food doesn’t mix well either, so Simon Monk had never been a smoker.

I was the only one not smoking on the patio, a bit of a slip. We all slip though; slipping isn’t the problem. Trying too hard to correct the slip, that’s where you’re made.

I was drinking my third Scotch and Soda. Three was a good place to be at, enough that I could seem relaxed but not enough that I start pronouncing aluminum aluminium or anything else. The trick now would be to hold myself at this level of buzz for the rest of the night. Two virgin colas in the next forty-five minutes, one trip to the bathroom, then another Scotch. Rinse and repeat.

There was a large man named Craig Pollard on the other side of the patio auditioning for the role of the party drunk, uncontested, though still fighting the race with all his might. He was tall and heavy and battled to keep himself clean-shaven from the neck up to look as professional as possible throughout the day, but had an inordinate amount of multicolored body hair, with patches of fiery red and deep brown with a streak of white down his back. I knew this from my second night in San Diego, when he’d insisted on showing me the town and we’d ended up at three different full-nude bars. Each of these bars he’d snuck vodka into and insisted that I joined him in his libations. At the third one he’d insisted on buying me a lap dance, wherein a young girl with a badly concealed caesarean scar stared at me with dull uninterested eyes while trying (and failing) to make me erect. It was my first hint that life in San Diego was going to be frustrating, a portent proven true many times since.

Not long after that Craig had attempted to bring me to ComiCon, but that was where I had drawn the line. I give up a lot for this job, but I have not and will not go that deep into cover. If you stare into the abyss, and all that jive.

At the moment, Craig was surrounded by four interns who were marvelling both at his ability to hold his liquor and the fact that his beard seemed to have started to grow in in the brief time since the party had started. He had half a four-ounce steak in his left hand and would take a large bite absently when he felt like it, eating it as though it were a party favor. 

One of the interns was a young woman named Cecilia, whom Craig had been covertly trying to get into bed for some time. Covertly for Craig, I mean, by which I mean that he hadn’t openly approached her and asked her for intercourse.

I found myself staring at him. He was crass, and spoke using long words that he used properly but pronounced poorly. The three young men that looked at him did so with awe and respect as they asked him about his department’s quarterly income figures. Cecilia was staring at him with doe eyes that seemed to take up her entire face. She was wearing a purple dress that sparkled and a perfume that danced on the night air. Craig turned and smiled at me and raised his glass; I smiled and nodded curtly back at him.

“I bet you could steal her away, if you went over,” a woman said, siding up alongside me. There was a menthol cigarette clasped between her lips like a leg in a bear trap, the filter nearly crushed between those pursed red lines. Her hair was up and held together with pins and a net. She wore a blazer with the collar undone, and a skirt, and looked smart. She wore a broach the same color as her lips. Crimson.

I turned my head to face her. It was Lydia Carter, Tyler’s wife. She was in the prime age to be a successful woman: too old to be a trophy wife, but not so old that she’d lose her husband to one. Not that Tyler has struck me as that sort anyway. They’d married at nineteen, when he was just an investment banker, or so he was fond of telling you when the subject of relationships came up. 

She had been watching me for the better part of an hour. I caught her eye when I went back for my second Scotch and Soda, as I’d walked right past the group she was huddled into. A pack of lions, protecting their lionesses. As I said, everyone at the party had been dressed casually: pascal blues and pinks for the men, evening social wear for the women. In my black-and-whites I must have stood out like a sore thumb, or more appropriately, like a zebra. She’d pointed to me and asked Tyler who I was; he’d answered something I couldn’t hear. I couldn’t hear any of it actually, but body language is quite telegraphic at times.

She’d tried to approach me to say hello while I was on my way back from getting my third (and current) drink, but I’d managed to avoid her by placing a server between us. She’d stood there with her hand outstretched and light dancing in her eyes for a moment, like something motion-captured, and I’d known it was time to make my way out to the balcony and get some fresh, nicotine-saturated air.

Hence the slip, but not a slip.

And now here we were, the wind from the updraft catching a few stray wisps of her hair, and my tie. I turned away from Craig and looked at her, my drink caught halfway between my belly and my mouth. My mouth gaped a little at her beauty, quite deliberately. I turned from her to Craig and Cecilia the Intern again for a moment, as if not completely sure what she was talking about. 

“Oh,” I chuckled, taking another sip of my drink. “No, I wasn’t looking at her.”

Her eyes darted across me, up and down, finding their way to the empty ring finger that helped hold my glass. There were no tan lines from where one had been edged off, no green marks from cheap gold. Her eyes wandered a little beyond that, but not much, and even now I don’t know if it had been an act to hide that she was looking for a wedding band or not. “She seems like a perfectly nice young woman,” she said finally, turning away from me and sharing in my gaze across at them.

I paused. I’d known the words I’d use before she’d even walked over, before the party had even begun. Now all there was was the timing of them. “Young is the operative word.”

She raised an eyebrow at me. I pretended not to notice.

“I’m not looking to get that kind of reputation around the office anyway,” I continued with feigned levity, chuckling. “And I’m certainly not ready to settle down.”

Her eyes locked onto mine and waited for me to turn. I took another swallow of my drink, counted to ten, and then did. All perfectly planned and rehearsed. Like a scene from a play.

All the best disasters start out that way.

“My name is Lydia Tyler,” she said, extending a hand to me the way women in movies about the forties did. I took it and shook it once, firmly, the way I would have shaken a man’s hand. I respected her, I respected what she did and how she did it – not that she knew that yet. Her hand was like spun silk or velvet, smooth with flighty fingers that even then tickled the inside of my wrist. 

“Simon Monk,” I said, smiling at her graciously. I took another sip from my drink and then placed it precariously on the banister of the balcony, so that there was nothing between us but the night. “Pleasure.”

She beamed honestly, her cheeks red and healthy. She still kept eye contact with me, as though I were the only thing in the room. Not a lioness, it seemed, but a cougar. “The pleasure is all mine,” she said, folding her hands before her.

I was eighteen months deep cover at Shane Industries when I finally got my first real in. Eighteen months.
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There was a thick glass wall close to the main floor bar that was covered in evenly spaced rectangular notches. Each notch held a spoon with a taste of a different dessert on it, the epitaph of the trend towards smaller portions in fine dining. At least it was free. Behind it was a ledge that ran all the way along the windowed wall and was cool and refreshing and looked out onto the sparkling city below.

It was possibly the most romantic spot on the west coast.

My shirt had become undone at some point, the knot of my tie loose and clinging to life near my nipple. My sixth Scotch and Soda was in my hand, and I was using it to mark time.  

Lydia was still poised and perfect. She had champagne in her hand that the waiter refilled whenever it was low, moving in and out like a shadow. Even I wouldn’t have been able to tell you what he looked like.

We’d been laughing for what seemed like forever and an instant at the same time. Lydia laughed truly and honestly, her chest heaving and her mouth taking up most of her face. She laughed the way children laugh, teenagers caught up in a whirlwind of flirtation they don’t yet know is flirtation, playing games without subtext and without manipulation. Patty-Cake behind the pitcher’s mound.

One story had parlayed seamlessly into the next so that there was no chance to catch our breath or realize how much time was passing.

Her champagne glass dangled precariously near her lips as her laughter faded again, and she looked at me side-on with those soulful eyes from beneath those perfectly preened lashes. “You must have been such a cad,” she said slyly before taking another sip. “I’ll bet the waitresses were all over you.”

I laughed and tweaked my nose with my thumb and tuned away. It was a practised move, one of thirty fake-tells that had been repeated and endorsed until they became second nature. Nothing is as it seems, nothing fits where it’s supposed to go. I stared out the window at the blinking red light of a control tower off in the distance and counted to ten. She must have thought I was looking at the stars and didn’t move to follow my gaze. Her eyes have been locked intently – hungrily – on mine every since she approached me on the balcony.

I smirked. She leaned her head in every so slightly, tilting it to one side. I turned, made eye contact, and let the smirk grow into a smile. “Okay, there was one.”

“Ha ha, I knew it!” she bellowed, uncaring of anyone who might hear. She slapped my knee playfully – an electric feeling that shattered the touch barrier. Outside the moon was big and full and bright orange, a hunter’s moon. Focus. “Cad.”

“Now,” I objected, holding up one finger of the hand that was cradling the scotch by the brim. “It wasn’t like that.”

“Sure it wasn’t.”

I snorted. It’s a hard thing to fake and takes a lot of practice. The act is like self-inflicted water boarding. “It wasn’t. Honestly. And it wasn’t a waitress, it was a hostess.”

“What’s a hostess?”

“The girl that greets you at the door and take you to your table.”

“That’s not a waitress?”

“Not if she doesn’t take orders,” I mumbled and finished my drink. A waiter eyed me and I waved him off with two fingers, quickly and discreetly.

She hummed. She was getting buzzed. She was also getting brave, leaning against the ledge now and casting her eye out over the crowd. She was looking for someone, but didn’t find whoever it was. Her husband more than likely. Was she looking to make sure he wasn’t watching, or was she looking hoping that he was watching? I did not know. All people, and all women especially, desire attention. The only mitigating factor was the type of attention they enjoyed most, consciously or unconsciously. Was Lydia Carter seeking the attention of a new lover or the attention of a jealous husband? In any event, the result is the same and the answer requires a deeper knowledge of psychology and sexual dynamics than I wish to have or employ.

“So this... Hostess,” she said the word begrudgingly, as though it were distasteful to her. “Let me guess: tall, blonde, legs that go all the way up to Canada?”

“Now...”

“Sordid affairs in back rooms and dark freezers with strawberries and cream and cheesecake?”

I laughed, this time for real. I clipped it off though; real laughter can be a problem. Real laughter, once heard enough times, can make it far, far too obvious when fake laughter is being employed. 

“Her name was Chanelle,” I began, swallowing.

“Chanelle? Oh, I like her already. I see a good home-spun girl whose Daddy warned her about men like you.”

A controlled laugh. “She was blonde, she wasn’t tall though. That was actually how we met.”

“You met because she was short?” Lydia finished her champagne and immediately motioned for another. The waiter produced it immediately, as if from air, and provided me with another Scotch and Soda as well, although one had not been requested. I’d have to nurse it now, but try not to make it obvious that I was nursing it. 

“There was a jug on a high shelf she was trying to reach. She was jumping for it and trying to knock it down.” I paused, taking a moment to try and be as delicate as possible. “She had... copious secondary sexual characteristics,” I said, cupping my hands before me to mime what I meant.

Lydia laughed.

“So the kitchen staff wasn’t helping her, they were just watching her jump for this jug. When I saw this, I, being a gentleman, retrieved the jug
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