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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“HELL YEAH,” I screamed. “That’s me.”

I opened the email and read the contents out loud.

“Are you a skilled financial modeller with experience in end to end pharmaceutical logistics?” I said. “We have the opportunity of a lifetime for you. Our London Office is working with a leading-edge client who is changing the pharmaceutical logistics model forever. If you think you have the skills and experience to be part of this ground-breaking work, then apply below.”

“Wow, that’s the break you’ve been looking for,” my colleague Samantha said. “What are you waiting for? Send in an application, now.”

“I’ll need to chat to Brian first,” I said. “To make sure he’s happy to let me go for six months. But yes, this is the mother lode.”

After two years with my Big Five accounting firm, I wanted to move up the ladder. For a young accountant, plying his trade in Australia, a secondment to the London office to work on breakthrough consulting projects was a dream career opportunity.

“Perhaps, they’ll see you in action and offer you a full-time gig?” Samantha said. “I haven’t seen too many seconded-folks come back.”

I caught up with my boss, Brian Brown, later in the day at our one-on-one.

“It looks like everything is on track with current projects,” Brian said. “Brilliant work you’ve done. Is there anything else you want to discuss today?”

“Well, I hoped to chat to you about this opportunity,” I said handing over a copy of the email. “I think I may be able to apply my knowledge to help the consulting business.”

Brian read the email and tapped his pencil on the desk.

“As much as I’d hate to lose you from the team,” Brian said. “I have to agree this would be an awesome opportunity for you. And it would reflect well on the work the whole team has been doing here.”

“Are you happy for me to apply?” I asked.

“More than happy,” Brian said. “Copy me in and I’ll send an endorsement along to this Dawson Jones guy.”

This was huge. With Brian’s endorsement, I was odds-on to get face time with Dawson Jones.

“Thanks for the support Brian,” I said. “I’ll send it off by close of play tonight.”

I’d kept my desire to move into consulting private until now. But I joined King & Brown because of the two sides of the business. Having missed out on entry into the consulting graduate program, I accepted the accountancy role with the hope of moving across. And during my two years, I’d targeted projects that made me more attractive a candidate for consulting.

While I did well at school and university, I didn’t come from a wealthy home. As a result, I lacked the old school tie necessary to get a start in management consulting in Sydney. But I knew through hard work and skilful positioning, I’d eventually get there.

“Brian is happy for me to apply for the London role,” I said to Sarah over coffee. “He’s even going to send an endorsement directly to the principal of the London office.”

“You’ll be a shoo-in for the role,” Samantha said. “We’ll be sorry to see you go.”

Brian copied me in on his glowing endorsement to Dawson Jones. He spoke of the cutting-edge modelling work we had done and how I led the development here in Australia. Dawson sent back a copy of the project brief and scheduled a time for the three of us to catch up the following week. He only visited Sydney for a day but wanted to run through my ideas for the project.

Secondments were common at King & Brown. Especially from the countries with cheaper labour like Australia. Over the past two years I’d seen several bright young people head overseas, never to be seen again. But when it happened, it happened fast. I knew I needed to be ready to drop everything and report for duty within a few days. So, I spent the rest of the week preparing my life for departure.

“How will Abi react to your move to London?” Samantha asked over coffee the next morning. “Will she join you?”

“We broke up last week,” I said. “The time had come to ‘piss or get off the pot’. I chose ‘get off the pot’.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Samantha said. “I thought you guys would be getting married soon.”

Abi and I had been dating for five years. We met in university and started dating shortly after becoming classmates. She was a lovely girl, but I never pictured myself married to her. The relationship went on longer than it should because it was comfortable.

Nothing in particular caused us to split. But Abi wanted the brass ring and I wouldn’t commit. Perhaps we were too young. Perhaps it was something else. But this was my first real relationship and I had high expectations.

“When are you meeting with Dawson and Brian?” Samantha asked. “Is Dawson here for long?”

“Just the one day,” I said. “Next Tuesday morning, first up. So, I gotta wrap my head around what he’s trying to do quickly.”

“Well, let me know if you need someone to bounce anything off,” Samantha said. “I don’t have your experience, but I am an awesome listener.”

“Thanks for the offer,” I replied. “I will definitely take you up on that.”

Samantha was a wonderful foil for me. Smart as a whip and completely technology savvy.

“You wouldn’t happen to be able to see who else Dawson is visiting would you?” I asked. “You’ve still got access to the Flight Booking engine, right?”

The beauty of working on projects with IT folk was their unfettered access.

“I’ll have a quick look for you,” Samantha said. “But if anybody asks, you know nothing, right.”

Later that afternoon Samantha contacted me via Facebook.

“Looks like you’re the only one Dawson’s visiting outside London,” Samantha messaged.


CHAPTER TWO


BY THE MORNING of the Dawson Jones meeting, I’d spent the best part of a week getting ready to impress. I’d researched the client, updated myself on industry trends, developed a modelling approach, and checked out Dawson Jones personally. I was as ready as I’d ever be.

“Dawson will be here soon,” Brian said to me as I arrived Tuesday morning. “I’ll call you as soon as he’s ready to go.”

I felt comfortable with Brian attending the meeting. Even though it was my time to shine, Brian was a massive fan and well regarded as a manager, and technical expert, within the business. Under his guidance my skills had rapidly developed.

After getting the call from Brian I headed to the boardroom. Walking in I was happy to have my nerves under control.

“Hi Stuart, nice to meet you,” Dawson said. “I’ve come a long way to hear what you have to say.”

Dawson stood about 5ft 10in, but his presence made him appear taller. Though he’d stepped off the plane, he wore a perfectly pressed Italian designer suit that appeared to be custom-made. His white fine cotton shirt was perfectly ironed. A bright red tie and perfectly shiny black leather shoes completed the ensemble. He looked like a leader of industry.

“Hi Dawson, lovely to meet you,” I said.

“I’m keen to hear more about your exciting new project,” Brian said. “I hope we can be of assistance.”

“Not as much as I do,” Dawson said.

“As you know we’ve been through a period of rebuilding the London office,” Dawson said. “And it’s taken us a few years to get back on top and be ‘partner of choice’ for innovative projects like this.”

A few years back the entire management team had defected to start up in opposition. Dawson had saved the business from almost certain closure. His passion for the business shone through.

“Now, we have the opportunity to work with market leading clients looking to position themselves for the next ten years,” Dawson said. “And pharmaceutical logistics has hit a tipping point.”

Dawson’s intelligence and desire were clear to anyone listening. He knew his business and what needed to be done. But he needed the people to make it happen.

I ran Dawson through a model I’d built for the power industry across Australia. A move to renewables had set up a need to find more effective and efficient ways of transporting and storing energy. The economic modelling was cutting edge and had been lauded across the globe.

“Impressive work,“ Dawson said. “But how does it apply to the needs of my pharmaceutical client?”

Brian left me do the talking for the most part. He was a wonderful boss in that regard. There to support you, if needed. But happy for you to be in the spotlight when the moment arrived.

“The modelling we did for renewables includes the same fundamental factors that pharmaceuticals require across Europe,” I said. “I’m happy to run you through a strawman approach I’ve put together.”

“No need,” Dawson replied. “I can see you have a vision and approach that aligns to our initial position. When can you start?”

“I’m ready to go at twenty-four hours’ notice,” I said.

“I’ll meet you at the Business Class Lounge tomorrow at 9:30 am,” Dawson said. “It’ll be a six-month project. You’ll need to pack your winter clothes.”

After a hearty handshake, I left the boardroom and packed up my gear. While I said I needed twenty-four hours to get ready, a few days would have been appreciated. Still, this was the opportunity of a lifetime, and I was keen to get stuck in.

I dropped past Samantha’s desk on the way back.

“Guess who’s on a plane to London tomorrow morning?” I said.

“You are,” Samantha said. “I could have told you that yesterday.”

I spent the next hour packing up my desk and submitting forms for the secondment. This would be my first overseas trip, unless you count New Zealand. My parents hadn’t been wealthy enough to show me the world, and I’d struggled to pay down my university debt and save a deposit for my apartment. At least I didn’t have a lease to break.

Brian’s office was my last stop on my way out the door.

“The meeting went well,” Brian said. “He was impressed with the model and your presentation.”

“Thanks Brian,” I replied. “I’ve learned a lot from you and the rest of the team.”

“No, credit where credit’s due,” Brian said. “Your work has moved our capability along tremendously. You should be proud.”

“So, I gather I’m travelling to London with Dawson,” I said. “But what happens when I arrive?”

“I wouldn’t assume you are staying with Dawson,” Brian said chuckling. “The company has a per-diem allowance for accommodation. Once you arrive, the London office team will find you somewhere to stay near the client.”

Brian handed me a letter outlining the conditions of the secondment.

“So, I book somewhere in central London for the first three nights?” I said. “And the company will arrange the rest?”

“That’s right,” Brian said. “It’s easier if you do it yourself. But be aware anything over $350 per night is out of your pocket.”

There was still a bit to do. I loaned my car to my sister, and my apartment to my younger brother. He was glad to be moving out of our parent’s home. And they were too. It all fell into place reasonably quickly. I picked up a few more winter items on the way home. It was sale time, so I took the opportunity of massive discounts.

By 10:00 pm I was ready for my next exciting adventure. Bags were packed, Uber was booked, and all logistics had been taken care of. My brother would send bills through in a weekly email and I would pay them online. It was time for the adventure of a lifetime.


CHAPTER THREE


ARRIVING AT THE airport with an hour to spare, my intention was to get full value from the Business Class Lounge. On my first visit the rarefied air of business class travel, I was like a kid in a candy shop.

“You must be Stuart?” said a lovely lady at the Business Lounge desk. “Mr Jones is expecting you. Please follow me.”

I was quickly escorted out of the Business Lounge and through a secret door in the wall panelling. After signing me off at another desk, I was escorted to a table where Dawson was already sitting.

Dawson Jones’ presence was almost intimidating. Perfectly presented in a dark blue suit, ample product held his perfectly wavy brown hair in place. Another white fitted fine cotton shirt and a bright blue tie. Even when travelling halfway across the globe, Dawson was always ready for business.

“Hey Dawson,” I said. “I hope you slept well?”

“Yes, thanks,” he said. “When you travel as much as I do, you learn to sleep anywhere.”

“What is this place?” I asked. “I was expecting the Business Class Lounge.”

“This is the Executive Club,” Dawson replied. “When you travel as often as I do, you get to experience the finer things.”

“I’m going to grab a drink,” I said. “Can I get you something?”

“A coffee, white with no sugar, would be wonderful,” he said.

I was happy to grab the drinks as it gave me an opportunity to explore this amazing place. It was larger than I imagined, with a generous distance between the plush red chairs and glass topped coffee tables. I followed my nose to find the coffee. The perfectly roasted Arabica beans let off a gorgeous aroma.

“Two lattes with no sugar thanks,” I said.

As I looked across the servers, I smelt bacon and eggs, hash cakes, and almost every breakfast food available.

“Scrambled Eggs on Toast,” I ordered before walking the coffees back to the table.

By this time Dawson was on the phone and deep in business discussion.

“Sorry, it’s late night in London,” Dawson said. “I’m organising our kick-off meeting with the client for Monday.”

There was no stopping Dawson. He was an absolute machine. Grabbing his coffee, he headed for the Business Centre, to avoid disturbing too many of our neighbours.

Within five minutes my breakfast was served by a tall man dressed head to toe in white. He pushed a room service trolley and even wore white gloves.

“Is there anything else I can get you sir?” he said. “Another coffee perhaps?”

“No thank you,” I said. “I’m all good for now.”

I felt like giving him a tip but decided it might embarrass both of us.

Dawson buzzed back in as I was finishing my breakfast.

“What are your long-term plans, Stuart?” he asked. “Where do you see yourself in two, five and ten years?”

“My ambition is to move across into the management consulting side of the business,” I said. “I like numbers, but I prefer complex problems, more so.”

“And how soon do you see this move?” Dawson asked.

“I’d like to think I impressed you enough to make this move permanent,” I said. “I’m willing to do whatever it takes.”

“Quite ambitious of you,” Dawson said. “Do you think you have what it takes?”

Dawson’s phone rang again.

“Barney, thanks for the call back,” Dawson said as he departed for the Business Centre again.

Well at least I’d put my claim forward. No point hiding your light under a bushel.

Looking at my watch, I saw the flight wasn’t boarding for another forty-five minutes. I wandered back over to the service area to grab another coffee and some more eggs. With a reputation for less than exciting food on the plane, I wanted to pre-load a little while the opportunity presented.

As I headed back to my chair, I noticed someone new sitting there. And it sure didn’t resemble Dawson.

“Hello,” I said. ”I was sitting here and went to grab some breakfast.”

The young lady looked up at me and smiled.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said. “The lady told me you had gone to the Business Centre.”

As I sat down, I couldn’t help but notice how attractive this young lady was.

“That’s fine,” I said. “We’re happy to share. I’m Stuart.”

“I’m Anna,” she said with a stunning smile. “Thanks for sharing.”

“And where are you off too?” I asked.

“London,” Anna said. “I start a new job in Paris at the end of the week.”

Anna was around 5ft 10in with long blonde hair and piercing blue eyes. She wore a simple white cotton t-shirt with a bright red leather jacket and blue jeans. Her red four-inch stiletto leather ankle boots took her to almost my height of 6ft 2in. Anna’s porcelain skin shone in the morning sunlight. And her smile lit up the room.

“What sort of work do you do?” I asked trying to engage without appearing like a fanboy.

“I’m a dancer,” Anna replied. “I’m off to work in a Burlesque theatre.”

“Why are you travelling to London?” I asked. “Rather than Paris direct?”

“It’s my first time overseas,” Anna said. “And I wanted to take in London on the way. Plus, I wanted to stay somewhere English speaking to start with.”

“How about you, Stuart?” Anna said. “Where are you off too?”

“London as well,” I replied. “Same reason too.”

“You don’t look like a dancer,” Anna said with a cheeky grin. “What do you do?”

“I’m moving to London to work for a management consulting firm,” I said. “Well at least that’s what I’m hoping for.”

“What sort of dancing gets you into Burlesque?” I asked. “Ballet?”

“I’ve studied ballet since four,” Anna replied. “But have danced almost every style.”

“My sister did ballet for a few years,” I said. “It’s way harder than it looks.”

“Yes, it’s very physical,” Anna said. “I’ll always love ballet, but I’m too tall to dance it professionally.”

Anna was so easy to chat to. And I got lost in her gorgeous eyes and stunning smile.

“Flight TA567 to Singapore now boarding,” said the announcer.

“Looks like it’s game time,” I said. “I’ll walk with you.”


CHAPTER FOUR


WALKING TO THE gate, I noticed how tall Anna actually was. With her 4-inch heels, we were virtually eye to eye. And what amazing blue eyes they were. A couple of times I completely forgot what I was saying when I looked deep into them.

Along the way to the gate we passed through the passenger screening checks. With a choice of two queues, we chose the left one. We were making excellent time until a man three or four spots ahead triggered the lights and things ground to a halt. Dawson, who started for the gates around five minutes after us, was suddenly ahead of us.

“That guy looks like he’s trying to take a full bottle shop with him,” I said. “You’d hate to be sitting next to him.”

He was a large guy. Not overly tall, but stocky.

“It’ll be just my luck if he’s next to me,” Anna said. “I usually attract the weird ones.”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “If he sits next to you, I’ll swap.”

The security guards finally decided to take the guy somewhere more private to interview him. The queue started moving forward again.

“I hope you’re not trying to smuggle a bottle shop outside the country too?” I said.

“No, I finished it off in the lounge,” Anna said.

Given the delays, we didn’t have to wait for the flight to board. In fact, it was on final call by the time we arrived.

“Where are you seated?” I asked. “I’m 3A.”

“I’m in 2F,” Anna replied. “Next row and other side.”

Well that’s a bummer. How am I going to continue to chat to her from there?

Once on board, I helped Anna with her overhead luggage before taking my seat next to Dawson.

“Thanks for the help, Stuart,” Anna said. “Have a nice flight.”

“See you in Singapore,” I said. “Perhaps we can get a drink together?”

“I’d like that.” Anna replied.

I kept an eye on seat 2D. It was currently empty, but if it stayed that way, I would subtly change seats. I’d still be close to Dawson, but next to Anna as well.

“You two appear to be getting on well,” Dawson said. “Perhaps you may have what it takes to work in consulting yet?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, consulting is not only about being the smartest person in the room,” Dawson said. “You need to connect with people. You have to be able to sell.”

“I’ve never worked in sales,” I said. “But I’ll give anything a go to get into consulting.”

“Well if you can convince a girl like her to chat to you,” Dawson said. “There might be hope for you yet.”

I looked across and noticed the stewardess was closing the door. A quick check showed seat 2D was still vacant. Happy days. I’ll get that vacant seat as soon as we are in the air.

Suddenly, the door re-opened. And in walked the stocky guy. He was all red-faced and panting. He placed his bag in the overhead locker before taking his seat. Seat 2D.

Catching Anna’s eye, I saw she was disappointed too. But the stocky guy started chatting to her, and she seemed to forget about me.

“You didn’t actually think you stood a chance with her, did you?” Dawson said.

“I’d put in the hard yards up front,” I said. “Still, I’ll catch her again in Singapore.”

The business class stewardess stopped at our row and offered us drinks.

“Hi Dawson,“ she said. “Returning so soon?”

She was an attractive woman in her thirties. And this obviously wasn’t the first time she’d met Dawson.

“Only the one night this time, Carol,” he said. “I didn’t want to miss your service.”

“Watch this one,” Carol said to me with a cheeky grin. “He’ll get you into plenty of trouble.”

“Don’t spoil the fun for me, Carol,” Dawson said. “I was going to drip feed Stuart the action.”

“Since when have you ever held back on anything?” Carol replied.

“Carol and I are old friends,” Dawson said when she left. “We’ve bumped into each other many times. Even been stranded in a snowstorm in Oslo together.”

“I gather you travel a fair bit for work?” I said. “You must have a few frequent flyer miles?”

“You’ve probably heard of Platinum Frequent Flyer?” Dawson asked. “Well I’m three levels above that.”

“Now, where was I?” Dawson said. “Are you interested in a job with the consultancy?”

“Sure am,” I said. “Whatever it takes.”

“Well, I’m going to set you a series of challenges to complete, before we hit London,” Dawson said. “If you complete them all, you’re in.”

I couldn’t tell if he was joking or not. But I wanted the job and if this would help, I was in.

“Whatever it takes,” I reiterated.

“That’s what I want to hear,” Dawson said. “I’ll have a think about it and let you know the first challenge once we are in the air.”

“How many challenges will there be?” I asked. “If you don’t mind me asking?”

“Don’t worry,” Dawson said. “I’ll make sure they can be done in the time available. It’ll be fair, and if you pass all tests.”

“I’m in,” I interjected.

“Correct,” Dawson said. “That is if you pass all of them in the time allocated.”

Carol took our glasses as she walked back to the galley.

“Don’t you do refills?” Dawson asked.

“Once we are in the air,” Carol said. “But I can’t serve anyone who’s over the limit.”

Dawson smiled and poked his tongue out at Carol.

As we took off, I looked across towards Anna. The stocky guy appeared to be quite the talker. I wondered whether she was simply easy to talk to or whether this guy was somewhat interesting. I sat there thinking about taking Anna to the West End to see a show. My mind drifted to what she wore while dancing Burlesque. And how flexible she must be to dance ballet.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


“ARE YOU READY for your first challenge?” Dawson said with a glint in his eyes. “It’s not too late to back out.”

“Whatever it takes,” I said. “So, what is the first challenge?”

“I’m feeling a little thirsty,” Dawson said. “An endless bottle of Chivas Regal would go down well about now.”

“Consider it done,” I said as I got up from my seat.

I wandered to the galley to ask Carol for the drink.

“Yes Stuart, what can I do for you?” Carol said. “You will need to go back to your seat straight away, as we’re about to take off.”

“Dawson is after an endless bottle of Chivas Regal,” I said. “Would that be possible?”

“He’s already got you running after him,” Carol said. “Yes darling, I’ll bring two bottles to him once we are at cruising altitude, then keep bringing them until we hit Singapore.”

“Thanks Carol,” I said. “I get the feeling this won’t be the last time Dawson has you chasing things for him.”

“Your first Chivas Regal will be here once we hit cruising altitude,” I said. “I hope that’s okay?”

“That’s fine,” Dawson replied. “Carol knows how I like it. We’ve shared more than the odd glass together.”

Challenge one well under way.

The time had come. I looked out the window as the plane came to a halt on the runway apron. The noise of the engines kicked in as I was pushed back into my seat. Goodbye, Sydney. I’m on my way, London.

The take-off was smooth and in no time the pilot had switched off the seat belt lights. I noticed Anna excuse herself as she climbed past the stocky guy and headed for the toilets. I decided to chat to Carol as a way of bumping into Anna.

“Hi Carol,” I said. “I’m sorry about the rushed request.”

“You like her, do you?” Carol replied. “The tall blonde with the legs that go for days.”

She had seen straight through me.

“I hope she’s not your next assignment?” Carol said. “Although I wouldn’t put anything past Dawson.”

“No,” I said not knowing where to start. ”I mean yes, I like her. And no Dawson’s not involved.”

“That’s all I need to know,” she said chatting while getting the drinks ready. “I’m more than happy to help you then.”

“I can’t move Murray for you,” she said. “Unfortunately, he’s been strip-searched, so is a little fragile. Perhaps I can do something when we get to Singapore.”

“Would I be able to get a glass of water?” Anna asked from directly behind me. “Oh, hi Stuart.”

Carol looked at me with a wicked smirk.

“No problems Anna,” Carol said. “I’ll get it for you now.”

I took the small window Carol created and went for it.

“Hey Anna,” I said turning towards her. “I hope I didn’t jinx you at the security gate?”

“I told you it would be just my luck,” Anna replied. “But it’s okay. Murray is a nice man. He’s returning home to Scotland after visiting family. He wasn’t clear on alcohol limits.”

“So, the Scot fell-foul of the Scotch,” I said laughing to myself. “Sorry, that’s probably not as funny outside my head.”

“Here’s your water, Anna,” Carol said handing over the glass. “Do you need anything else?”

“You don’t sell legroom, do you?” Anna replied. “I could use another few inches.”

“Can’t help you there, doll,” Carol said with a smile. “But I’m sure the benefits of having a body like yours outweigh the drawbacks. Don’t you think Stuart?”

Wow, Carol was onside as a wingman. Perhaps I could wear Anna down after all.

“Yes, I doubt you’d be heading off to Paris if you weren’t gorgeous,” I said with a smile. “And had those lovely long dancer’s legs.”

“Thanks for noticing,” Anna said. “I shouldn’t complain, you’ve got longer legs.”

“But he’s not wearing 4-inch stilettos,” Carol added.

“Catch you later,” Anna said with the cutest smile. “And thanks for the water, Carol.”

I watched Anna get back into her seat. Her arse was incredible. And her long legs easily straddled Murray to get into her seat.

“She’s a keeper,” Carol said. “You could do much worse.”

After returning to my seat I put on some music and relaxed.

“How’s that Chivas Regal coming along?” Dawson asked. “It’s as dry as the Sahara in here.”

“I checked on it for you,” I said. “It’s coming soon.”

“Looks more like you were checking on BoB’s arse,” Dawson said. “Perhaps I’ll work her into my next challenge.”

“Who is BoB?” I asked.

“The blonde in 2F,” Dawson replied. “Surely, you’ve got to admit she’s ‘Best on Board’?“

“We caught up in the Executive Club before the flight,” I said. “She remembered me said hello.”

“Well, you wouldn’t be able to forget that arse if you tried,” Dawson said. “She’s been well and truly blessed by genetics.”

I settled back in and Carol delivered the drinks.

“Two Chivas Regal with ice,” Carol said. “Do you want anything Stuart?”

“I wouldn’t mind a water,” I said. “If that’s possible?”

“The two drinks are for Dawson,” Carol said. “Anything else, or just the water?”

“I’m surprised you’re not sitting next to BoB, if you know her,” Dawson said. “I can have a chat to Carol if you like?”

“No, that’s fine,” I replied. “I don’t want to appear like a stalker.”

“Well the offer’s there,” Dawson said. “Whatever it takes.”

I had a feeling the second challenge was about to be thrust upon me. And it would include Anna in some way. Securing the job was my top priority. I fear nothing. Bring it on Dawson.


CHAPTER SIX


MY FIRST-TIME flying Business Class was quite the experience. Carol’s service was impeccable, the entertainment on pointe and the food was remarkably tasty. I could get used consulting if it meant business class travel.

While I chatted to Dawson, my eye was always on Anna across the plane.

“Sometimes I think you’re talking to me as an excuse to stalk BoB,” Dawson said. “You’re not going to get anywhere looking at the back of her head.”

“I’m trying to deal with my nerves,” I said. “I’m keen to find out more about the business we’ll be working for.”

Dawson ran through work the office had completed. The intellectual rigour fascinated me. To walk into a business with nothing but a few brilliant minds, and to walk out having made a difference excited me. Consulting was the career I craved.

“What do you know about Pharma-lot?” Dawson asked. “What has your research taught you?”

“Well, I know about the product range, manufacturing facilities, research and development approach and channels to market,” I said. “But a true activity-based cost analysis would be useful.”

“We have one of those on the project site,” Dawson said. “You’ll be able to review it when you hit the office on Monday.”

Dawson continued to run through preparations for the kick-off meeting for another two hours before we took a break.

“I’m going to watch a movie,” I said. “Any suggestions?”

“I don’t get time to watch movies,” Dawson replied. “But there’s wi-fi if you need it.”

Between jobs, there was only so much preparation I could do. So, I stuck to my plan and watched a zombie movie set in London. As I watched the movie, I kept an eye on Anna. About halfway through the movie, I noticed her get up out of her seat and head to the galley again. Not wanting to appear like a stalker, and aware of the difficulty of getting up with drinks on the tray tables, I held firm in my seat. But I looked up from time to time in case I could catch her eye.

While Anna was talking to Carol, she started to stretch. At first, it was simple neck turns, then twists. Then came the jaw opens, and hair flips. Next came the hand bends, and fist clenches. I was enjoying the show and saw several other passengers were too.

Anna moved down the body. First came the head drops leading into the back stretches. Her flexibility was quite evident. She moved onto waist rotations and side stretches, before starting to work her ankles. She must have taken her boots off as she started bobbing up and down a few inches while stretching her ankles.

“Stunning show she’s putting on,” Dawson said. “Did you say she dances Burlesque?”

Finally, Anna had moved onto the grand finale. It started with the arm lifts, and rotations. Then came the knee lifts, and knee bends. The pièce de résistance was her leg lifts. She lifted her leg up towards her head. Anna grabbed her foot and it kept lifting until it was six inches above her head. First one foot, next the other.

The passengers were captivated by her flexibility. It was awe-inspiring.

As Anna held her second ankle above her head, I reached for my glass. I’m sure it was turbulence, but Dawson wouldn’t agree. As I grabbed the drink, I knocked it over and the Soda Water ran off the table and into my lap.

Dawson pushed the service button as quick as a flash.

“Can we get a clean-up in aisle three?” Dawson called out to Carol. “Stuart’s got some dangerous spillage.”

Carol came quickly to the rescue. She brought tea towels and serviettes.

“I think you need to come with me,” she said motioning me towards the toilet. “Luckily it’s only Soda Water.”

Anna had to stop her stretching routine to let me get cleaned up. As I looked back down the plane, I saw looks ranging from annoyance, to downright hatred, in the eyes of the passengers.

When I finally got cleaned up, I returned to my seat. The show was now well and truly over.

“Why aren’t you sitting next to BoB?” Dawson asked. “Do you mind if I sit there?”

I looked across to see Dawson laughing loudly at my expense.

“Sorry, I don’t want to get you excited again.” Dawson said.

Carol bought me a replacement drink as soon as I got back to my seat.

“I think you successfully got Anna’s attention,” Carol said.

“Smooth move young Stuart,” Dawson said.

I knew I would cop it until we reached Singapore. But at least I was amusing them.

Dinner was served shortly after, which took the focus away from the wet patch across the front of my pants.

“I’ve been thinking about challenge number two,” Dawson said over the meal. “And I’ve decided what you need to do.”

“Yes,” I answered with trepidation. “What is it?“

“Well, that doesn’t sound like the can-do attitude I heard earlier,” Dawson said. “Are you ready to give up?”

“Whatever it takes,” I said. “It’s just the Soda Water has cooled me down a bit.”

I waited for Dawson to respond.

“Well challenge number two will be,” Dawson said. “To swap seats with the guy sitting next to BoB.”

“You want me to move over and sit next to Anna?” I said. “That’s all?“

“Well, you need to spend at least half the trip sitting next to BoB,” Dawson said. “So, you’d probably want to swap over at Singapore.”

I worked through the challenge. Carol had warned Dawson would get me into trouble. But I wanted the consulting job and would love to spend some time with Anna. Double motivation. It was ideal.

“You’re on,“ I said. “Whatever it takes.”


CHAPTER SEVEN


WITH LESS THAN half an hour to Singapore there was no time to lose. First item on my list was to hit up Carol for as much information on Murray as possible.

“Hey Carol,” I said. “I have my second challenge.”

“I couldn’t guess,” Carol replied with a smile. “What’s he got you doing this time?”

“He wants me to swap spots with Murray,” I whispered to avoid alerting him. “I decided to get the low-down on him from you first.”

“Well, where do I start?” Carol said. “He’s a nice guy who’s heading home after visiting his family.”

“Back to Scotland,” I asked.

“Yes, Edinburgh,” she replied. “His only family is in Australia. One son and one daughter. He’s visited both of them.”

“Murray is divorced and in his mid-forties,” she said. “He doesn’t have a girlfriend, so lives alone. He works as a salesman. He sells boxes to companies.”

“So, he won’t be a pushover,” I said. “Important information to know. Any ideas on motivation?”

“With a high-end scotch whisky taste,” Carol said. “I’d think money is your best bet.”

“Thanks for all your help,” I said. “We’ll beat Dawson Jones yet.”

Strike One; nothing there.

“What did you find out?” Dawson asked me upon my return.

“Not much. He’s not going to be an easy nut to crack.”

The landing was smooth and in no-time we had disembarked. I headed to the transit lounge.

“Are you going to buy me the drink you promised?” Anna said as we entered the transit lounge. “I’m feeling quite parched.”

“I need to do one thing first,” I said. “Can I meet you in an hour in the Irish Pub?”

“Sure, it’s a date,” Anna said with a cute smile.

I was determined to do a deal with Murray. First, I needed to remove him from the herd and get some one-on-one time. Murray didn’t stray far from the gate. He headed straight into the nearest pub. The Irish pub. I followed him in and sat next to him at the bar.

“Hey, weren’t you on the plane from Sydney,” I said turning to Murray. “I’m Stuart. Can I get you a drink?”

“Sure, I’m always up for a free drink,” Murray replied. “Glenfiddich, 15 year on the rocks, thanks.”

I ordered two glasses and started a conversation.

“Heading somewhere or heading home?” I asked.

“Heading home,” Murray said. “Back to work at the end of the week.”

“What do you do?” I asked.

“I sell packaging to manufacturing businesses,” Murray said.

“Sounds competitive as all hell,” I replied.

“I’m glad the flight has been smooth so far,” I said. “But the next flight will be the sleeping leg.”

“I need to get some shut-eye,” Murray said. “Else I won’t be able to adjust to the time zone.”

“I’ve got a window seat,” I said. “It makes sleeping easier.”

“I prefer the aisle seat,” Murray replied. “Prostate the size of a pea, I’m afraid.”

Strike Two; still no luck.

“Where are you sitting?” I asked.

“2D, right at the nose,” Murray said. “Exactly where I like it.”

Strike Three; no joy there.

“Oh, you must be sitting near my friend Anna,” I said. “She’s over that side.”

“The blonde dancer with the long legs,” Murray said. “Yeah she’s next to me.”

“She’s a bit fidgety,” I said. “But a lovely girl and quite distracting.”

“I could sleep through a hurricane,” Murray said. “It won’t worry me.”

Strike Four; what is this guy’s kryptonite?

“Well, I’d be happy to swap seats,” I said. “If it gets too much.”

“I’d love to get something to eat,” Murray said. “The Guinness Pie here is excellent.”

“Sounds tasty,” I said. “Where’s the menu?”

Murray handed me a menu from behind him. I opened it and agreed with his choice.

“You’re right,” I said. “Guinness Pie sounds the best choice.”

“I’m happy to join you in a Guinness Pie,” Murray said. “And another Glenfiddich would go down a treat.”

I wasn’t quite sure how. But I’d been played by a middle-aged cardboard salesman. Still, I needed to keep him on-side if I had any chance of swapping seats.

I wandered over to order the meals, before returning to order the drinks.

The small talk continued while we waited for the meals. It seemed Murray had spent time in both Perth and Sydney. He loved Australia. His whole family lived there. But he had been bound to Edinburgh to care for his parents for the past five years.

No matter what I asked, I found no door to wedge my foot into.

“I have a hypothetical question for you Murray,” I said.

“I’m all ears my friend,” Murray replied.

“How much would it take for you to swap seats with me?” I asked. “I’m in 3A, so it’s almost the same seat, only a row back.”

“I’m actually quite comfortable where I am,” Murray reiterated.

“But you haven’t answered me,” I said. “How much would it take?”

Murray looked me up and down.

“I reckon you’ve got a job that pays well into the six figures,” he said. “Much more than I’ve ever earned in my life.”

“You can’t judge a book by its cover,” I said. “But anyway, what impact does that have?”

“It’s all about supply and demand,” Murray said. “I got the one seat on the plane next to Anna. That’s called supply. And you obvious want it and can afford to pay for it. That’s called demand.”

“How much would it take, Murray?” I asked.

“Well, I’ve been trying to save up for a new television,” Murray said. “And it’s taking forever.”

“How much would it take, Murray?” I asked.

“Make an offer and I’ll see whether it’s enough,” Murray finally said.

“How does $500 sound?” I asked. “Would that help with the television?”

“Sounds a wee bit low, I’m afraid,” Murray replied. “About half right.”

“Here’s my last offer,” I said. “$1,000 to swap seats.”

We shook on it and the deal was done.

As soon as the deal was complete, Dawson walked into the bar.

“Hey Murray, how did he go?” Dawson said. ”Did he get the seat?”

“Yeah, but I’ve got an awesome weekend planned in London,” Murray said.

I got the feeling I had been played.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


WHILE I WAS $1,000 lighter plus the meal, I knew I’d be told of the lesson at some stage. But at least I looked forward to spending the rest of the trip with Anna. And that excited me.

Anna joined me at the bar a little later. By this time, Dawson and Murray chatted about the old days. I was glad to no longer be the fifth wheel.

“Did you get everything sorted?” Anna asked.

“Yeah, all good,” I replied. “In fact, it turns out your Murray and my Dawson are old friends. So, I’ll be sitting with you for the London leg.”

Anna had changed into more casual clothes for the sleeping leg. She wore a white bustier with laces up the back, blue jean leggings and black 4-inch stiletto ankle boots. She carried a black leather jacket to finish the outfit. I was amazed her overhead luggage contained so much. But more than appreciated the effort.

I chatted with Anna for around an hour before our flight was called. She was delightful. Funny, smart and breathtakingly beautiful. Plus, she rocked the hottest of bodies.

I felt quite pleased the challenges were now complete, as well. Nothing to focus on but getting Anna’s number into my phone.

As Anna and I boarded the plane to London, I felt a tap on my shoulder. Turning around it was Dawson.

“I’ve been thinking about challenge three,” he said. “And I’ve decided what it is.”

“But I thought there were only two challenges,” I replied.

“Your assumption. I never said that,” Dawson said.

I felt my beautiful bubble was about to be burst.

“Well, challenge three is the final one,” Dawson said. “And it follows on from challenge two. So, that’ll make it relatively easy.”

“Yes, and the challenge is?” I asked.

“Challenge three is to take Anna out to dinner on the night we arrive,” Dawson said. “It’s almost too simple to be classified as a challenge.”

My relaxing final leg to London, was about to become a race to the finish. My mind rushed in all directions. How do I ask Anna out? What incentive can I give Anna. Will there be enough time to ask her out during the sleeping leg? Is Anna another one of Dawson’s plants? Whatever it takes.

“Tell me about your dancing gig in Paris,” I asked. “It sounds like a wonderful opportunity.”

“Well, I’ll be working at ‘The Lido’ right near the Arc de Triomphe,” Anna replied. “I’m starting out in the chorus but would like to work my way up over time.”

“It sounds like a fun job to get, if you can,” I said. “How did you get the offer?”

“I applied from Australia,” Anna said. “My ballet teacher was a Burlesque dancer about ten years ago. So, she had some contacts. An online audition and endorsement from my teacher, and I was in.”

“Ah, the power of networking strikes again,” I said.

“You said you are going to spend time in London first,” I said. “Where are you staying?”

“I booked at the Park Plaza Westminster Bridge London,” Anna said. “Although, I can’t place the confirmation.”

“I’m sure you’ll be fine,” I said. “The service at the upmarket hotels is excellent.”

“How about you?” Anna asked.

“You won’t believe it,” I said. “I’m staying at the same hotel.”

“Wow, what’s the chances?” Anna said.

I quickly jumped on the wi-fi and booked myself a room. They only had premium rooms left. But I got a room with a view of Big Ben. Whatever it takes.

Lunch was served quickly. The sleeper legs always were a rush at the start and end. That provided maximum snooze time.

As we chatted away over the meal, I discovered Anna was a ‘touchy feely’ girl. Each time she made a point, she would touch my hand or arm. This action led to a tightening in my trousers.

“When are you off to Paris?” I asked.

“I’ll be spending three nights in London,” Anna replied. “Then, I’m catching the Eurail through the channel tunnel.”

“Any plans for the three days?” I asked. “Or are you sightseeing?”

“I’m catching up with another dancer on the last night,” Anna replied. “Else I’m sightseeing.”

Anna excused herself to go to the toilet. I had a hard time concealing my boner as she straddled me to get out. I offered to stand but she was already over me by the time I mentioned it. But looking up into her Sapphire blue eyes, and seeing her golden blonde hair fall about her delicate cheekbones, was almost too much for me to absorb.

“Have you sealed the deal yet?” Dawson whispered into my ear from across the plane. “I’ll need to see proof.”

“Don’t worry, you’ll get your proof,” I said.

“I’d hate you to fall short at the last hurdle,” Dawson said.

Carol came and cleared away the plates.

“Don’t worry about him, hon,” she said. “You two make a stunning couple. Don’t let him get in the way.”

Her words arrived with perfect timing. I had the whole trip to London to ask Anna out on a date. There was no need for me to rush it.

I should have stood to let Anna pass on the return leg. But I was still as hard as a rock and worried it may be too obvious. I moved my legs to the side but remained seated. The site of Anna straddling me again caused an increased pressure in my pants. And this time I got to see her stunning arse in its full glory.


CHAPTER NINE


BACK IN HER seat, Anna started to get more comfortable.

“Do you mind if I move the divider to give us a little bit more space?” Anna asked. “It’s always so hard to get comfortable when you’ve got long legs.”

“No, that’s fine,” I said. “I have the same problem.”

Not only did removing the divider provide a better view of Anna, but it meant her arm rested against mine. But more importantly, it meant her leg rested against mine too.

“I hope I’m not hogging the armrest?” Anna said. “Let me know if it becomes too annoying.”

The last thing I worried about was incidental contact.

“You haven’t told me much about you,” Anna said. “Why do you want to move to the London Office?”

“I’ve been working with the financial team for the past few years,” I said. “But that was to get a foot in the door.”

“Yes, Sydney Burlesque was my foot in the door,” Anna said. “It gave me the chance to be discovered.”

“Exactly,” I said. “What I’m passionate about is solving complex business problems. And consulting would let me do that.”

“What sort of problems do you work on?” Anna asked. “What do you consider to be a complex problem?”

“Anything strategy related,” I replied. “Stuff that will be game changing for the industry.”

I was worried I would soon bore Anna to death, so changed the subject.

“Tell me about your homelife,” I said trying to change the subject and feel out the romance potential. “How did your boyfriend react to the move to Paris?”

“I’m between boyfriends at the minute,” Anna replied with a coy smile. “But I’m hoping all that will change with the new city.”

“Well I’m sure you’ll have plenty of opportunities,” I said. “You gotta make sure you select the right one.”

“Yes, I have the habit of attracting the bad boys,” Anna said. “And I’ve had more than my fair share of them.”

“Well new city and new leaf,” I said. “Sounds like a winning combination to me.”

“This time I’m determined to meet a nice guy,” Anna said. “You don’t happen to know one, do you?”

“I’ll think about it,” I said. “Let’s add each other on Facebook, so I can pass along any details.”

I handed Anna my phone, and she looked up her profile.

“I’ve sent an invite,” Anna said. “There, we are now officially friends.”

Scanning through Anna’s profile was a treat in itself. Boy was this girl flexible. And she seemed to know every attractive dancer in Sydney.

Carol served dinner shortly after. We continued to chat away. There were never any uncomfortable silences. Anna was a joy to be with. Once the dinner trays were removed, we prepared for some shut-eye.

“I hope you don’t mind me taking my shoes off?” Anna said. “While they’re helpful for getting in and out of my seat, it’s not easy sleeping in 5-inch heels.”

“Do whatever you need to do,” I said. “Feel free to spread out as necessary.”

By the time Anna had finished, we looked like a married couple. Her boots were under my seat, as were her feet. I ended up with about thirty percent of the space but didn’t mind. I felt the warmth of Anna’s body against mine. And that caused me to get aroused again.

“Hi Carol, would I be able to have two pillows and blankets?” I asked.

“I can only give you one blanket,” Carol whispered as she winked. ”You’ll thank me for it later.”

By the time the lights went off, Anna and I were set for bed. The blanket was generous enough to cover us but forced Anna to sleep close to me.

Anna appeared to quickly get off to sleep. I lay there thinking of this gorgeous creature snuggled up in the blanket with me. Her floral perfume filled my nostrils, while air tickled my neck hairs with each breath she exhaled. Concerned about my manhood becoming obvious, I turned my back to Anna and fell to sleep.

I woke a couple of times during the night. The first was when Anna got up to visit the toilet. Without her heels, I felt her body move against mine on the way. While on the way back, she tripped on the blanket and I got a face full of her breasts.

“I’m so sorry,” Anna apologised. “I’m such a klutz.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “Are you hurt?”

The second time I woke up with a chill. Anna had pulled the blanket across onto her, leaving me completely uncovered. In pulling the blanket back across, Anna’s arm came too. I ended up under the blanket but had inadvertently set Anna up to spoon me. I cut my losses and drifted back to sleep in her arms.

As the galley lights came on, Anna woke.

“I’m sorry Stuart,” Anna whispered. “I hope I didn’t do anything unladylike?”

Anna’s cheek was pressed against the back of my neck while one of her hands was in my lap.

“Don’t worry about it,” I replied. “It’s all fine. Airline travel is never easy.”

“Wow, you are so warm,” she said. “I can see why I ended up like this.”

Anna still hadn’t moved her head or her hand. And I was in no rush for her to move either.

“You’ve got a bit of morning wood there, Stu,” she whispered. “Perhaps you need to take care of that?”

I wasn’t sure what to do. I sat still like the stunned rabbit.

“Well, I’m happy to help out,” Anna said nibbling on my ear.

“Or we could sleep a while longer?” I replied.

“I’m sure we could think of something better than sleep,” Anna said subtly squeezing my cock under the blankets.


CHAPTER TEN


ONCE THE LIGHTS came on, I found myself sitting with a raging boner. There was only one answer. I headed straight to the toilet to relieve the tension. Having my phone with me, I instantly turned to Facebook and pulled up Anna’s photo page. Within the first six photos I had the inspiration needed to complete what she had started.

“I hope you feel better?” Anna said with a sly grin. “Now I need to do the same.”

I wasn’t sure what the comment meant but watched intently as she straddled me and headed for the toilet. On the way past, she stopped directly over me, feigning getting caught. She rubbed her groin against my thigh. I swear I felt a bulge underneath her leggings.

I sat wondering what had happened. Nothing made sense. How could this goddess have a bulge in her pants? Was I still dreaming? Had I imagined it? I then had a vision of Anna beating off to my Facebook profile photos. I was losing it.

When Anna stepped out of the toilet, all prior thoughts were forgotten. She had changed, again. Now she wore a white silk blouse and black pair of leather jeans tucked into black 5-inch stiletto ankle boots. Her blonde hair fell about her shoulders and her sapphire blue eyes sparkled against her dark blue eye shadow. My cock went hard instantly.

“I hope you don’t mind?” Anna whispered when she sat down. “I used your Facebook photos as inspiration.”

I was gobsmacked.

“I think you might need another session,” Anna said. “Aren’t you the horny one?”

As Carol served breakfast, I found it difficult not to stare at Anna. Mixed emotions ran through me. She had seemed so elegant and ladylike up until we slept. And now she was dressed to kill and apparently horny as hell.

“I hope I wasn’t too forward?” Anna said. “But I think we’ve connected well, and I wanted to test the waters a little.”

“No, that’s perfectly fine,” I said. “It’s just caught me a little by surprise.”

“Well, I hope it’s a nice surprise,” Anna replied. “Rather than a nasty surprise.”

“No, not at all,” I said. “It’s all good.”

“Wonderful,” Anna said putting her hand on mine, on my thigh. “It’s always a risk telling a guy you’re transgender.”

Had I heard her right? Did she say she was transgender?

“Sorry, could you repeat that?” I said. “I think I misheard you.”

“When I tell a guy I’m transgender,” Anna said intertwining her fingers in mine. “For some, it’s a deal breaker.”

As Carol walked past, she whispered in my ear.

“I told you, you’d thank me,” Carol said. “You two make such a beautiful couple.”

Here I was on a plane, holding hands with a gorgeous transgender woman and unable to go anywhere for at least three hours. Plus, my dream job depended on me successfully getting Anna to have dinner with me.

I felt Anna move her little finger across and tease my cock. It instantly jumped to attention.

“It’s so nice to see your little friend likes me too,” Anna said. “I can’t wait until we get to London, so I get to unwrap him.”

I looked across at this incredible beauty. She was truly breath-taking and now smiling seductively.

Everything about Anna attracted me. But my mind struggled with her revelation.

“Do you like my leather pants?” Anna said moving our hands from my thigh to hers. ”They’re so soft and warm.”

“They’re sensational,” I said truthfully. “And they feel amazing.”

She moved our hands up her thigh until my hand rested gently on her package.

“They’ll keep me warm and ready for action in London’s cold weather,” Anna said with a seductive smile. “I’d hate to disappoint you, due to shrinkage.”

My mind raced. Was this happening? Was this another of Dawson Jones’ tests?

Still, I had a raging hard-on in my pants and my hand on Anna’s cock. I felt like I was in a scene from the Twilight Zone.

“Think of the prize,” I said to myself. “Now is the time to strike.”

“Hey, what are you doing for dinner tonight?” I asked. “Can I take you out?”

“That would be awesome,” Anna said. “I’m sure you can feel how excited I am.”

By now my hand sat on a fully erect cock. And the tip poked out of the top of Anna’s leather pants.

Anna reached across and kissed me.

“I had a feeling I’d met someone incredible,” Anna said. “From the first time I saw you in the Lounge.”

“You definitely demand my attention,” I said. “Without a doubt.”

“Well, a gal’s gotta do what she needs to,” Anna replied. “To get the right guy’s attention.”

As we sat there, hand in hand, neither of our boner’s abated. Far from being worried about the dinner and possible after-party, I started imagining what a night with Anna would entail.

I found myself more excited about spending time with Anna than with securing a role with Dawson Jones’ office.

“I want you to know I’m versatile,” Anna whispered in my ear. “So, anything is on the table.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant but figured it was to do with sexual preferences.

“I’m not sure what versatile means,” I said.

“Don’t worry, hon,” Anna said. “I’ll show you the time of your life.”

She kissed me deep and hard. I felt her tongue exploring every inch of my mouth. Her tongue was long and strong, but gentle at the same time. If I wasn’t at full mast before, I sure was then.

“How about we get an Uber from the airport?” she said. “I’m getting angsty and I need to feel your cock inside me.”

As we disembarked, I thanked Carol for her wonderful service. On our way to the Uber, Dawson whispered in my ear.

“Are you on track for challenge three?” Dawson asked. “I need evidence.”

“Consider it done,” I said. “And you’ll have evidence.”

“Whatever it takes,” Dawson asked.

“Whatever it takes,” I replied.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


“STUART LEE AND Anna Wells checking in, thank you,” I said to the receptionist of the Park Plaza.

“Welcome Mister Lee,” the Receptionist replied. “May I see your passports, please?”

We marvelled at the hotel lobby while we waited.

“Fine, your room is on the thirteenth floor, Mister Lee,” the Receptionist said. “Room 1313 for three nights. We’ve upgraded you to a suite with a view across the river.”

“Sorry, I wasn’t clear,” I said politely. “Miss Wells is booked in separately.”

The Receptionist checked the computer.

“According to our records,” the Receptionist said. “Miss Wells never confirmed her room and paid her deposit. And, as we are fully booked, I am unable to help you with another room.”

I looked to Anna unsure what to do next.

“The room has a king-sized bed,” the Receptionist said. “We can split it into two king-singles if you like?”

“No, that’s okay,” Anna interjected. “We’ll take the room as it is.”

Well if Anna was okay with the arrangement, I had to make it work. But it seemed destined Anna and I would be spending a lot more time together.

“We’ll be okay, honey,” Anna said. “It’s only for a few nights. Chances are we would have ended up in one room anyway.”

If I hadn’t known better, I would have assumed this was another Dawson Jones twist.

“Can we please book a table at the hotel restaurant?” I asked. “It’s 6:00 pm now, would 7:00 pm be possible?”

“Sure, I’ll book it now,” the Receptionist said. “I’ll send a message through with confirmation details.”

Anna led me to the lift while I carried the hand luggage. Once inside, she pinned me to the lift wall with her muscular body and kissed me deeply.

“I don’t think I can wait until after dinner to feel you inside me,” Anna said. “I need a taster before dinner.”

Room 1313 was incredible. The hotel was modern and the room a generous sized for London. A fully equipped bathroom sat to the right of the door. It contained a massive spa and a separate double shower. Anna ran into the bathroom squealing.

“We can see the Big Ben from the hot tub,” Anna cried out. “We’ve got bubbles.”

I heard the water start to run immediately.

A king-sized bed dominated the main room. It was dark leather-bound and decorated with brown cushions and bed spread against bright white sheets and pillowcases. Across the room was a desk with padded leather chair, coffee table and three lounge chairs, providing a place to eat. Brown curtains drew back to unveil floor to roof windows looking out to Big Ben and Westminster.

As soon as I put down the bags, the porter delivered the suitcases. Anna had three massive red suitcases that dwarfed my standard Samsonite case. The second the porter was out the door, Anna had me on my back on the bed.

“You’ve got me so wet I can hardly control myself” Anna said. “Let’s have a pre-dinner spa?”

Anna wasn’t shy and quickly stripped down to her bra and panties. I still wasn’t sure about what was going to happen, but she looked stunning standing with the streetlights turning her glowing blue. Her legs, arms and abdomen were perfectly toned. She quickly ran to the bathroom and turned off the spa tap.

“Last one in is a rotten egg,” she said.

I walked in the bathroom to see Anna sitting in a bubble bath admiring the view of the city. I clearly saw her perfect 36C breasts. Her money-maker as she called them. They would be on show nightly at the Lido in Paris. The bubbles hid her bottom half, which made it less intimidating for me to join her in the tub.

“Come and play with me,” Anna said. “I’m so lonely.”

As I stepped into the spa Anna immediately sprang into action. She grabbed my cock with both hands. I was hard in an instant. Her touch was soft yet strong. My cock got harder as she worked my shaft with both hands.

“I’ve been waiting for this all day,” Anna said looking at my member. “And you didn’t disappoint, did you?”

I felt my head getting lighter as Anna teased and stroked my cock and balls. While starting slow, it wasn’t long until she worked up her speed and excitement level. I breathed heavily and found it difficult to stand. But I could tell Anna was as excited to be giving as I was to be receiving.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed staggering back onto the side of the tub.

Anna quickly dropped her mouth over my cock and took a full load down the back of her throat. I looked down to see her soulful blue eyes staring up at me while her smile proved she had caught every last drop.

“You’re quite skilled,” I said breathlessly.

“Only one of the benefits of a transgender lover,” Anna replied.

“Now Mr Big Stuff,” Anna said. “Turn around, so I can see what else I’ve got to play with.”

I did as I was asked. I turned and placed my hands on the edge of the spa tub. Anna spread my legs gently and I felt my balls swing freely in the breeze. She gently cupped my balls before kissing my arse cheeks. Next I knew she was washing my private areas with her bubble covered hands.

“Get ready for immense pleasure,” Anna said gently separating my arse cheeks. “This will blow your mind.”

I felt Anna’s mouth kiss my arse cheeks on both sides before lightly tonguing my sphincter. It instantly sent a bolt of pleasure through me. This was something I had never experienced. She was right. It was heavenly.

Anna rimmed me for what seemed like ten-minutes. Her action was unpredictable and intense. I felt my cock getting hard again and all blood run from my head. I had to hold onto the spa tub tightly to prevent collapsing. Anna alternated between using her tongue and her fingers on my arse.

“You taste so good,” Anna said. “But you feel so tight. I think I’ve found me a virgin. But don’t worry, I’ll fix that after dinner.”


CHAPTER TWELVE


“WE NEED TO get to the restaurant,” I said loudly. “We’re booked for 7:00 pm and it’s already 7:15 pm.”

“I’m ready,” Anna said walking out of the bathroom. ”Do you like what you see?”

Anna was dressed head to toe in what could only be described as club wear. She wore a white cotton crop top singlet, black leather miniskirt, and black 5-inch stiletto ankle boots. A black leather jacket casually draped over her shoulder.

“Oh my god,” I replied. “You’re stunning.”

“I’m so glad you approve,” Anna said. “And it looks like little Stu likes it too.”

During the elevator trip down, Anna pushed me against the wall and kissed me deeply. She grabbed my hand and placed it on her boner.

“Little Anna is also happy with what she sees,” Anna said. “Don’t worry, you’ll have plenty of play time after dinner.”

I expected to be a little grossed out. But no. My boner continued to rage, and I felt myself enjoying the feel of boner under satin panties.

The walk to the restaurant was interesting. Everyone in the hotel turned to watch us walk by. I got the feeling there would be a lot of Pretty Woman references when the story was told later. But, with my arm around Anna, feeling her soft leather mini-skirt, and savouring her gorgeous floral fragrance, I felt like a Billionaire Playboy.

As I sat across the table from Anna, I found my eyes straying from her gorgeous face to her stunning breasts and incredible dancer’s legs. Anna was in a playful mood and tickled my cock with her stiletto boot for most of the dinner. Her flexibility and control were insane. I struggled to think of anything but ravaging her on the bed.

During dinner, we shared an entree. Anna fed the both of us with a single fork.

“Let’s take a selfie,” I proposed. “Say cheese.”

I instantly sent it to Dawson with a thumb’s up emoji.

For dessert, I took the lead and teased her with hot chocolate pudding, hot chocolate sauce and ice cream. Each time she grabbed my hand to steady the spoon, I felt a jolt of passion surge through my body.

For the trip back up to our room, we again had the elevator to ourselves. Instead of aggressively straddling me, Anna stood back and yawned.

“I’m so tired,” Anna said. “I’m looking forward to a sleep tonight.”

“You will be lucky to get five minutes shut-eye,” I replied pushing her against the elevator wall. “I’ve got plans for you tonight.”

I couldn’t wait another second. I pushed the buttons from floor three through thirteen and dropped to my knees.

“I have to taste you,” I said. “I can’t wait another second.”

I slid Anna’s skirt up half an inch to reveal her black silk panties. And what was behind them was a mere inch from my mouth.

Sliding the panties down, Anna’s cock sprung out towards me. It was about six inches and uncut, but her excitement meant the foreskin had pulled back. She was fully shaved except for a love heart of short pubic hair. It looked like a beautifully manicured Japanese garden.

We were at floor eight by the time I kissed my way up and down her gorgeous shaft. Even her balls were cute, hanging snuggly down about two inches. I couldn’t resist showing them some love too.

“Wow, aren’t you the surprise packet?” Anna said. “I wasn’t sure you had it in you.”

By the time we hit floor ten, I had worked up a solid rhythm and Anna started to breathe heavily. A little shaky on her feet, Anna lent back against the mirrored wall, moaning and shaking her head from side to side. Her cock smelt of roses and tasted divine. This was my first experience with someone else’s cock, but I knew it wouldn’t be my last.

As the elevator dinged for floor thirteen, a huge flow of thick sweet liquid hit the back of my throat. I didn’t want the flow to stop. I kept working Anna’s cock until every last drop was consumed.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” Anna said. “You’re the one who should be on stage with an act like that.”

“Don’t worry,” I said standing to kiss Anna. “That’s only the first act.”

“Now nothing’s off the table,” Anna said. “I’m going to ride you like the stallion you are.”

The door opened, and we stumbled to our room locked in each other’s arms, mouths and everything else. Once inside the door, the second act commenced.

I walked Anna across to the bed as we exchanged tastes of her sweet nectar. As we hit the bed, I reached down and removed her panties. This unleashed her now semi-erect member. I removed her cropped singlet and bra to unveil the most perfect pair of breasts, with enormous brown erect nipples. Anna grabbed me and turned us around, so my back was to the bed.

Anna dropped to her knees and removed my pants before ripping my cotton shirt open and staring lustfully at my six-pack.

“I need you inside me,” Anna said pushing me back onto the bed.

She leapt towards my cock and worked it up to a perfect purple. She applied some spit to my cock and her arse and straddled me.

Anna’s flexibility was another level. She lowered herself down onto my cock. I felt my cock pass her outer ring, then drop a few inches at a time until all eight inches were consumed. She bounced on my shaft while she screamed in joy. Little Anna bounced joyfully. Each time she hit full insertion, she yelled, and her mouth showed a broad smile.

I shot my load deep into Anna’s arse before she came to a rest on my pelvis. We sat there locked in a lustful embrace.

“That was incredible,” I said between deep kisses. “You are amazing.”

“Don’t worry,” Anna said. “We haven’t scratched the surface yet.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


MY FIRST NIGHT with Anna was one I will never forget. It was life changing and opened my eyes to a whole world of possibilities, I never believed possible. We got little sleep, even though we were both terribly jet-lagged. Still, I had a couple of days before I was due to meet Dawson in the office.

The following day we spent sightseeing. London was an amazing city. And with a stunning woman on your arm, it’s a perfect place to cuddle up to avoid the cold. We visited the usual haunts; Buckingham Palace, Madame Tussauds, Big Ben. We even took in a show in the West End. But I never let go of Anna, not for a brief moment.

The project went incredibly well. Dawson was impressed with the modelling work I did. A new era of predictive modelling he called it. And he marketed the crap out of it, bringing in many millions of dollars in work. Thankfully, it also turned out Anna didn’t know Dawson. So, our spark was real.

I ended up getting the job offer and had a highly successful management consulting career in London. My resume blossomed as I worked for the biggest businesses across Europe. Little old Stuart Lee from Sydney had finally made it on the world stage.

As I travelled so much for work, I set up my home base in Paris. During the week I would stay in hotels around Europe at the expense of my client. On weekends, I would fly back to Paris and spend quality time with Anna. When she wasn’t working, which wasn’t often, she would fly to stay with me. We saw half of Europe together over the first twelve months.

But I’ll never forget the Business Class Lounge for what it delivered that day in Sydney.


MY OTHER BOOKS!




Thank you for reading one of my books! I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it for you. I’m probably in the process of working on another book right now.
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I value your privacy and would never spam you. You can unsubscribe at any time by clicking the link at the bottom of any email, or emailing yumi@yumicox.com

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

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

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


THE HOT NANNY
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How would you handle being the most hated person in the country? Would you tackle it head-on or would you run away and hide?

Chrissy McLean and Eve Bardot have been friends forever. Wherever one goes, the other is bound to follow. They are virtually joined at the hip. So, when Chrissy and Eve graduate with nursing degrees, the lifelong dream of working in London becomes a reality. Well, for Eve at least. It seems Chrissy can’t even get an interview as a Nanny, that is until Eve gives her a ‘Hot Nanny’ makeover.

While Eve secures a role as Nanny for the studious children of two professors, a made-over Chrissy gets a role as Nanny for the children of recently widowed Football Star, Richard Waldorf. Sparks fly from the moment Chrissy and Richard lay eyes on each other. As a former captain of the England Football Team, Richard is a British treasure and loved by all. A Top Ten Most Eligible bachelor, the hot and heavily tattooed Richard leads a Celebrity life. Appearances at A-List gigs are just part of his regular weekly schedule. And pretty soon, Chrissy gets to accompany him.

But when Chrissy and Eve let their hair down on a girls’ night out in London, Chrissy is suddenly thrust into the spotlight. Accused by Britain’s gutter press of cheating and breaking Richard’s heart, Chrissy is dubbed the ‘Naughty Nanny’, but not in a positive way. And Chrissy soon discovers that being the most hated person in Britain, is definitely not fun.

If you like transgender romance stories with equal measures of drama, laughter and heart, then you’ll love ’The Hot Nanny’. The latest novel from Indie Author Yumi Cox.

Will Chrissy recover from her Naughty Night Out to rekindle her budding relationship with Richard, or will the paparazzi cost her the dream job, and potential love of her life?


LESSONS IN LOVE
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Have you ever jumped at an opportunity, only to find out you’ve bitten off way more than you could chew?

Alan Sanderson is a man at a crossroads. Regarded as the ‘Hot Professor’ at Royal Holloway University on London’s outskirts, he seemed on track for success. But his future implodes when he is overlooked for a big promotion. Worse still, Julia, his girlfriend of five years and ex-student, gets the promotion and becomes his boss.

Alan doesn’t like playing second fiddle to Julia, so breaks off the relationship. He ends up with no career and without the love of his life. While imagining a new future, Alan gets an offer to write a screenplay for a hot new movie. It’s an exciting high-profile project that could reset his career. But screenwriting is new for Alan, and the subject area is more than a little foreign. In fact, Alan is clueless about the subject area.

So, Alan enlists the help of his star pupil Emma, and her gorgeous friend Jazz, to educate him. Through a series of adventures, Alan discovers more than he ever dreamed, or believed possible. This eye-opening experience will change Alan’s view of the world, and especially his romantic outlook, forever.

If you like transgender romance stories with heart and soul in the vein of Legally Blonde, then you’ll love ‘Lessons in Love’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Alan successfully deliver the hit screenplay? And just how much will the teacher allow himself to be taught along the way?


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

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

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

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

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

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


THE NEW INTERN
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Would you take a chance on romance with someone you manage, or would you let workplace policy get in the way of real love?

Hugh Roberts is young, attractive and his star is on the rise. At twenty-four he runs the design office of an up and coming London advertising agency. He knows teamwork is the key to success in his fast-paced pressure-cooker world. And his new apartment in London’s upmarket Kensington, depends on Hugh making every post a winner.

But Hugh’s team harmony is challenged like never before when two new recruits get placed into his team. Graduate Thad Russell is an ambitious ex-Football star from the New York office. He is also the Founder’s nephew. Intern Noelle Stuart is a sun-bronzed creative whiz from Australia with all the skills. She is also breathtakingly beautiful.

Things go ‘right off the rails’ when Thad’s sexual advances towards Noelle are unwelcome, causing team dynamics to explode and threaten the biggest project of Hugh’s career. But in managing the fallout, Hugh’s blossoming feelings for Noelle become obvious to all, including her, and so does her mutual attraction.

If you like transgender romance stories with an equal dose of conflict and romance, then you’ll love ‘The New Intern’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Hugh take his one chance for real love, or will Thad and that ‘you’re her boss thing’ ensure it never happens?


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

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

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

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

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

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


THE EXCHANGE
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Being set up on a blind date 10,000 km from home. What could go wrong?

Life in Tokyo is a culture shock for anyone used to the sunny and spacious Northern Beaches of Sydney, Australia. Especially around Harajuku on a weekend when the cosplayers come out.

Ryan Strahan is loving life. Young, athletic, and deadly handsome, he comes from wealthy stock. He dates models, drives a killer car, and lives in a mansion with a pool and tennis court. But Ryan’s relationships have never stuck.

Recently, Ryan has accepted a university exchange program to Japan. And it seems the local girls are lining up to greet him. His stunning classmate Yuki even calls dibs on him. But Ryan is searching for perfection and thinks he’s found it in May Long.

May is a fashion student ‘friend of a friend’ on exchange from his home town. But she comes from the other side of the tracks and runs with the alternate Harajuku crowd. Still she attracts Ryan’s attention in the karaoke bars of Tokyo.

If you like Romeo and Juliet, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘The Exchange’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Ryan find enough common ground to woo May, and develop a meaningful relationship in this very foreign land?


NEIGHBOURLY LOVE
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Ever seen a beautiful neighbour, one that truly takes your breath away, and wondered how to approach them without seeming like a stalker?

Life in LA can be pretty seductive. Especially when you are lucky enough to live by the Venice Beach waterfront. With models, actors and athletes at your doorstep, it’s hard not to get eye strain.

Bradley Jones is young, successful and rich. From his waterfront apartment overlooking Venice Beach, this twenty-two-year-old appears to have it all. But Bradley knows LA is a city that will take advantage of you if you aren’t careful. So, he’s put his love life on-hold until someone exceptional comes along.

Recently, hot-blooded Latino Cristina has moved into Bradley’s apartment building. She is tall, lean, and has a dancer’s flexibility and tone. Cristina mesmerizes him as she roller-skates along the boardwalk in her silky shorts with her headphones blaring.

But he can’t get a chance to speak to her. That is until she needs a partner for a sexually charged Argentine tango. This seductive love story moves gracefully from the Burlesque shows of Hollywood to the Tango clubs of LA.

If you like Dirty Dancing, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘Neighbourly Love’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Bradley’s dancing impress this Latino goddess enough for her to fall in love with him?


THE APPRENTICE

[image: ]

What would you do if you got offered a job that paid ten times your current salary? Are there lines you wouldn’t cross?

Shane Gold has just secured his first job, as Apprentice Electrician for Sparks Electrical. Short, skinny and naive, he wonders how he secured the job ahead of more physically capable candidates. But while Shane loves his job and working for his hot young boss Brian, his $150 per week salary is going to be challenging to live on.

Shane’s first job is a full re-wiring of Bella’s Bordello, a brothel owned by Madam X and renowned for its Virgin Conversion Therapy. He can’t believe he gets paid to spend two weeks at a brothel, learning the ropes, getting coffees and hanging out with the sexy staff.

And his favourite staff member is Natasha, the most popular gurl at Bella’s. She has everything he wants in a girl and then some. Things heat up when Shane discovers how Madam X keeps her costs under control. How will Shane spend his four hours VIP credit and will he finally pop his cherry?

If you like transgender romance stories where the hero and heroine come together, then you’ll love ‘The Apprentice’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

How will Shane spend his VIP credits and why will it change his life, and relationships with Natasha and Brian, forever?


THE LAYOVER
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How far would you go to help a new team member feel safe and secure in a foreign town?

Dave Thomas has just received a big promotion that was ten years in the making. As National Sales Manager for Digital Corp, he was now on the fast track to follow in the footsteps of his mentor, and become CEO.

Dave’s first action is to find his replacement, but Victoria Bernoff gets placed into his sales team by the CEO and HR. Still, he needs to show he can make it work. Victoria is young, attractive and has a bright and bubbly personality. She has all the assets needed to succeed in the role. But she also has a secret.

When a ferocious storm diverts Dave and Victoria to Greensville for a few days, he is challenged like never before to control a force of nature. Will agreeing to adjoining rooms come back to bite Dave? Will he be able to control Typhoon Victoria before things get out of hand?

If you like Four Weddings & A Funeral, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘The Layover’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will this unexpected layover change Dave’s outlook on career, love and life forever?


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

Did you know that being an Author is very much a SMALL BUSINESS.

REVIEWS are the easiest way to say THANK YOU to an Author. A review is a FREE gift that has great value and encourages the Author to produce more books.

Reviews can be short such as simply “I liked it.” It’s the number of reviews that helps the most.

Amazon have simple privacy settings for reviews. It’s easy to hide a review from your profile while still providing important feedback.

If you enjoyed this book it would be appreciated if you let others know about it. There are lots of ways you can do so. Choose the best one for you.

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

#3 - Tell your peeps about it on your Blog, Podcast or YouTube Channel

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

Reviews on Amazon are incredibly helpful - both for other readers deciding to read this book and for indie authors like myself to get the word out.

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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

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