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PART ONE


CHAPTER ONE


“WHAT’S HAPPENING IN everyone’s world this week?” I asked.

“Massive changes in HR,” Zoe replied.

“What sort of changes?” Stuart asked.

“I can’t say. But they’re monumental.”

Stuart, Zoe and I had all started with Southeast Airlines as part of the graduate program seven years earlier. Since then, we’d worked on several high-profile projects together, and even filled in for our C-suite bosses on the Executive Committee once or twice. Now in our late twenties, I felt we’d soon be moving up the ranks together. While each of us was smart and capable, when we got together for coffee on a Wednesday morning, we reverted to acting like raw graduates again.

“Is it pay related?” I asked.

“I can’t say. But it is massive and will surprise you both.”

“You’ve already said that. Let’s move on then,” Stuart said.

“I don’t know why we ask you, Zoe. Everything in HR is always too secret to tell.”

Zoe had turned into quite the formidable HR executive. What she lacked in stature, she more than made up for in professionalism and intent. She held herself beautifully, even in the toughest of situations. And always supported the broader team of executives admirably, even when the cause of the problem stemmed from above. At 5ft 5in, she always matched a pair of four-inch heels with her charcoal gray or navy-blue two-piece suit set. And when combined with her long, flowing dark hair and piercing blue eyes, she rarely failed to get her way. Something I’d experienced firsthand.

“What’s happening in Finance?” I asked.

“Don’t be silly, John. Nothing ever happens in Finance,” Zoe interjected.

“There’s a new employee share opportunity coming later today.”

Stuart turned to Zoe and pulled a weird face while poking out his tongue.

“Are we looking to expand?” I asked.

“I can’t provide details. But at least I don’t ‘claim the fifth’ every week.”

“Some of us work at improving the business, Stuart. Meanwhile, you simply count the impact six months later,” Zoe said.

And again, tornado Zoe cuts another one down with a few choice words. She’ll be first to the C-suite, for sure.

Stuart possessed a brilliant mind. For numbers, he was my go-to. Pretty much everything else in life he struggled with, though. Whether it was presenting his findings or passing on a little of his knowledge, he failed to communicate clearly and succinctly. He often rambled, leaving the listener more confused than when he started the explanation. But he was always right about numbers. And his instincts were spot on. But standing at 5ft 7in and with shaggy hair and a full beard, his promotion to the C-suite appeared well off into the distant future. If at all.

“Aren’t you going to ask what’s happening in marketing?” I asked.

“Do we really need to? You were always going to say ‘so much’,” Zoe replied.

“Well, when you work at the cutting edge…”

“…same old, same old, then,” Stuart interjected.

“Well, very informative session, as per usual. But I’ve got to get to the weekly marketing team meeting,” I said.

“Same time next week,” Stuart said.

“I’ll have to check my diary,” Zoe said, chuckling to herself.

“Will you be able to tell us this week’s news next week, Zoe?” I said, prompting a ‘dead to me’ stare.

After rushing across the office, I scanned the meeting table. All eyes were trained on my boss, the perfect showman.

“There’s two exciting announcements this week,” Noel said.

Noel could hold crowds of thousands or a room full of journalists and reporters in the palm of his hand. Perhaps he could have been an entertainer in an alternate universe. But I was thankful to watch him in action, and learn the ropes from an experienced and knowledgeable mentor.

“First, we have a new starter joining us today.”

As if in perfect unison, everybody scanned the room for the unfamiliar face.

“She’s obviously not in the room with us. But you’ll meet Lina soon enough.”

Wow, Lina. She sounds European. Someone tall and exotic would be a welcome addition to our team. But why would such a beauty be in Atlanta? I resigned myself to towering over yet another team member.

“Second, the reason we have recruited Lina is for of our new partnership. Air Bavaria has agreed to a codeshare arrangement and strategic slot trading. This deal will increase our European footprint by over thirty cities over the next twelve months. But first we need to prove both parties can work together. And Air Bavaria has traded slots to Valencia International Airport for a trial. Yes, that’s right, team. Southeast Airlines will be flying into Spain.”

Excitement rocketed into overdrive. The noise level dramatically increased as smaller teams within marketing exchanged thoughts.

We all knew Noel had been up to something. He’d been traveling even more than usual. And the trips had been for weeks at a time. But nobody expected something this immense. Air Bavaria was a juggernaut of European air travel, flying into over fifty cities from a hub in Munich. The codeshare agreement would open up Northern and Central Europe. Saving Americans stops and transfers, while cutting travel times drastically. But the kick-off in Valencia excited me most. The perfect gateway to the Mediterranean and Southern Europe, Valencia, opened up direct access for Southeast Airlines passengers.

“What do you think of the announcement?” Noel asked as we left the meeting room.

“The codeshare deal is awesome, but direct flights onto Spanish soil. That’s a game changer.”

“I knew you’d get it. That’s why I want you to head up our team’s efforts for the Valencia setup.”

“Yes, yes, a million times, yes.”

“This project is a career builder, John. And you’ve earned the opportunity. But it will take hard work and sacrifice.”

I found it almost impossible to wipe the smile off my face. I pinched myself to make sure this was really happening.

“The project needs an energetic, make-it-happen leader with the ability to motivate both our team and the Air Bavaria team. Come with me and I’ll brief you.”

Virtually floating on air, I followed Noel into his corner office. As Chief Marketing Officer of Southeast Airlines, he possessed power only surpassed by the Chief Executive Officer and Board of Directors. Almost all eyes in the marketing followed us on the way into Noel’s office. With the door shut behind us, Noel closed the blinds. Even while airplanes took off and landed at Atlanta International Airport outside the office window, I remained one-hundred percent focused on Noel’s every word. He sent me copies of agreements, briefing papers, key contact lists, upcoming meeting agendas and, most importantly, the master timeline. The first Southeast Airlines flight was to land on Spanish soil in less than six weeks.

“I know your head is probably spinning already, but I need you to do one other thing for me,” Noel said.

“Sure, anything boss.”

“I’m going to be in Munich most of the time until that first flight to Valencia. My role will be to build excitement over there and help our partners successfully launch onto US soil. I recruited Lina to work on this project. She has valuable skills but will need an experienced hand to guide her and guarantee her success.”


CHAPTER TWO


RETURNING FROM NOEL’S briefing, I fired up my laptop and checked the diary. Two new back-to-back events booked out my diary. One from HR, titled ‘Mandatory Training’, and one from Nigel titled ‘Lina Meet and Greet’. With less than five minutes until the ominous sounding HR session, I rushed across the office to the training room. All the way, swearing at Zoe under my breath. Why couldn’t she tell me what this was all about? I was about to find out, anyway. She was such a stickler for the rules. After arriving with less than a minute to spare, I took a seat conveniently located in the back row.

“Don’t let Zoe be the trainer,” I uttered under my breath.

Sure enough, thirty seconds later, Zoe walked in and prepared for the session. But she wasn’t alone. Less than ten seconds behind Zoe, in walked Russell Ingram, the Chief Human Resources Officer. Zoe’s boss. After emphasizing how critical this training was for the company, Russell disappeared as quickly as he’d arrived, leaving Zoe with around fifty executives and middle managers waiting impatiently.

“At Southeast Airlines, we take pride in being ahead of the curve. Early adopters, if you will.”

As Zoe waxed lyrical about our wonderful company, and the cutting edge work of the HR team, my mind drifted a little. It’s hard enough to keep focus during a boring corporate training session. But when you’ve seen your trainer naked and know every curve of her body, it’s near impossible.

“Our new Diversity Hire policy will set us apart from other US based airlines. No, we aren’t the first...”

I wondered what Lina looked like. Surely, she had to be taller than Zoe. At least somewhat closer to my height. But hopefully just as attractive. If Zoe had been six inches taller, I’m sure she could have been a model. Then I’d be pursuing her. But alas, that’s not to be. Petite and cute wasn’t really my type.

“Is that a yes or no, Mr. Dennis?” Zoe asked.

As all eyes turned to me, I did the only thing possible.

“That would be a yes, Miss Sable.”

“Exactly right, Mr. Dennis.”

While I appeared to take a wild guess, Zoe, Stuart and I had an agreement. If one of us wanted to put the crowd on notice and keep them focused, we’d ask each other a question. And the answer was always yes.

Zoe spent around fifteen minutes walking through the new Diversity Hire policy. Meanwhile, my mind shifted towards visions of Valencia and the Iberian Peninsula. I’d briefly visited Ibiza a few years earlier. And while it wasn’t exactly the same, the temperate climate promised to be similar enough. Not to mention the island of Majorca sat just half an hour off-shore. One of my top bucket list locations.

At the end of the policy walk through, Zoe gave us a short quiz. Frankly, the questions were obvious. I doubt I could have gotten one wrong. Even in my distracted state. But after chatting through the correct answers for another ten minutes, time had come to role play. We split into groups of four, with two performing the role play. The remaining two group members observed, commented and offered improvement suggestions. As the one-hour session came to a close, I found myself increasingly clock watching.

“Noel told me to put you in the first session. Something about you being needed on a new project,” Zoe said at the end of the session.

“I appreciate you bumping someone for me.”

“Aren’t you going to tell me what the new project is, John?”

I glanced at my phone. I’d been waiting for Noel’s kick-off email before telling anyone the news. Holding up the email, I let Zoe read it. Her expression changed as she did.

“You’re not moving to Spain, are you?” Zoe asked.

“Not long term. But I’ll be spending a fair bit of time over there.”

“And who’s that going to be with?”

“Our project team will work with the Air Bavaria and Valencia Airport teams.”

“No, I mean, who is on our team?” Zoe asked.

I opened up the email again and scrolled to the CC field. Handing it over to Zoe, I saw concern cross her face.

“Steer clear of Warwick from Ground Operations. Who’s on your marketing team?”

I pulled out a separate marketing team email and showed it to Zoe. She didn’t merely scan it; she prosecuted every word. Her face remained expressionless as she read.

“Oh, and Noel wants me to mentor a new starter, Lina. She’ll be part of our team, too.”

“Lina Schumacher, the new promotions hiring?”

“I’m not sure of her last name. We haven’t caught up yet. This session took priority.”

“I can see why Noel would want her on the project,” Zoe said.

“Why’s that?”

“She is fluent in several languages. Something I think the project will find useful, John.”

“Wow, that’s a bonus.”

“Just be careful with that one, though,” Zoe said.

“What do you mean?”

“She’s part of a new program and was hand-picked by Noel and Russell.”

“Well, they’ve got excellent form. They hired me.”

“Not every woman in this place is ready to fall for your charms,” Zoe said.

Zoe’s candor surprised me for once. Her expression had turned to concern. Don’t tell me we’re going here again.

“And I’m not employed to bail you out of sexual harassment claims, John.”

“That’s way off base, Zoe.”

“Then answer this. Were you picturing me naked while I was running through the Diversity Hire policy?”

“We’re friends, Zoe. I don’t see you like that,” I said, averting my gaze.

“You need to become a better liar, John.”

Thankfully, no one else was in the room. But it had been a while since Zoe had spoken her mind to this extent.

“We both agreed that last Christmas was a mistake…” I said.

“…did we, John? What, when it happened, or when you were asked to sign a relationship disclosure?”

For one of the very rare times in my life, I felt lost for words.

“Tread carefully, John. Noel had his reasons for employing Lina.”

I noticed a worried look wash over Zoe’s face.

“She’s a babe, then, is she?” I said with a broad smile.

“Oh, she’s just your type. On the surface, at least. But don’t fuck this up for everyone.”

“I promise I’ll be extra professional, Zoe.”

Wow, I hadn’t seen Zoe’s gorgeous blue eyes turn green in quite a while. Perhaps a little separation will help her forgive me. Work relationships are hard, but when you add strong friendships and sex into the mix, they’re dynamite. Last Christmas was a mistake. Zoe had been aggressively pursuing me since we joined Southeast Airlines. And I’d successfully avoided her advances. But I crossed the line once, at Stuart’s instigation. And it was a decision I regretted every day. I wished things could go back to how they were before.


CHAPTER THREE


THE ZOE CHAT had put me a few minutes late for the Lina meet and greet. I scampered across the office at record speed, apologizing to anyone who stopped to talk with me. As I walked into Noel’s office, I heard the blinds close.

“Sorry I’m late boss. Zoe grabbed me after training,” I said.

“Priorities, John. I’m sure it’s not mission critical.”

As my eyes turned to follow Noel’s path to his desk, my peripheral vision spotted a pair of legs. And not just any legs, either. Long, toned and tanned, these were legs that demanded to be seen.

“John, let me introduce our newest team member, Lina,” Noel said.

Even before taking a seat, a blonde bombshell with a dazzling smile confronted me. As I stepped forward, Lina stood and held out her hand. My instinct was to kiss her hand in a bold display of acknowledgement, but I shook Lina’s hand instead.

Lina stood a mere few inches shorter than me, which put her at around 5ft 10in, accounting for her four-inch heels.

“I’ve heard a lot of positive things about you, Lina.”

“And I, you,” Lina said, with a hint of a European accent.

I must have left Lina’s hand a little damp, given I’d run across the office. But it was Atlanta. Sweaty palms were par for the course.

Lina wore a simple white cotton dress, sleeveless but with a halter neck. A mane of teased blonde hair drizzled over her shoulders and obvious curves. Her perfectly symmetrical hazel eyes appeared to have flecks of every known color. While plump bee-stung lips parted slightly to reveal a subtle, yet seductive, smile. A simple tan belt reinforced Lina’s obvious curves, while a matching pair of tan four-inch stiletto sandals gave off a casual yet professional vibe. Zoe was right. This girl was right up my alley.

Focus, focus. I don’t want to blow this opportunity by getting distracted. I knew it’d be hard not to see Lina that way, but reminded myself to remain professional. After letting Lina’s hand go, we both took our seats and turned towards Noel.

“I’ve briefed Lina on her role. And let her know she’ll be helping you out on the exciting new project,” Noel said.

“Mr. Hinson tells me you are a wonderful mentor, John.”

The following half hour flew by. After asking Lina to introduce her background, Noel outlined what he expected from me. Having already been inducted, Noel suggested Lina shadow me for the first fortnight. That would enable her to meet all the right people and ask questions in private. A watch and learn approach was typical for new hires. But generally, the mentor got a little time off for good behavior.

“Lina will stay at the Edgewood apartments for the next few weeks, while she searches for longer term accommodation,” Noel said.

“I live nearby. If you need any local knowledge, I’m happy to share.”

“Lina’s not driving yet, so I’ve been giving her a ride. But my hours aren’t overly convenient,” Noel said.

Okay. What did I just learn? Zoe mentioned Lina was hand-picked by Noel. He picks her up and drops her off. And to my eye, the two of them appear very comfortable in each other’s presence. More than would develop from a single twenty-minute drive. Are they related?

“I’ll be traveling a lot over the next six weeks. How should we handle that?” I asked.

“Lina will shadow you. Both at the office and anywhere else you go.”

“Remember, we have the Air Bavaria project team visiting us next week.”

“Yes, I know, John. Do you speak German, Spanish, French and Italian?”

“No, sir. I don’t,” I replied.

“Not to worry. Lina is fluent in all of them, and a few other languages, too.”

“Then, let’s get going, Lina. I have a kick-off meeting to prepare for,” I said.

As I stood to leave, Noel shook my hand. But his greeting towards Lina surprised me more than a little.

“See you tonight,” Lina said, reaching forward and kissing Noel on either cheek.

Of course, Noel reciprocated. He was only human. But the kiss wasn’t what I’d call a family kiss. It seemed more sensual. I held the door open to let Lina walk out first. Noel grabbed me by the arm and pulled me back.

“I’m trusting you will take care of Lina. But there’s something I need to tell you about her.”

“What’s that, sir?”

As I spoke, Noel’s phone rang. It was Werner, the Chief Marketing Officer of Air Bavaria.

“Yes, Werner. I’ll make the arrangements,” Noel said, signaling me to leave and close the door.

With Lina waiting outside, attracting random introductions, and Noel likely to be tied up for half an hour at least, I headed back to my desk. I’d raise the conversation with Noel again sometime later.

All eyes in the office were trained on Lina and me as we walked. She remained a yard behind me. And yes, perhaps all eyes were merely on Lina. I couldn’t be sure. But with half an hour before the Project Paella kick-off meeting, I was too pushed for time to overthink things. Thankfully, the desk behind mine had been cleared for Lina.

“I need half an hour to prepare for the kick-off, Lina. Keep reading these briefing documents,” I said, handing over two blue folders.

That thirty minutes proved pivotal. I color-coded my list of questions in line with the meeting agenda. Cost codes, travel bookings and missing milestones were all on my radar. At one time, I turned to ask Lina a question. Two guys sat on her desk edge, introducing themselves. While becoming part of the team was important, Noel’s words echoed in my ears. Set Lina up for success. I made a note to reinforce office professionalism during our next team meeting.

The Project Paella kick-off meeting went without a hitch. Our most experienced project manager, Nigel, had been tasked with company-wide delivery. He brought broad airline knowledge to the project. In fact, all significant projects undertaken over the previous ten years had Nigel running point. And he had compiled a talented and robust team around him. Testament to his experience. All of my questions were answered, allowing me to focus on making things happen. Lina held herself professionally throughout the meeting. And even conversed in Spanish with our Mexican born ground crew leader.

As Wednesday came to a close, my fellow office workers filed out the door in the hour after 5:30 pm. Finally, after completing my first draft of the marketing and communications plan, it was time to leave. Only Noel’s office light disturbed the darkness. The cleaners had come and gone, extinguishing lights ceremonially as they completed their activity.

“I think it’s time to call it a day,” I said, before packing for home.

As Lina put her laptop away, I couldn’t help but notice how perfectly presented she remained. When I saw my reflection in the restroom mirror, I appeared like a mad professor. My hair stuck up in tufts, while sweat soaked my armpits and thighs. But Lina appeared like she’d just showered and dressed for the day. How she managed that, I had no clue.

“I’ll see you bright and early in the morning, then,” I said.

I walked Lina to Noel’s office. But he was nowhere to be seen. The lights were on, but nobody was home. And a missing overnight bag meant only one thing. He was gone for the day.

“He’s on his way to Munich,” I said, after messaging his assistant.

“Can you direct me to the bus?”

“Don’t be silly. I’m going straight past your apartment.”

The twenty-minute drive proved uneventful. In fact, it was harder getting out of the parking lot than dealing with what traffic remained. But the ride gave me the chance to speak with Lina off-the-record. It turned out my instincts were right. She’d recently left a successful modeling career and returned to her first love, marketing. Something she’d studied before her modeling took off. And now she was keen to establish a career and move forward quickly. And with all the right assets, I could see her doing exactly that. Although, why she chose Atlanta still perplexed me.


CHAPTER FOUR


IN NOEL’S ABSENCE, I took the initiative and ferried Lina to and from work. At least until he returned to Atlanta. At 5:30 am on the dot, I buzzed Lina’s apartment.

“I’ll be down in a moment, John,” Lina said, before the intercom switched off.

The clip-clopping of stilettos on concrete started ten seconds before the door opened.

“Are you ready for day two?” I asked, turning to see Lina’s bright smile.

“I’m ready and excited to learn.”

I gestured for Lina to go ahead. She knew my car from the previous night and promptly moved down the path in that direction. Letting her go ahead of me also gave me the opportunity to check out her outfit. Definitely not something I would regularly see at Southeast Airlines.

Lina wore a black cable knit woolen sweater on top of an oversized white shirt. The white collar, folded up cuffs and a three-inch hem framed the sweater. Making it pop. A pair of black leather pants sat under the white shirt, while a pair of black four-inch stiletto ankle boots completed the outfit perfectly. Lina’s hair sat completely flat, almost flowing down to her backside. Her makeup appeared more dramatic, emphasizing her key assets, those incredible eyes and delightful pouty lips.

“Let me get that,” I said, moving past Lina and opening the passenger side door.

“Well, it’s nice to see you have gentlemen here in America.”

I assumed she was being friendly. As in no world could I fathom, she hadn’t had a door opened for her since arriving in America.

“Is what I’m wearing office appropriate, John? I’ve got limited clothes until my shipment arrives.”

I felt like telling Lina to forget about work clothes and wear her modeling clothes from then on. But decided I needed to maintain a professional work relationship.

“I have a friend in HR if you want some feedback,” I said.

“The petite brunette with the Azure blue eyes?”

“That sort of describes Zoe.”

“Is she your girlfriend?” Lina asked.

“No, we’re merely friends.”

“That’s nice to know. She’s not right for you, John.”

I turned the car onto the freeway, opting for silence as I navigated the traffic. Was she glad that I didn’t have a girlfriend? Or rather that Zoe didn’t have a boyfriend? Her comment left me confused.

“Do you think leather pants are office appropriate?” Lina asked.

“I’ve seen others wear them. But they might be a little warm for Atlanta.”

“I’ve yet to acclimatize. But I’ll probably save them for winter when my clothing arrives.”

I tried to keep my eye on the road as Lina crossed and uncrossed her legs a few times, causing the leather pants to squeak each time.

“Don’t you love the feel of leather?” Lina said.

“I’ve never worn it myself.”

“In Germany, where I grew up, men and women commonly wear leather pants.”

My imagination turned to Lina, frolicking in the snow with her leather-clad brothers and sisters.

“I bought them in Milan. The leather is as soft as butter. And they feel exquisite on,” Lina said.

Lina turned towards me. I didn’t react. Instead, I kept both hands on the steering wheel and my eyes straight ahead, wondering if Noel faced the same challenges.

“We’ll be busy again today,” I said, trying to steer the conversation.

“I learned a lot yesterday. That Nigel seemed very knowledgeable.”

For the remaining ten minutes we talked shop. The traffic was light, as we still had an hour before sunrise. I gave Lina the opportunity to quiz me on anything about the prior day. She offered several thoughtful questions. Especially for someone who was inexperienced. At least from a corporate perspective. As I pulled into the parking lot, I took the first available spot. Two spots from the door. I recognized Zoe’s car as I pulled up. She was getting her bag out of the trunk.

I opened the passenger door for Lina. Her long leather clad legs seemed to go on forever. But eventually she stood beside me as I opened the trunk. Pulling Lina’s bag out, I placed it on the ground by her feet, accidentally causing her to trip and bump against my car. Suddenly, I felt something incredibly soft squash my hand against the rear quarter panel. It had me pinned. There was nowhere for me to go. Zoe closed her trunk and glanced over at me. Her face turned ghostly white.

“Isn’t that leather just the softest thing you’ve ever felt?” Lina said, smiling.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to...”

“…it was an accident, John. It’s not like you meant to do that.”

Lina asked me to check for dirt on her pants. Luckily, my hand had prevented anything from transferring across. With Zoe watching like a hawk, I scanned Lina’s backside for dirt, but thankfully avoided brushing anything off.

My phone dinged with an incoming text the moment I switched my laptop on.

“Come and see me in my office,” Zoe messaged.

Oh crap. How was I to explain this one? Especially after she’d been wearing leather pants to the Christmas Party when we’d hooked up. I didn’t have time for this.

“Is it urgent? Can I drop by later in the day?”

I waited as the three dots started, stopped, restarted and eventually disappeared.

“I need to see you now, John.”

I hadn’t even had time to check my emails.

“I’ll be back in five minutes. Check the agenda for the meetings today while I’m gone,” I said.

Unfortunately, Zoe’s office sat across the other side of the office, next to the finance team and training rooms. I dreaded facing the music, so quietly knocked on Zoe’s door.

“Come in, John.”

I felt like a naughty schoolchild waiting for the headmaster.

“Do you know why I’ve called you here?” Zoe asked.

“It’s all a complete misunderstanding.”

“What, you manhandling your co-worker, or her getting out of your car in the first place?”

“It was hardly manhandling. She accidentally pinned my hand against the car with her ass.”

“Is that the way you want it written up?” Zoe asked.

“Has she complained? She can’t have or she’d be here.”

“Not if I was merely verifying the facts, John.”

“Yes, Lina tripped and pinned my hand to the car with her ass. It was an accident, and it won’t happen again.”

“John, I will not make an official report. Not unless Lina comes forward. But I have a professional obligation to call certain things out when I see them. And you have form.”

“Can I go now, Zoe?”

“Lina is an important hire. And I’m under as much pressure as you to make this work.”

“I know she’s attractive, Zoe. But you don’t need to worry.”

Zoe shook her head and gave me her ‘I mean business’ stare.

“The issue isn’t with Lina’s appearance. Just be careful. There’s more to her than meets the eye.”

“What do you mean, Zoe? She seems lovely.”

“I work in HR, so I can’t say anymore. Just be careful and don’t overstep the mark with her.”

As I wandered back to my office, my mind ticked over. There seemed to be something between Noel and Lina. Stealing the boss’ girl wasn’t a great career path move. But then again, Lina seemed quite impressed by Zoe. She couldn’t be one of those diversity hires, could she? And I can’t see Zoe changing teams for a graduate. No matter how hot she was. I’d always considered her capable of sleeping her way to the top. But never the bottom, and she didn’t seem interested in the fairer sex. Something made little sense. But I simply didn’t have the bandwidth to worry about it.


PART TWO


CHAPTER FIVE


“LINA, ARE YOU able to book a meeting room for 4:00 pm this afternoon?” I asked.

“Sure, I’ll do it now.”

“Ask Cindy to help you. But make sure the room can comfortably hold a dozen people and is video enabled.”

As Lina headed off with my assistant, I pulled together a few slides for the meeting. With invites in place, all we needed was to update invitees with room details.

As I reviewed the slides, the enormity of the project occurred to me. Not only was I part of a twelve-person cross-business team led by Nigel, but that my team alone contained another dozen members. Multiply that out and I estimated over a hundred Southeast Airlines team members were part of this major project. And that was merely to get it off the ground. If successful, each team member would work on the project for the following two years. And Southeast Airlines would look quite different by the end.

Lina and Cindy were back within fifteen minutes. Cindy not only introduced Lina to the meeting room booking system, she physically showed her how to use the technology in each of the key meeting rooms. Something that I’d yet to master.

“Are you familiar with ‘Microsoft Project’, Lina?”

“Sure, what do you need?”

Almost instantly, my shadow had transitioned into a capable second pair of hands. I wanted updates to a project schedule, and received back the file, plus a slide for the kick-off presentation. Lina seemed to anticipate my every need as quickly as I realized it myself. With the room booked, an updated invitation sent out, and a presentation ready to go, I was prepared for the meeting with an hour to spare.

Once the presentation went out to attendees, the buzz across the marketing team escalated. Until this point, a high-level email from Noel was the only information shared. I noticed groups of two or three invitees form and break off to hold mini pre-meetings. I’d asked them to come prepared with questions. Quickly, I began to worry that I hadn’t allocated enough time. But Noel demanded energy. And I was delivering in spades.

“Are you able to manage the presentation while I run the meeting, Lina?”

“Sure, but what about the minutes?”

“Have a chat with Cindy. Either bring her in or get her to set you up to take them.”

“Will do, John,” Lina said, heading off to see Cindy again.

I made a note to chat to Cindy later in the week. Just to gauge how Lina’s interactions with her were going. Cindy was a gun. But she would call anyone out that wasn’t up to the task. Including me, occasionally.

“Are you ready, Lina?”

“Everything is in place. Cindy has mandatory HR training. But she’s set me up with everything I need.”

Lina led me to the meeting room. I was so preoccupied I barely noticed her strutting along in front of me. Unlike the remainder of the office, who seemed to down tools and watch intently until she was out of sight. I’d allowed fifteen minutes of preparation time in the room. To ensure everything was ready and working correctly. First impressions would be everything. Once in the room, Lina switched on the technology, previewed the video and presentation, and had copies of key documents ready and waiting. Ah, that gave me a few minutes to breathe.

Surprisingly, the attendees filed in promptly, allowing me to commence the meeting ahead of time. Well, only a minute, but it impressed all present. I started by introducing the callers on the video link. With our loyalty program team members based across town, a conference-call made the most sense. I then introduced those in the room. Finally, I introduced Lina and tabled apologies from Noel and Cindy. With formalities out of the way, it was time to dig in.

Most of the attendees had a concept of the challenge, but everyone sighed when the date of that first flight to Valencia appeared on the screen. The loyalty team reminded me that their independent board needed to approve any external communications. And that they wanted to promote this opportunity heavily to their membership. The advertising team reminded me of the lead time in booking media slots, be it television, magazines or outdoor media. Just when the questions started piling on, Lina pulled up the project schedule. I ran through the timings, allowing all present to understand this hadn’t been put together on a whim.

“Now that you have an overview, can I ask that you submit any questions and I’ll answer them within forty-eight hours?” I said.

“How do you want them to be submitted?” The loyalty head asked.

“We’ve set up a project mailbox. Here’s the address,” Lina interjected, pulling up a slide I hadn’t seen.

Twelve people in the room and on the conference-call noted the address. The silence was a welcome reprieve.

“I’ll send out the minutes of this meeting and future invitations from that account. So, you’ll have the link,” Lina said.

Unexpectedly, a calmness fell across the room.

“Now, in the week ahead, we’ve got a pile of work to do. But most importantly, the marketing team from Air Bavaria will visit us at the start of next week. If you can’t make it, as with our progress meetings, please send a delegate. But pressing the flesh with our partners is a critical step,” I said.

“I’ve sent out three meeting invites for the next week. Please advise asap if you can’t attend,” Lina said.

A flurry of accepts came through with only a single tentative response.

“With that, welcome to Project Paella. Now let’s get this thing cooking,” I said.

A loud beep signaled the conference-call had ended. While the others in the room filed out. The project had kicked off. Now we simply needed to deliver.

The first of the Air Bavaria conference-calls took place at midnight on Thursday evening at their request. Noel joined the Air Bavaria team for the initial call, while I ran the meeting from the Southeast Airlines end. Dealing with Air Bavaria proved more challenging than I expected. Quite often, and for no apparent reason, the team on the conference-call would speak German. Leaving me completely in the dark. Thankfully, Lina translated everything being said into English on a notepad beside me. Little did our new partners know that their private conversations were being understood. But it did prove insightful.

The Air Bavaria team appeared nervous about our ability to pull the partnership off. They cited concerns like cultural insensitivity and goal alignment as possible challenges. While Noel and his equivalent appeared to get along brilliantly, the language barriers and time zone challenges seemed destined to put stress on the partnership. And without seamless communications and strong combined marketing, the arrangement could fail. And quickly. It appeared that Karl, the marketing lead, and Elke, the communications lead, weren’t yet onboard. Something I noted before our upcoming face-to-face meeting.


CHAPTER SIX


AFTER A LATE night conference-call, I felt less than game-ready on Friday morning. I’d arranged to pickup Lina at 8:00 am in order that both of us could get enough sleep to function. Unfortunately, the meeting played over and over in my head most of the night. Making sleep shallow and brief, with extended periods of wakefulness in between. When I saw myself in the mirror, after taking my shower, I appeared as lousy as I felt. Not something anybody wanted to see. Still, I got dressed and drove the half mile to Lina’s apartment on time.

Within ten seconds of me buzzing Lina’s apartment, I heard footsteps descend a flight of stairs. As the door opened, I needed to pinch myself. Lina looked as fresh as at any time I’d seen her. Not one hair was out of place. Not a single crease was visible in her clothing. And her makeup job was either professionally done, or she wasn’t sleep deprived. I blinked to do a double-take before Lina walked past me and headed towards the car. It was only as I followed her that her outfit became apparent. A simple black long-sleeved shirt, see through in all the appropriate places, was paired with a black leather skirt. A pair of black, four-inch stiletto ankle boots with bright red soles completed the outfit perfectly. I followed along the path in a trance.

“Why are you staring at me like that?” Lina asked.

“Sorry, I’m just a little tired from yesterday.”

“I was worried I’d missed the memo. It’s casual Friday, isn’t it?”

“Yes, what you are wearing is perfect. I’m just a little off my game today. I’ll come up to speed once I’ve had my first coffee, Lina.”

Once in the car, and with apologies out of the way, I drove towards the office.

“You did really well yesterday. I can’t believe you’ve only been with us a couple of days.”

“First impressions are important, John. And you only get one chance.”

“Well, you even impressed Cindy. And that takes quite some talent.”

My mind wandered through all the things I needed to get accomplished during the day. Our next challenge was the Air Bavaria site visit. And we were already struggling to impress Karl and Elke. All accommodation was booked. I’d chosen The American Hotel, the most comfortable accommodation in downtown Atlanta. And a hotel that was experienced at hosting foreign guests. It’s where sports stars, musicians, and celebrities stayed when visiting Atlanta. I hoped it would meet the needs of Karl, Elke, and their team.

Unused to the late morning traffic, I almost ‘came a cropper’ a couple of times. Once was when Lina crossed her legs as I pulled out of the apartment parking lot, and once when she adjusted her leather skirt just before our freeway exit. But we survived and made it into the office by 8:30 am.

“The night shift has arrived,” Stuart said, as I walked past his desk.

Unsure whether his comment related to the conference-call the night before or as a dig at my 8:30 am start, I ignored him.

Opening my laptop, an empty agenda for the three-day meeting with Air Bavaria, stared back at me. With accommodation and transport booked, dinners were next to sort out.

“What do German people eat, Cindy?” I asked.

“Don’t ask me. Ask Lina.”

“German food,” Lina replied.

“But we’re in Atlanta, in the USA. What do they eat here?”

“Doesn’t matter where they travel, John. Germans eat German food.”

“Surely, they eat something else.”

“That’s highly unlikely.”

With no idea where to even start looking, Lina took the initiative.

“Leave it to me,” Lina said.

“Okay, but they’ll be here for two nights. And there are eight coming in total.”

“Consider it sorted, boss.”

Lina quietly turned back to her laptop and started tapping away. As she made the first phone call, my attention shifted towards the vacant agenda. From the notes of the kick-off meeting and initial conference-call, I developed a high-level structure for the three days. Then, I drilled-down to create objectives and outcomes for each of the individual sessions. Within thirty minutes, I felt comfortable with how the plan was coming together.

Given the flight arrival times, lack of suitable meeting rooms, and time difference, the first two days would be hosted at The American Hotel. That also kept travel time down for our loyalty program team members, too. Day three would be hosted at the Southeast Airlines offices, making drop off at the airport simple at the end of the third day. I noticed Lina chat quickly to Cindy before joining me at my desk.

“How did you go with the dinners, Lina?” I asked.

“All sorted, John.”

I’d come to trust Lina’s instincts, especially where our overseas guests were concerned. Still, I glanced across at Cindy, who gave me a thumbs up.

“Your feedback on the plan is welcome.”

“Did you consider bringing our guests to the office on the way to the hotel?” Lina asked.

“I did, but was concerned about losing too much time out of the day.”

As I spoke, Noel’s parting words echoed in my head. ‘Business is about people and relationships. The doing can come later.’

“Excellent suggestion. Cindy, can you arrange for the Executive Committee to do a meet and greet in the Boardroom?”

Lina made a few more minor suggestions. But the outcomes remained focused and unchanged. I’d spent time listening to all parties prior to structuring the session. And had nailed the details.

“Thanks for your input, Lina. I am impressed with your judgement.”

Lina didn’t smile or react emotionally.

“You needed little help. But sometimes it’s valuable to have someone around with a helicopter view,” Lina said.

“Your experience with Europeans is already proving to be valuable. Feel free to steer me, a little, if needed.”

I heard an audible gasp emanate from Cindy’s desk.

For the rest of the morning, I socialized the ever-expanding plan with each of my team members. No major changes were needed, as the kick-off meeting and conference-call had provided a solid overview of everybody’s needs.

“The Executive Committee is locked in, as is the Boardroom,” Cindy said. “And Noel has offered to conference-call in as needed.”

With things under control, I caught up with Zoe and Stuart for coffee. It was the fifth of many that day. I brought the meeting forward because of the impending visit.

“Wow, your exciting news was a new mandatory HR policy. You must be proud, Zoe,” Stuart said.

“We’ll be…” Zoe said.

“…we know. We sat through every excruciating second of the one-hour long training,” Stuart interjected.

“At least my news was exciting,” I said.

“You’re right. That Lina is the talk of the office,” Stuart said.

“Not that…” I said.

“…he’s just toying with you,” Zoe interjected.

“Well, the new project is going brilliant. Thanks for asking,” I said.

“It’d want to be. The top floor of The American Hotel is costing us a bomb,” Stuart said.

“Our German guests have certain expectations,” I said.

“Have you been to Germany before?” Stuart asked.

Zoe walked back to my office with me. Apparently, she had a meeting with her boss.

“You and Lina seem quite close,” Zoe said.

“I can assure you that I’m keeping it one hundred percent professional.”

“You’d better keep things that way. She’s our first diversity hire.”


CHAPTER SEVEN


ZOE’S COMMENT ECHOED in my head all Friday night. What did she mean by diversity hire? Sure, I’d sat through her one-hour training session, but that told me nothing specific. All it did was open up all sorts of possibilities that kept me from sleeping well that night. Did she mean Lina was disabled? Perhaps she was deaf in one ear. Although her hearing seemed perfect to me. Much like everything else. Or was she suggesting that Lina was batting for the other team? I’d met a number of lesbians and worked alongside many more. But Lina didn’t strike me as a girl’s girl.

Waking early with my mind still spinning, I got dressed and headed out for a run. Exercise was my stress management technique of choice. One that helped me clear my head and stop me overthinking. Leaving home, I headed one mile north until I reached Freedom Park. At 7:00 am I wasn’t the only one out exercising, but with two hundred acres of parkland, bumping elbows with fellow crazies wasn’t an issue. Heading west, I sprinted towards The Carter Centre. Pushing myself to eke out every last ounce of nervous energy from my body.

Heading south, I took my favorite trail, albeit at a gentler pace. With my phone blasting my bangers’ playlist, I settled into a solid three-quarter pace. Fresh, crisp air filled my lungs as I focused on nothing but my stride. That was until I felt a tap on my shoulder.

“Hi John, fancy seeing you here,” Lina said.

“Hey Lina, I’m sorry I was miles away.”

“Looks like I’ve found the right place to run.”

“I come down here most days. This park goes on forever.”

“Perhaps we could run together sometime.”

“I’d like that. Although I prefer running much earlier in the morning.”

Lina dressed in a black spandex cropped tank top with matching shorts. Even after working up quite a sweat, she appeared cool and composed.

“I’m heading back home. See you Monday,” Lina said.

After a brief wave, Lina took off to the east while I continued south. Her long, blonde hair bounced back and forth, catching the light and then letting it go again. Her gait was pro-level, while her body could only be described as svelte.

My mind suddenly filled with thoughts of Lina again. What had started as a mind clearer turned into a sound loop. What diversity could she represent? I turned my music up in the hope that Angus Young’s guitar work could block out any self-talk. Each time I spotted a woman running near me, my mind forced me to check her out to ensure she wasn’t Lina. Arriving home, I jumped in the shower and splashed cold water over myself. While it shocked me into action, thoughts of Lina remained.

After breakfast, I relaxed for a few minutes by reading the paper. I also checked the Internet for any mentions of Southeast Airlines or our new partner, Air Bavaria. While there was nothing interesting enough to spend five minutes reading, I did spot Noel in a photo at a celebration of Air Bavaria’s fiftieth year. I couldn’t remember seeing him wear a tuxedo before, although the fit made me think it may have been rented. After working on a grocery list, I headed out to the local grocery store to complete the weekly shop.

The grocery store was quiet when I arrived. Sort of between the peak Saturday morning rush and the peak Saturday afternoon rush. Given the imminent arrival of our international visitors on Monday, the shop was more a top up than a full shop. Heading down the fruit and vegetable aisle, I spotted an attractive girl in front of me. She wore a white dress that hugged her toned body perfectly. Black shoulder straps held the dress nice and high, although each time she reached, her white panties became visible. I tried to focus elsewhere, but found it hard not to notice her long, toned legs. Especially given the cute white ankle boots she was wearing.

As I moved past her in the aisle, I got the shock of my life.

“Hello again, stranger. Are you stalking me?” Lina said.

Oh crap. I’d just spent ten minutes ogling Lina.

“Oh, hi Lina. Fancy seeing you here.”

Even as the words left my mouth, I felt embarrassed about what I’d said.

“I wanted to get some snacks for our visitors,” Lina said, pointing to a series of German treats in her basket.

“Keep the receipt and we’ll reimburse you. Do you want to put them in my car?”

“I was a little worried about how I’d get them to the office.”

I ended up with four bags of German treats in the trunk of my car for the rest of the weekend.

After unpacking the groceries, I considered getting takeaway for dinner. But having bumped into Lina twice already during the day, I decided to have a quiet night at home. Not that watching television stopped me from thinking about Lina. How could that perfect woman be a diversity hire? I Googled the subject and found a list of possibilities. Could it be a physical disability? Everything about Lina screamed perfection to me. And how would a successful model who spoke a dozen languages have a physical or intellectual disability?

Finally, I settled on the fact that Lina was German. That had to be it. Nothing else made sense. With that sorted, at least in my mind, I drifted off to sleep. After a restless sleep the night before, an early night was on the cards. Well, after I’d wiped the images of Lina’s running outfit from my mind. And there was only one way to do that. The good old-fashioned way. After cleaning up the mess, I settled in for a solid eight hours.

Sunday morning, I awoke with the daylight. Another beautiful day in paradise. How I’d lived as long in the north of the country, I couldn’t fathom. But Sunday morning meant one thing. Time to head to the gym. I ran the half mile in order to warm up a little. Sunday morning was virtually devoid of gym users. As usual. I settled in and started my circuit, focusing on my upper body.

“Would you be able to spot me?” A voice behind me asked.

I turned to see Lina standing behind me with a huge smile.

Lina wore a black spandex bikini bra that highlighted her shoulders, six-pack and cleavage all at the same time. A low-rise pair of black spandex active-wear pants showed just enough navel and hugged every toned muscle in her bottom half. I needed to turn away and adjust myself as soon as my reps were completed.

“Sure, Lina. Just let me finish two more reps.”

“I can assure you I haven’t been given a copy of your diary.”

“This is the best gym in town. Why wouldn’t you be here?”

For the next half an hour, we chatted and spotted each other. For an ex-model, Lina proved surprisingly strong.


PART THREE


CHAPTER EIGHT


BY THE TIME Monday morning came, my mind was full of new images of Lina. One’s entailing Lina wearing body hugging workout gear. Not something that helped me sleep Sunday night. But when the alarm sounded at 5:00 am Monday morning, it was go-time. And I needed to be on my game. After shaving, showering and doing the third ‘sh’ thing, I dressed. For some reason, I picked out my lucky socks and tie. Not that I figured I needed them. But some habits are hard to break.

Spot on 6:00 am, I pushed Lina’s doorbell.

“I’ll be right down,” Lina said, as efficiently as ever.

Any lingering images of Lina in active wear were instantly dismissed the second Lina opened the door. She wore a black long-sleeved Angora cardigan buttoned only enough to cover her bra and navel. A gray plaid mini-skirt hugged every hip curve and made it difficult not to check out her ass. Black four-inch stiletto knee boots completed the outfit perfectly.

“Are you ready for the big day?” Lina asked.

“This is what we’ve been planning for. Three fun-filled days and nights with our new European friends.”

“I gather they’ll be late nights.”

“Depends how the days go. But I’d hope that’s the case.”

The trip through town was quiet. Traffic didn’t start to build in Atlanta until 7:00 am. In no time, we were on Interstate 75 and heading out of town towards the airport. I ran through the plan for the day in my head while blasting the crisp morning air into my face. Cindy met us at the car. She and Lina headed off to handle our visitor’s luggage while I hurried to the gate. Arriving just as the airplane landed, I straightened my tie and kept focus on the disembarking passengers. I’d seen our German visitors on the conference-calls, but in real life people were either way smaller than you imagined or… holy cow.

Karl appeared first. It was impossible to miss his shock of platinum blonde hair and piercing blue eyes. While he would have stood three inches shorter than me at around 6ft 1in, he would have outweighed me on the scales. Due entirely to a chiseled physique that belied his years. Even his face appeared muscular, with a broad jaw and thick neck any weight-lifter would be proud of. And he didn’t hide that physique under a bushel. Karl wore a simple white t-shirt under a black satin jacket with skinny jeans and lace up black boots, similar to those a boxer would wear.

“Hi Karl, I hope your flight was smooth and uneventful,” I said, reaching out my hand.

Karl proceeded to pull out a notebook and give me a twenty-point review of the Southeast Airlines service.

“I’ll ask my assistant, Cindy, to type up your feedback,” I said.

Thankfully, more of the Air Bavaria team walked out closely behind Karl.

“Are all your team here?” I asked.

“We are waiting for Elke to take an urgent call.”

“Nothing serious, I hope.”

“We’ll find out when she returns.”

The four members of Karl’s team encircled him, asking him question after question in German. I had no way of knowing what they were discussing without Lina.

“Where should we collect our luggage?” Karl asked.

“My assistant is arranging for your luggage to meet us at our office.”

Suddenly, Karl and his team turned to my right. It seemed Elke had dealt with the problem and was ready to proceed.

Elke appeared more striking in person, too. Like Karl, she was tall, approaching forty and strongly built, but that’s where the similarities ended. Elke possessed dark brown eyes and long black hair that curled its way to her elbows. She wore a figure hugging red and black top with a black leather jacket zipped high over the top. A black leather mini-skirt, patterned black stockings and black four-inch block heeled ankle boots finished off the ensemble. One thing was clear. Neither Karl nor Elke were attempting to blend in.

“Hi Elke, I hope you had a pleasant flight,” I said, reaching out my hand.

Even Elke’s handshake was firm. Not quite as firm as Karl’s, but well above my expectations.

“It was pleasant enough. Thank you.”

I waited for the elaboration and list of feedback, but it didn’t come.

“Please follow me to the transfer vehicle,” I said, before turning and leading the German contingent towards the exit.

With immigration sorted in New York, I led the team directly to the transport. Both Karl and Elke spent the ten-minute walk speaking on their phones. I tried to speak to one of their team but gave up when their English ended after ‘good morning’. My first impressions highlighted a ton of relationship building was needed.

Lina waited for us at the transfer vehicle. A limousine seemed too pretentious, so a ten-seater van stood by the curb. As Karl and Elke’s teams piled into the vehicle, I introduced Lina to Karl and Elke. From the first interaction, Elke perked up upon meeting Lina. She put down her phone and chatted away for the entire trip to the office. Perhaps Lina was the Elke whisperer? We sure needed one if first impressions were any guide. Only time would tell.

Upon arriving at the office, Cindy met us at the door and wrangled everyone into the boardroom. I’d told Cindy we’d introduce the Executive Committee once our visitors were seated and had refreshments. Elke and Lina didn’t join us initially. I assumed Lina had shown Elke to the restrooms. It made sense after a three-hour trip. But as drinks were served and our visitors said no to any snacks, at least fifteen minutes went by before Lina and Elke joined us. And laughing and physical contact weren’t the only noticeable changes.

I looked closely at Elke. Sure, she’d touched up her makeup. But her long, flowing hair sat differently. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but there was definitely something different. And her jacket was unzipped, showing a white silk blouse. Was that what she was wearing when she landed? Perhaps she had a spare in her bag. But surely it would have been crumpled. Unless she had some secret way of transporting clothing. I turned to Lina, whose face appeared flushed and whose hair was similarly ruffled. Something didn’t make sense. Although Elke’s mood had certainly improved.

Elke insisted Lina sit beside her. And even poured her a drink. Wow, she’d sure made a positive impression on our international guests. Even Karl seemed quite friendly with Lina, once Elke had whispered something in his ear. The improved demeanor continued throughout the Executive Committee meet and greet. Karl turned his charm up to overdrive as he met smiling face after smiling face. Sitting back, my job was to ensure nothing ran off the rails. But after thirty minutes of handshakes, speeches and discussions, the time had come to head for the hotel.


CHAPTER NINE


WE’D HIRED THE ten-seater van for the full three days. Much to Stuart’s disapproval. That made transferring the team to the hotel quick and easy. The American Hotel was part of the Hilton chain. And provided the best option in Atlanta for international guests. The ambience, languages spoken and food were renowned for being international guest friendly. And according to the management, German guests were a common occurrence. As were celebrities like actors, sportsmen and musicians, although we weren’t anticipating any brushes with fame during the stay.

Elke again kept Lina close during the ride to the hotel. And they hardly stopped chatting and laughing along the way. Only this time, Karl was also engaged. Something I’d yet to see since he arrived. With no better approach, I kept a close eye on things but didn’t intervene. At first, I assumed Elke must have picked Lina’s accent. Having a German speaking local would explain a lot. But when I asked Lina, she confirmed that wasn’t the case. Our secret was safe.

After a brief delay, during which our visitors were assigned room keys, Cindy led the team to the meeting room. Our home away from home for the following two days, the fourth-floor boardroom included a large U-shaped table with seating for sixteen. Even with the ebb and flow of our team members, this provided ample room for all. A series of break out areas allowed for smaller working groups. While floor to ceiling windows provided half the attendees with views across downtown Atlanta.

“Take a seat wherever you feel comfortable.” I said as we entered the meeting room.

Karl instantly spoke to his team in German, prompting them to all sit with their backs against the window. I commenced the session by outlining the agenda for the three days before introducing our team and roles. Karl then took over, and after thanking us for hosting, introduced his team. It turned out that all the Air Bavaria team spoke English. Something that I found difficult to fathom.

Our loyalty club team members arrived within five minutes of us settling in. A quick meet and greet was followed by another formal welcome. While the loyalty program was aligned to Southeast Airlines, it operated independently. A common situation in the aviation world. But with all welcomes and introductions complete, we settled in for a two-hour session aimed at outlining how both airline’s loyalty programs would promote and support the new partnership. Thankfully, Lina sat by my side throughout the session, making notes as necessary. As several times, the Air Bavaria team broke into German during the session. While Karl and Elke failed to crack a smile throughout the session, they seemed happy enough with the outcomes.

“How do you think things are going?” I asked Lina, as the team filed out of the meeting room, following Cindy to the private function room.

“The team are happy we covered everything. But are still quite skeptical about the cultural challenges.”

“Well, hopefully they’ll feel better with a full stomach.”

“What’s on the menu? German food I hope,” Lina said.

“The hotel told Cindy they’ve got it covered.”

“And what does that mean?”

“We’re about to find out, aren’t we?”

The private function room was a short walk from the meeting room. And we passed a couple of restrooms along the way. Within fifteen minutes, about a dozen ravenous people sat around a beautifully dressed table waiting for a feast to remember. Our visitors occupied one side of the table, with their eyes towards the Atlanta skyline this time. Lina and Cindy flanked me while our other team members filled the gaps. Elke sat opposite Lina, and at one time, accidentally bumped feet with her. Lina smiled politely, while Elke’s smile felt way more personal.

I heard an audible grunt of disappointment emanate from Lina when the servers arrived.

“Gnocchi or salmon, sir,” the server asked.

I felt stares of disillusionment drill into me from across the table.

“Is there a salad?” Elke asked.

“Sure, Greek or Waldorf?” the server replied.

“Do you have a Garden Salad?” Elke asked.

“That’s not on the menu,” the server replied.

“Could you bring five Garden Salads for our guests?” I asked.

“Garden Salads aren’t on the menu,” the server said.

“Leave it to me,” Cindy said, before getting up and disappearing out the door.

“Is there any main course you’d prefer?” I asked.

“The Garden Salads will be fine,” Karl said.

That lunch proved one of the more painful meals I’d attended. There was little interaction across the table, and we walked away for a full afternoon meeting agenda as flat as a tack. The only excitement appeared to be between Elke and Lina, who kept bumping legs and apologizing.

“Would you like to swap spots?” I asked, after the third apology.

“Sorry, boss. It won’t happen again.”

Even the walk back to the meeting room seemed like a chore after that lunch. Sure, my marketing team members filled their bellies, but our visitors had little more than water and lettuce during the forty-five-minute break. I was not looking forward to hosting an afternoon of discussions after that disaster. But I had little option.

“Can I borrow your car keys, John?” Lina asked.

Without thinking, I handed them over.

“This afternoon, we will be running through the joint communications plan for the Valencia launch,” I said.

A look of exhaustion flowed across our international visitors. With a six-hour time difference, I could see our visitors starting to wilt. Then we had to cover something structured and detailed. Not a positive mix at all. As I peered down at my notes, trying to find anything I could use to energize the attendees, Lina walked in.

“We thought you might like some familiar snacks,” Lina said, throwing four bags of German snack foods onto the table.

Elke instantly grabbed for the Haribo Gummies and handed them around. Karl opened a pack of Paprika Chips. Other popular items included Currywurst, Kartoffelpuffer and Weisswurst. Almost instantly, the energy in the room lifted. Cindy requested some bowls and plates, prompting Lina to create a snacking feast for the ages. And when Lina ordered Bavarian Coffees for our guests, the mood swing was complete.

The afternoon session feared much better than I’d expected. We successfully completed everything on the agenda and relationships across the table thawed. Although one appeared not to need to do so. Elke’s right foot sat between Lina’s feet, and I could have sworn I saw her boot slide up Lina’s calf more than once. But perhaps I was mistaken, as I really had complete focus on the discussion.

“Dinner will start at 7:00 pm in the private function room,” I said.

You could literally hear the oxygen leave the room.

Lina leant across and whispered in my ear.

“Sorry, I was referring to the wrong notes. I’ll hand over to Lina for the details,” I said.

“We have a special treat for you tonight. We’ll be getting back on the bus and traveling five minutes up the road. We think our Southeast Airlines team should experience a genuine German feast.”

The energy in the room lifted instantaneously. Even our team members were excited about experiencing something new. And starting to understand the international culture. With an hour before dinner, everyone scattered.

“Are you ready to head off, Lina?” I asked.

“I’ll meet you back here at 7:00 pm.”

“I can wait if you like. I’m in no hurry.”

“There’s no need, John.”

With that, Lina walked across to Elke and jumped into the elevator with her. Both were giggling, and Elke appeared rather handsy. Wow, it appeared Lina was taking international relationships to a whole new level.


CHAPTER TEN


I SPENT THE following hour with Cindy and the hotel liaison. Unfortunately, without Lina with us, we were still flying in the dark. But we made changes to the menus for the following day, relying on Google rather than inside knowledge. Thankfully, Karl happened to walk past on his way to the bar. With his input, we refined the menu yet again. I shouted Karl a beer to thank him for his valuable advice.

“I’m pleased to see you can adapt. Thinking on your feet is not something Americans are renowned for.”

Spot on 7:00 pm, the elevator dinged signaling an arrival. And out stepped Lina and Elke, laughing and playfully hugging. Elke wore a long red dress with a plunging neckline and a massive split on the right-hand side. A pair of four-inch platform sandals left her standing almost eye to eye with me. Her makeup appeared far more dramatic, and her hair cascaded down her body in loose curls. Lina dressed in a black short dress, with a plunging neckline that almost revealed her navel. The material was shiny with sequins and flapper style frills over a sheer bodice. A pair of four-inch stiletto ankle boots completed the outfit perfectly.

“Have you got this, Lina?” I asked.

“Trust me, boss. Our visitors will have a ball.”

“I’m not expecting you to cross the line for us.”

“I’m more than comfortable with where things are going, John.”

Lina’s five-minute estimate proved accurate. It took us longer to pile into the transit vehicle than it did to drive to the restaurant. But once we got there, the energy lifted to even greater heights. Der Biergarten sat above the Waffle House in the middle of Marietta Street. Massive murals of beer serving wenches and feasting emperors adorned the front walls to the entry. After entering via a massive set of gates, around two dozen steps led up to the road fronting beer garden. Karl and Elke found it difficult to hide their excitement as we ascended the steps. By this stage, Elke had her arm firmly wrapped around Lina’s back. Something Lina didn’t seem to mind.

The aroma of roasting red meat attacked you as you entered the restaurant. I glanced at half-eaten meals as we followed the waitress to a private function area. There were platters of sausages, schnitzels, and meatloaf to our left and right. Along with tankards of beer as far as the eye could see.

“Would you like to start with beer and pretzels?” the waitress asked.

“That would be perfect,” Karl replied.

Excited patrons loudly clinked beer steins and clunked cutlery all around us. And the level of conversation was deafening, especially given the low-volume of the lone accordion player in the corner. The teams actually intermingled slightly while taking their seats, something that pleased me to no end.

“How about you sit between Elke and Karl?” Lina said, as she took a seat on the other side of Elke.

Before I had time to react, the arrangements were set in stone.

“This looks like a happening place. Do you come here often?” Karl said.

Thankfully, Lina fended the question in a manner Karl was happy with.

After four giant pretzels and two steins of beer each had been consumed, the waitress came back for main course orders.

“What would you like to order?” the waitress asked.

“Three platters with a side order of sauerkraut,” Lina interjected.

“And another round of beers,” Karl said.

The conversation flowed with the consumption of more beers. Initially worried about our visitors getting tired, a second and third wind seemed to kick-in with each beer stein consumed.

I spent a solid hour chatting with Karl. For the first time, he opened up and let his hair down.

Shortly after the platters arrived, Elke turned and started chatting to me. Previously, she’d been consumed in deep conversation with Lina. But she suddenly sounded interested in connecting with me.

“That girl of yours is something special, you know,” Elke said.

“I couldn’t have done this without her.”

“I was panicking when I got off the airplane. A steward dropped a bottle of red wine on me right after we took off.”

“I’m sorry, Elke. Please let us take care of that for you.”

“No need to. Lina swapped tops with me in the restroom at your office. And had the blouse cleaned for me during the afternoon.”

Suddenly, the change of outfit and ruffled hair made sense

“She’s such a sweet girl. And very thoughtful,” Elke said.

“I noticed you two getting along well.”

“She’s green, but she’ll be a wonderful asset to your company, John.”

“Yes, she’s proven that already.”

Lina turned to see Elke and me chatting.

“Anything I should be concerned about?” Lina asked.

“We were just admiring your dress,” Elke replied.

“Do you know how much trouble I had to go through to wear this tonight?”

“Because Lina was taking care of my problems, she couldn’t get home,” Elke said.

“Thankfully, Cindy got it couriered over. But I had to dress in Elke’s hotel room.”

“Small price to pay for everything you did for me. But the big question is still to be answered. Lina wanted to impress you tonight…” Elke said.

“…don’t embarrass me,” Lina interrupted.

I sat dumbfounded. Things were moving quickly. I struggled to keep up. So Elke and Lina weren’t an item. Bloody Zoe and her diversity hire. She had me going there. And Lina is trying to impress me. Wow, that wouldn’t take much at all.

“I’m more than suitably impressed. You’ve been amazing today. I would be a complete mess right now if you weren’t here.”

“That’s not the answer, John. Here, I’ll swap seats with you to keep it on the down-low,” Elke said.

Elke stood, prompting me to join her. She held my stare for a few seconds too long before changing seats with me.

“Now, continue with your conversation,” Elke said.

“That’s a very nice dress, Lina.”

“Thank you, John.”

“You can do much better than that,” Elke interjected.

“Lina, you look incredible tonight. As you have every time I’ve seen you.”


PART FOUR


CHAPTER ELEVEN


AFTER LEAVING DER Biergarten with heartfelt thanks expressed towards Lina, we caught the transport back to The American Hotel. Elke and Lina were still as thick as thieves, only this time, something appeared to be the subject of their girly giggles. I couldn’t quite make out what they were saying, but quickly identified Karl or myself as potential subject areas. And I had the feeling they weren’t talking about our minds.

“I’ll wait here for you, Lina,” I said, as our international guests and Lina poured out of the transport vehicle and onto the sidewalk.

“Don’t be silly. She has to get her things from my room,” Elke said.

“You must join us for a nightcap,” Karl added.

I glanced at my watch. Things suddenly made sense. While 2:00 am appeared late to me, it was 8:00 am back in Germany.

“We can’t keep them out all night. There’s so much still to get done,” I quietly whispered into Lina’s ear.

“But isn’t relationship building the number one objective, John?”

Begrudgingly, I followed Karl, Elke and Lina into an elevator headed for the ninth floor.

“Cheer up, sad Sally. You are about to have the night of your life,” Elke said, clutching a handful of my privates.

As the elevator ascended, I noticed Elke move Lina’s hand into the back pocket of my pants. Rather than recoil, Lina appeared quite happy to leave it there, even squeezing my ass cheek and smiling. I felt thankful when the bell dinged and the doors opened, although I did the gentlemanly thing and waited for the ladies to exit first. Karl led us up the hall to Elke’s room. Meanwhile, Elke slid under my right arm, while Lina slid under my left. I got the distinct feeling that a quick stop wasn’t on the agenda.

“I’ll get the champagne,” Karl said, when we reached Elke’s room.

With that, he rushed one door further along and disappeared inside. Meanwhile, Elke removed her key and opened the door to her massive suite, still clutching at my hand as she did. Once inside, the girls joined hands and pulled me into the room. The automatic shutter closed the door behind us.

“Come and see Elke’s view,” Lina said, dragging me to the window.

“Excuse me while I change into something more comfortable,” Elke said, before disappearing into the bathroom.

“This isn’t the kind of relationship I assumed we were building, Lina.”

“Don’t you ever let your hair down?”

Her eyes sparkled in the light coming from the Atlanta skyline. I had to summon all my power not to overstep the mark.

A knock at the door saved me. But it wasn’t the door we’d come in. It was an adjoining room door.

“I’ll get it,” Elke said, sprinting from the bathroom dressed in nothing but a black neglige and high heels.

Only then did I notice what an incredible body Elke possessed.

“I’ve got the champagne,” Karl announced, holding up two magnums and an ice bucket.

“Here, let me take your jacket,” Elke said, pulling it over my shoulders and throwing it on the bed.

Meanwhile, Karl poured four glasses of bubbly and passed them around.

“Did you wrestle in college?” Karl asked. “Let’s clear a space and go a few rounds.”

“I don’t…” I said.

“…John pulled a shoulder muscle at the gym yesterday,” Lina interjected.

While Karl compared his muscles to mine, Lina took Elke into the bathroom. Karl must have consumed a dozen beers before starting on the champagne. In his inebriated state, he became quite the close talker. At times, I could have sworn his lips were less than an inch from mine. But thankfully, that’s where they remained while he enthusiastically told me about his weightlifting career. Suddenly, the absurdly muscular physique made perfect sense. A few minutes later, Lina and Elke returned, hand in hand.

“There’s no point you kids going home tonight. You simply must stay with us,” Elke said.

“I don’t…” I said.

“…that is a lovely offer. We’d love to,” Lina interjected, before whispering something into Elke’s ear.

“Come on Karl. Let’s give these two love birds some alone time,” Elke said, stepping forward and kissing me with venom, before dragging Karl into the adjoining room and locking the door.

My pulse raced at twice its usual speed. I dropped onto the bed and took a series of deep breaths.

“I don’t know how you achieved that. But thank you for everything you’ve done today.”

“You just need to understand who you are dealing with,” Lina said, joining me on the bed.

“Can I be honest with you?” I said, prompting Lina to nod. “That dress has been driving me wild all night.”

Lina moved her lips to within an inch of mine. That was the signal I’d been waiting for. I slowly leaned forward and softly kissed her mesmerizing lips before pulling back.

“I’m sorry. That was unprofessional, Lina.”

Lina reached her hand out and pulled my head towards hers. The second our lips touched, her tongue parted my lips and pushed ferociously into every nook and cranny.

Lina quickly unbuttoned my shirt before continuing down and removing my belt. The zipper stood no chance of remaining closed, what with pressure from within and Lina’s skillful hands. Almost without thinking, I stood and let my clothes pool about me. Lina remained seated, but didn’t let me sit again. She turned me towards her and slid my Calvin Kleins to the floor. I glanced down, but Lina wasn’t interested in anything above eye level. Until she quickly peered up.

“Zoe told you my story, didn’t she, John?”

I looked down at Lina’s gorgeous face staring up at me, her lips less than four inches from my rock-hard weapon.

“Yes, she’s told me everything.”

Lina wasted no time before sliding her heavenly mouth over my weapon and taking me deep. Her mouth took my full seven inches with ease as I watched her deliver the best blow job of my life.

To be honest, I’d been horny all night, and probably most of the day. It took little more than a minute for that first delivery. Lina’s lips locked tightly around my weapon as I stood still, legs shaking, sharing my precious gift. She kept a perfect rhythm throughout the delivery and for a solid fifteen seconds after. Until finally, she pulled me down onto the bed.

“I hope you didn’t find that unprofessional,” Lina said.

“I think we can let you off with a warning. Just this once.”

I lay next to Lina on the bed, moving between kissing and chatting for the next five minutes.

“To be honest, I was worried about losing you to Elke.”

“Me, it’s been you she hasn’t been able to keep her hands off,” I said, rolling to the side to adjust my semi-flaccid weapon.

“Oh, you like the sound of that, do you? I’m sure I could knock on the door and she’d come running.”


CHAPTER TWELVE


“WHILE ELKE IS attractive, I think you’re the full package,” I said.

With that, Lina kissed me with venom before rolling over and getting off the bed.

“Then let me show you the package in full.”

Lina reached behind her and slid her hand under her messy hair. An audible zipper sound rang out about the room as her arm slid down her back. About halfway down, she stopped and slid her arms out of the dress, revealing a delicate lace bra.

“Why so many layers of wrapping?” I said, smiling coyly.

“To heighten the excitement of the unveiling. I thought you worked in marketing?”

Lina’s hand returned to the back of her dress, causing the zipper sound to restart before stopping abruptly.

“Have you lost interest?” Lina said.

“No, please go on.”

Lina slid the zipper down its remaining path before bunching the sequined dress in both hands. I expected her to stop and tease, but she immediately slid the delicate dress over a pair of black lace underwear. Lina dropped the dress to the floor before stepping out of it. Her hand moved to the top of the boot on her left side.

“You can leave them on,” I said.

“You are the boss.”

Lina stepped forward, prompting me to move to the edge of the bed.

“Can you help me with this?” Lina said, pretending to fumble with her bra strap.

I slid my hands behind her and unclipped the bra at first go. With a side of the bra strap in either hand, I gently lowered the bra, revealing a perfect pair of 38Cs. I moved my head forward and softly kissed each nipple.

“Oh, that’s the way,” Lina said.

I needed no encouragement. I’d been dreaming of these beauties for the past week.

“Keep going. You’re not a ‘Harry half-job’, are you?”

I glanced up, expecting Lina to be smiling. But she had that serious German look on her face. Taking her lead, I leaned back and surveyed the work remaining. I glanced up to see Lina almost willing me on. Desperate for me to take the next logical step. What could I do but slide my hands down Lina’s body from her shoulders to her hips, before slipping my hands inside her lace briefs and sliding them to the floor?

Lina stepped out of the briefs before widening her stance and sliding her hand behind her.

“That feels much better,” Lina said, as a five-inch flaccid toy swung towards me.

Pure shock ran through my body. I closed my eyes and blinked before blinking again.

“Go ahead, take me deep,” Lina said, before running her hand along her toy. “I’ll get it started.”

I looked up at Lina’s expectant face. That beautiful face that I’d dreamed of, and much, much more. She almost willed me to reach out and pleasure her the way she’d pleasured me. Suddenly, Zoe’s comments came flooding back to me. ‘She’s our first diversity hire. Don’t fuck this up.’ I guess this is what she meant when she said Lina wasn’t all that she appeared.

“Don’t tease me, John.”

I reached out my hand and relieved Lina from working her tool. Instantly, a smile crossed her gorgeous face. Lina’s hand moved onto my head, grabbing a handful of curls.

“Take me by mouth,” Lina directed.

After a dozen strokes, Lina’s toy was rock hard as blood pumped beneath my fingers. But I knew the time had come to man up and take this sweet morsel between my lips.

I continued to work my hand while I acclimatized to having Lina’s toy in my mouth. As soon as my moist cavern first enveloped her toy, I knew I was on the right track.

“Hell yeah, that’s the way, John.”

Much like my quick release, Lina didn’t take long to reach that plateau where a delivery became inevitable. As inexperienced as I was in such situations, as soon as her toy spasmed, I knew what followed.

“Take me deep, my love,” Lina screamed.

Without second guessing it, I moved my hand away and pushed my lips against Lina’s pelvis. She grabbed a second handful of curls and held me tight. Lina’s breathing labored and her legs shook. Then I felt her warm salty gift shoot down the back of my throat. She held me tight, making the decision to swallow impossible to avoid.

“I’m coming…”

I held tight until Lina released my curls around twenty seconds later.

“Oh, that was nice. I really needed that today,” Lina said, beaming down at me.

I felt a sense of accomplishment. Having had my fair share of crappy blow jobs in my life, I felt chuffed that my first attempt was well received.

“Now, let’s get that weapon of yours fired up again. I got definite plans for him, too.”

Lina dropped to her knees and quickly brought my weapon back to life. Not that it took much work. Meanwhile, I moved back to Lina’s perfect 38Cs. Though they weren’t the prime focus, my efforts appeared well and truly appreciated.

“Hold on to the bed. That friend of yours is going where the sun doesn’t shine.”

Lina turned and squirted lube onto her hand. She moved one hand behind her and wrapped the other around my weapon. Lina leaned down and kissed me with passion. Our tongues wrestled for the upper hand. Lina straddled me, before wrapping one arm around my shoulder and positioning my weapon against her flower.

“Get ready for the ride of your life, cowboy.”

Dropping forcefully onto my weapon, I soon felt Lina’s heavenly cavern envelop my manhood. She moved quickly, appearing hungry for my injection. As her ass hit my thighs, I noticed Lina’s expression shift. A gentle smile was replaced by a hard-core sign of satisfaction. And once we’d connected for that first thrust, her hunger only lifted. I didn’t mind, because each movement of Lina’s body felt like a hundred hands massaging my weapon in all the right ways.

“Drive me deeper,” Lina screamed.

I took some initiative and thrust as Lina dropped. Each time her ass hit my thighs, it seemed I traveled deeper. And that prompted Lina to yelp as my weapon brushed her target. While I tried to hold out as long as possible, I did well to last a few minutes. Even with Lina slowing the pace to extend our connection. It simply felt too good. Better than anything I’d ever imagined.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT NIGHT QUICKLY became that morning. Or so it seemed. Thankfully, Elke didn’t make it back until daybreak, leaving Lina and me two hours of uninterrupted sleep. Still, neither of us minded and after the excitement of the night, I would have lain in bed awake no matter what. So, spooning Lina for two hours after a marathon love making session wasn’t a bad outcome. In fact, it was as brilliant as it sounds. Not only was the night fun, it was educational. As Lina took me places, I never knew existed.

Lina and I kept our dalliance quiet on the work front. Images of Zoe lecturing me on not getting the paperwork in place before stepping over the line haunted me. And Lina was just as happy to be seen as her own person rather than her boss’ girlfriend. We agreed to keep things professional on the work front. But that left more than enough time in each day to enhance our connection when not at work. I found that seeing Lina dressed seductively also kept our working hours at a reasonable level. No more working until midnight, waking up at 6:00 am and pushing repeat. A little balance entered my life.

Our night at Der Biergarten proved pivotal in the relationship with Air Bavaria. Karl and Elke became close friends and confidants. And with strong relationships at the foundation of the partnership, all else was sure to fall into place. The teams dined at Der Biergarten again the following night, where karaoke was introduced to the mix. Karl performed a brilliant Rammstein number, while Elke smashed out Ninety-Nine Luftballoons with Lina. That foundation let us achieve everything we needed during those three days.

Zoe pulled Lina aside once our visitors had departed to give her a one-week review. Turns out, she peppered Lina with a series of questions obviously designed to catch me overstepping the mark. But Lina stayed true and handled all the questions with aplomb. Not once did she let on that anything inappropriate had happened between us, or any of our team with any of our international visitors. Eventually, things got back to normal with Zoe. And while she had nothing to pin on me, she sure made her interest in me well-known.

It seemed Lina, and I were destined to bump into each other wherever I went. Call it karma or just dumb luck. There was no escaping the allure of this German goddess. Why would I even try? Lina moved out of the apartment and a few hundred yards up the road. And instead of bumping into Lina everywhere I went, we simply went together. And while I hated attending Zoe’s excruciating hour-long training session, the best thing that ever happened at Southeast Airlines was the Diversity Hire policy.


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.

To keep you up to date with my next releases, I’ve set up a mailing list and you are most welcome to subscribe. If you sign up, you'll be first to know when I RELEASE NEW BOOKS, or offer EXCLUSIVE GIVEAWAYS.
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ONE WILD WEEKEND
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Can your friends really know you better than you know yourself? Do they see things that you are blind to?

Teddy Rose never had trouble attracting potential life partners. But keeping them was quite the other thing.

So, when he joins his lifelong friends for a weekend away in the wine country, his friends instantly jump into action. There’s suddenly more wingmen than at a Top Gun convention. And they assure Teddy they all know him better than he knows himself.

One of his friends even has private plans for Teddy. Laying in wait for the opportunity, she makes it crystal clear what is on offer. If he simply says the word.

But from the moment Teddy’s helped to first base with a local, his life changes forever.

If you like romances with plenty of heart, like ‘Pretty Woman’, you’ll love ‘ONE WILD WEEKEND’, the latest story from indie-author, Yumi Cox.

Will Teddy’s friends help or hinder his search for love? And will his weekend fling fizzle out like every other relationship?


TRAPPED
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Would you travel halfway around the world at an hour’s notice? What checks and balances would you insist on?

Robert Fletcher is a lucky guy. At twenty-six, this conservative mid-western guy works out of the Boston office of a top global consulting firm. With an apartment in the trendy Beacon Hill district, he gets to travel the US each week solving complex problems for the largest companies in the country. And his latest assignment has tongues wagging and consultants worldwide eager to pick his brain.

But Robert’s dreams are bigger. And he knows that the spotlight in consulting is fleeting. To leverage his great work, he needs to jag a global assignment. One that will launch his career into the consulting stratosphere. So, when someone pulls out of the perfect assignment at the eleventh hour, Robert’s name comes to the top of the list. And he gets the opportunity of a lifetime. One where he is paired with the firm’s gun consultant, a force of nature who takes no prisoners and never fails to deliver, Cassie Johnson.

Naturally, Robert jumps at the chance to work in Glasgow for three months, on a project that will be as challenging as it will be career-defining. But when he hastily agrees to join Cassie at her hotel of choice, he signs up for Cassie’s lifestyle, twenty-four-seven. And that places him in completely foreign territory. Three months is a long time to be trapped in someone else’s life. Especially when that someone is your polar opposite. But sometimes adversity is what you need in order to find success. And Robert quickly discovers opportunities he never imagined possible.

If you like transgender romances with action and heart, like ‘Love Actually’, then you’ll love ‘TRAPPED’. The latest story from indie-author, Yumi Cox.

Will Robert successfully resist temptation, or will new opportunities prove just a little too enticing?


THE SUPERHOST

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


APARTMENT 314
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Do you believe in love at first sight or does true love of a soul mate take time to blossom?

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

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

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

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

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


SUMMER LOVERS

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

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


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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