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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


PULLING OFF THE motorway and heading down a quintessential country lane, I finally let the excitement burst out of me.

“Oh, baby, baby. How was I supposed to know?” I sang at the top of my voice.

But thankfully, no-one could hear me butcher Britney Spears’ Greatest Hits. My mind flooded back to laying on my bed dreaming that Britney was singing only for me.

Hearing the scrape of the road on the undercarriage, I slowed the Porsche to a crawl as I wove back and forth to avoid a minefield of potholes. I loved the sleek silhouette of the low slung 911 convertible. Revving the engine to both amuse myself and disperse the flock of sheep lazing by the fence, I pinched myself to prove that this was all real. As Google directed me up a racetrack quality bitumen driveway, I let rip and quickly sped up to sixty kilometres before slowing at the end of the half-mile strip.

Trees lined the driveway, perfectly focusing the eye on the dramatic garden ahead. Each tree appeared as if cloned from the previous. Such perfection I had only seen once before, at the Brighton Royal Pavilion, Queen Victoria’s summer house. And each tree sat exactly in line with the next, equidistant between its neighbours. The garden’s perfection was breath-taking.

Turning left at the dramatic garden, my jaw dropped as the next focal point came into view. To the right of the driveway stood three stories of grandeur. Wrapped in a grey stone exterior that extended to the grey slate roof, dormers poked through in perfect symmetry. The word mansion sprung to mind, but it would have fallen short in describing the visual impact. The Palace of Versailles came immediately to mind.

Respecting the elegance of the setting, I slowed the Porsche to but a slow walk. Trying to keep the throat as quiet as possible, I pulled into a five-car garage between a Ferrari SF90 and a Land Rover Vogue. I was quietly confident neither car belonged to the cabin crew. Rather, like the house, the owner of the beautiful engineering examples was my new boss, Bo.

I could have sworn Bo told me he lived alone. Therefore, the tennis court, Olympic-sized infinity edge pool, car museum and grand country estate all signalled to the character of the man. Checking myself in the mirror, I took a deep breath and headed for the door. In over a hundred missions, I’d never felt this level of unease. Flying at Mach 2 didn’t worry me half as much as walking towards that door. But I faced my fear and knocked confidently, before noticing the doorbell.

“Viktor, so glad you could join us,” Bo said, offering a bone crunching handshake.

Bo projected an imposing figure, even in a fifteen-foot doorway.

“Come on through to the patio,” Bo added.

“Yes, sir,” I said, instinctively offering a salute.

“No need for formalities here, son. You’re not in the air force anymore,” Bo said.

“I’m sorry, sir,” I said, catching myself before saluting this time.

“The move to civilian life takes a little adjustment,” Bo said.

“Thank you, sir. Yes, sir. No more salutes, sir,” I said.

“Swap out captain, for sir, and lose the salute,” Bo said.

Bo dressed casually, in a t-shirt, shorts and boat shoes. But he wasn’t slumming it. The logos screamed wealth. Like everything else about him. Well educated, well-spoken and obviously well healed, Bo was everything I aspired to be at thirty-five. That gave me a mere ten years to transform my life. But Bo proved to me it was possible. Like me, he had learned to fly in the air force. And like me, he had taken the civilian route at the first opportunity. I excitedly dreamed of learning the ropes from my new boss and mentor.

As we approached the patio, the voices became louder. While music played, the sounds of laughing and chatter dominated. And the views in every direction were awe-inspiring. Especially where the rest of the crew stood mingling.

“Everyone, this is Viktor. He’s straight out of the air force. A virgin,” Bo said.

The chatter ceased long enough for each crew member to check me out before returning to previous conversations.

“Viktor, this is everyone. Can I get you a red?” Bo suggested, before walking off to find a glass.

I could describe each of the four member cabin crew as genetically blessed. Although ranging in age and gender, there was no doubting Bo’s recruitment policy. And it sure was effective. Like walking into an Instagram shoot for Victoria’s Secret. There was something for everybody, but one attendee in particular, caught my eye.

“Hi, I’m Stefan. So, you’re a virgin. I can help you with that,” Stefan said, sizing me up and down while licking his lips.

“I’m Juliet. Don’t worry about Stefan. He doesn’t realise his gaydar is on the fritz,” Juliet interjected.

“Great to meet you both. It takes more than that to get under my skin,” I said.

“How about getting into your pants?” Stefan asked.

“Even more difficult,” I replied.

“I’m always up for a challenge,” Stefan said.

I couldn’t mix wits with Stefan, but thankfully, Bo turned up with a drink to break the tension.

“You better watch this one. He’s quite the handful,” Bo said, turning to Stefan.

“I’m much more than a handful, sweetie,” Stefan said, smiling.

“Someone must have tiny hands,” Juliet responded.

“Unlike your man-hands,” Stefan said.

While embarrassment crept over me, I liked the informal nature of the crew’s interactions. Everyone got along well, and a definite camaraderie existed.

Stefan stood around 5ft 8in, with short cropped blonde hair and soft light brown eyes. I couldn’t quite place his face, but he appeared very familiar. Perhaps it was the delicate nose, high cheekbones, or perhaps the full lips. I had the feeling we’d met before, but did not know where. He wore a white silk shirt unbuttoned to reveal a hairless chest. His pants appeared at least a size too small, showcasing both his manhood and his prominent rear end.

“So, you like what’s in front of you? The feeling is mutual,” Stefan said.

“Sorry, I was miles away. I didn’t mean to offend,” I said, trying to regain composure.

“Ignore Stefan. I’m more than happy to show you the ropes,” Juliet said.

“Ropes, whips, handcuffs, or anything else you could think of,” Stefan said.

The reprieve arrived as a sit-down dinner. Between cabin manager, Margaret, and stewardess, Angel, I got a one-hour break from the flirtatious advances of both Stefan and Juliet. This gave me the chance to chat to the gorgeous Angel. Tall, and Latino looking, she wore an ivory, long-sleeved halter-neck blouse, with a sparingly applied floral pattern and sheer sleeves. A black leather mini-skirt hugged her hips perfectly, while black four-inch stiletto suede boots completed the statement outfit perfectly. But it was her long ombre coloured hair, which framed a perfect smile and jawline, that especially caught my eye.

While she appeared shy and our conversation took a few minutes to get going, it turned out she hadn’t worked with the rest of the team either. With four years’ experience working the holiday routes in Asia, she loosened up as the endless supply of alcohol took effect. Coming from PC Air in Thailand, she revealed that her recent move to Brighton made her feel like a fish out of water. Originally from Spain, Angel moved to Thailand to get a start in the airlines. The Fun Jet opportunity brought her closer to home and family. At least I wasn’t the only newbie amongst us.

As soon as dinner was over, Bo moved us upstairs and into the twenty-two person home theatre. It even had a narrow stage down the front complete with professional karaoke setup.

“The usual?” Bo asked, throwing the microphone to Stefan.

“Sure. But I wish I had my school uniform,” Stefan replied.

“I’m sure we can use our imaginations,” Juliet quipped.

As Bo cranked up the volume and dimmed the lights, Stefan sat cross-legged, tapping a pencil. For the next four minutes, he performed ‘Hit Me Baby One More Time’ by Britney Spears choreographed exactly to the video. Caught up in the excitement, I sang along word for word.

“I see you’re a massive Britney fan,” Stefan said after finishing.

“If I closed my eyes, I could have imagined it was Britney singing,” I said.

Stefan pulled out his phone and handed it across.

“No need to stop at imagining. This was what I did last weekend,” Stefan said.

I scanned through at least a half dozen Britney photos. It appeared like Stefan had attended a Britney concert.

“I didn’t know Britney was in town,” I said.

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” Stefan said.

Surveilling the photos, I noticed there were no back-up dancers in the photos.

“You’re looking lustfully at me, sweetheart. I’m more than happy to unleash Britney one night for you, one-on-one,” Stefan said.

Lost for words, Bo’s intervention again saved me.

“I want to welcome the team to the newest airline on the block,” Bo said.

There were shouts and whistles from across the room.

“At Fun Jet we offer more than simply low prices. We guarantee an experience like no other. And that starts with you, the Fun Jet team. Remember, energy plus enthusiasm equals fun,” Bo said.

The team repeated the mantra in unison.

“And now, for the moment you’ve been waiting for. The unveiling of the Fun Jet uniform. Drum roll please,” Bo said as he pushed a button on his phone.

As ‘House of Fun’ started playing, the door opened, and half a dozen models walked in. They wore white blazers, white shorts, white ankle boots and captain’s hats. I glanced at Margaret, who hung her head in shame. Meanwhile, the others clapped and whistled at the visual treat before them.

“Are we flight attendants or a K-pop group?” Juliet commented.

“I could definitely imagine turning heads in that outfit. Don’t you think, Viktor?” Stefan said loudly.

“Stefan, you’ll be glad to know we have a male version of the uniform as well,” Bo said.

“But I get the choice, right?” Stefan asked.

“You’ll need to talk to Margaret about that,” Bo replied.

The models left the home theatre after fifteen minutes.

“Now, one more thing I wanted to add,” Bo said.

“Are you gonna unveil the pilot’s underwear?” Stefan suggested.

“No. I wanted to announce that Margaret will launch a competition for all cabin crew on the morning of the inaugural Fun Jet flight,” Bo said.

“What’s the prize, dinner with you?” Juliet asked.

“No. The prize will be two weeks, all expenses paid, for a couple at my waterfront home in Mykonos,” Bo replied.


CHAPTER TWO


SITTING IN MY co-pilot’s seat and conducting the pre-flight checks for the first time, I felt completely at home. Sure, the aircraft was an A320 Airbus and not a Saab JAS 39 Gripen fighter jet. And we were travelling from Gatwick to Mykonos, not from Bunge Air Base to Ramstein Air Base. And while the cockpit was more spacious and the crew more glamorous, this was where I ought to be.

“I’m excited to see what Margaret comes up with for the team building,” Bo said, arriving as I completed the checks.

“I’m glad the flight crew is exempt,” I said.

“Interesting thought. I don’t want us to appear as two separate teams,” Bo said.

Oh, please don’t dwell on my comment. Don’t throw us into the mix. Thankfully, a knock on the door signalled Margaret was taking pre-flight drink orders.

“What would you like to drink, Bo?” Margaret asked.

Bo spoke quietly, almost silently. I hardly heard a sound at all. Margaret leaned forward and asked again. Bo couldn’t hold back the smile.

“Soda water thanks, Mags. And yes, that uniform will certainly impress the tourists,” Bo replied.

Margaret bit her tongue, unwilling to encourage Bo further.

“I hate this bloody uniform. Totally impractical,” Margaret said under her breath, turning to me.

“I’ll have a green tea thanks, Margaret,” I said.

“A word of warning. Don’t take relationship advice from this guy,” Margaret whispered.

“Thanks for the tip,” I said.

“Hey Mags. Haven’t you forgotten something?” Bo asked.

“Isn’t slapping your face likely to set a poor example?” Margaret replied.

“No. Have you decided on the team building exercise?” Bo asked.

At thirty-five, Margaret still cut a fine figure in the body hugging uniform. Standing around 5ft 8in and with short blonde hair and deep chocolate brown eyes, Margaret would have held my eye a decade earlier. I could tell she had a crush on Bo, but he treated her like every other attractive woman he saw. He would flirt and undress her with his eyes, but he never took that physical. Still, I could have sworn she’d wished they were more than best mates.

“The cabin crew member with the greatest number of passenger excellence awards in two weeks’ time wins the prize,” Margaret replied.

“I like it, but make it telephone numbers. That’ll encouraging the crew to be friendly and show off the new uniforms,” Bo said.

“I’ll speak to each crew member and ensure they are excited about the challenge,” Margaret said.

“Okay, I’ll endorse the challenge, on two provisos,” Bo said.

The expression on Margaret’s face turned from excitement to reticence.

“First, a leader board is installed in the front galley and updated after each flight,” Bo said.

“Second, Vik will validate the telephone numbers after each flight. To stop any cheating,” Bo added.

Margaret turned and left the cockpit. Bo watched intently as her arse swayed due to her high-heeled boots.

“Such a pity she plays for the other team,” Bo said once the door had closed.

“Are you sure of that?” I asked.

“I’ve known her for ten years and I’ve never seen her with a guy,” Bo replied.

Once the plane was in the air, there was a knock and the cockpit door opened. Angel walked in bearing a tray with our drinks. She headed over to Bo first, allowing me to soak in her radiant beauty. Tall and lean, Angel stood a little under 6ft, with stunning curves, huge chocolate brown eyes and legs that ran three quarters of her body. Unlike many tall girls, her posture was perfect. But her stunning smile set me back in my seat. I felt flustered whenever she was around.

“And here’s your green tea, Mr Olofsson,” Angel said.

“Please call me Viktor,” I said.

“Do you want me to give you two some private time?” Bo commented.

Neither of us responded, instead diverting our gazes from each other briefly.

“Before you go, Angel. Why are you servicing the flight crew?” Bo asked.

“Juliet asked to swap roles before we took off,” Angel replied.

“Did Juliet give you a reason for the swap?” Bo asked.

“It may have something to do with the Mykonos photo you posted. I did as asked. She’s senior,” Angel replied.

“Usually, the senior stewardess takes care of the flight crew,” Bo said.

“I’m new to this airline. PC Air is more informal,” Angel said.

“Anything noteworthy about the passengers on the flight?” Bo asked.

“Apart from the football team at the rear of the plane, no,” Angel replied.

“Were you originally looking after the rear?” Bo asked.

As Angel nodded her head, Bo made a few notes in his book.

“Thanks for the wonderful service, Angel,” I said as she departed the cockpit.

I watched Angel every step of the way, unable to avert my eyes.

“Everyone appears excited about the team building exercise,” Bo said.

“Sorry, Bo. What was that?” I said.

“Oh, the joy of being the owner of the company. I can hire whoever I like, and dress them up however I choose,” Bo said smugly.

“My money is on Angel to win the Mykonos prize in a landslide,” I said.

“I’m expecting a close race. I handpicked the cabin crew to ensure there’s someone for everyone,” Bo said.

With a little over twenty minutes until arrival, Angel re-entered the cockpit.

“Last drink orders, please,” Angel said.

“A coffee, thanks, Angel,” Bo said.

“And a soda water for me. Thanks, Angel,” I said.

Angel reappeared minutes later with the drinks.

“How’s the team building exercise going?” Bo asked.

“Stefan’s been in fine form, flirting outrageously all flight,” Angel replied.

“And Juliet?” Bo asked.

“She reckons she’s claimed four numbers already, while Stefan has one,” Angel replied.

“And you?” Bo asked.

“None yet,” Angel replied.

“Well, don’t let us hold you up. There’s still time to break the ice,” Bo said.

“Here’s my number to get you started. Thanks for the excellent service,” I said.

Reaching into the bag of entries, I found five numbers plus my own. After calling each, I validated they were legitimate. It surprised me when one of Juliet’s passengers asked me whether he’d won the two-week trip to Mykonos. I put it down to a simple misunderstanding. The passengers raved about the Fun Jet service. Bo’s wacky approach had paid dividends.


CHAPTER THREE


A TURNAROUND TIME of less than two hours left little time to visit Mykonos. After a quick sandwich in the airport food hall, flight prep time beckoned. Meanwhile, Bo and the cabin crew headed straight for a taxi, not seen again until minutes before boarding. There was a real buzz in the air as Bo had taken the crew to view his waterfront mansion first hand. As I completed the pre-flight checks, Bo sat beside me.

“How was the feedback on the inaugural Fun Jet flight?” Bo asked.

“It was only a sample of six, but everyone appreciated the first class service. And the cabin crew rated highly,” I replied.

“And the standings? I didn’t notice the updated tally,” Bo said.

“I’m messaging Margaret as we speak,” I said.

Bo stared at me expectantly.

“Sorry, sir. Juliet collected four numbers while Stefan and Angel collected one each,” I said.

“Sounds like Juliet smashed it out of the park. We don’t want a one horse race,” Bo said.

“The numbers make little sense. In what universe is Stefan as popular as Angel?” I asked.

“You’re forgetting we flew to Mykonos,” Bo replied.

“Of course, the pink dollar,” I said.

“Maybe even Mags will collect a number eventually,” Bo quipped.

“Oh, because you think she’s gay,” I said.

“This needs to be a close contest. Not over in the first few days,” Bo said.

“Let me know if I can do anything to help,” I said.

“Thanks for volunteering. I’d appreciate you keeping it close,” Bo said before turning his attention to take off.

Bo expected me to find a magic bullet. Something to keep the cabin crew on their toes and milk a good two weeks out of his idea.

“How about a Super Bet? Anyone can win until the end,” I suggested.

“Brilliant idea, Vik. And I know the perfect stakes,” Bo said.

Angel drew the short straw and delivered post take-off drinks. Not that I was complaining.

“Who swapped with you this time?” Bo asked.

“Stefan. He had twenty nuns in his section,” Angel replied.

“Perhaps Mags will luck out this time,” Bo said, laughing riotously at his own comment.

Angel glanced at me, slightly confused. I responded with a ‘go along with it’ face.

“Well, be sure to tell Juliet that Vik was asking after her,” Bo said as Angel turned to leave.

“What do you mean?” Angel asked.

“He’s getting a little jealous with all the attention she’s getting,” Bo replied.

“Okay captain, will do,” Angel said.

The time wasn’t right to object as embarrassment swept over me.

The return flight was smooth, creating little action on the flight deck. With clear skies and gentle winds, the Mediterranean glistened sapphire blue beneath us. And with three visits from Angel and a two-hour stint taking over the controls, life was delivering my dreams in full. I still struggled with the concept of Angel languishing at the bottom of the leader board, but was confident her luck would turn around quickly. In fact, my mind wandered to watching the sun go down over the Aegean Sea while I sipped champagne in a spa with Angel by my side.

Within five minutes of landing, the competition bag sat in my lap. The excitement of a few nights in Mykonos shone through as I counted eight new numbers.

“How did they go?” Bo asked.

“I still need to validate, but Juliet continues to have the magic touch,” I replied.

“Remember, keep the competition close, Viktor,” Bo said.

Calling the first of Stefan’s numbers, a young guy answered the phone. After explaining that I was from Fun Jet, he immediately squealed with delight.

“When do I meet Britney and star in her new film clip?” the guy asked.

“I’m calling to ask a few questions about the service on your flight,” I replied.

After clarifying the purpose of my call, the guy complimented the service provided.

Angel’s passengers were more straightforward to validate. Each spoke glowingly of her friendly demeanour and ability to go over and above to provide customer service excellence. One even suggested that Angel should be the face of the airline. I’d left Juliet’s calls to last. And again, two of Juliet’s passengers queried me about winning a Mykonos holiday raffle. Too much of a coincidence for my liking, I gleaned as much information from the passengers as possible. After the calls, I concluded that Juliet, and possibly Stefan, had collected numbers by misleading the passengers.

Bo pulled the team together once I had validated the numbers. I’d messaged Margaret with the update, and she’d readied everything for Bo to unveil.

“Well, thanks for making Fun Jet’s inaugural flight successful. Vik tells me that the passenger feedback has exceptional. Words such as above and beyond, and excellence, were common. Now, I suppose you want to know the standings. In the lead, we have Juliet with a score of eight, followed by Stefan with four and Angel with three,” Bo announced.

The crew’s reactions were immediate. A massive smile swept across Juliet’s gorgeous face, while Stefan virtually snarled at Juliet. Angel was her usual pleasant self, while Margaret appeared bored with it all.

“And rounding things out, we have Margaret with zero,” Bo said.

“I’m not even in the competition,” Margaret said.

“Are you part of the cabin crew or not?” Bo asked.

While Margaret gave a ‘dead to me’ expression to Bo, Juliet sidled up to me.

“I’d be more than happy to give you my number,” Juliet said.

“Won’t you disappoint eight passengers?” I asked.

“Yes, but I promise you won’t be disappointed,” Juliet replied, running her fingernails up my thigh.

Bo promptly called the team to attention again.

“I have one further announcement. Viktor has come up with an additional element to keep things exciting. He calls it the Super Bet. If anyone spends a night with Vik, during the first two weeks, they instantly become the winner. But both parties must be willing participants,” Bo said.

I couldn’t believe what Bo had said. I’d never agreed to that. He set me up to be the prize heifer at the state fair.

“Super Bet challenge accepted,” Stefan said, licking his lips.

“Drugging him doesn’t make him a willing participant,” Juliet countered.

“He wouldn’t be the first straight guy to change teams for Britney,” Stefan said.

“I said drugging him, not dragging him,” Juliet said.


CHAPTER FOUR


AFTER BEING DUMPED in it by Bo, I quickly headed for the flight deck. My comfort level increased the moment the cabin door closed behind me. Bo joined me a few minutes later, but stayed only long enough to pick up his jacket and head home.

“Catch you tomorrow, Vik. And for goodness’ sake, level the playing field,” Bo said.

“I’m not a miracle worker. Juliet appears to be a shoe in,” I said.

“Sorry, I don’t speak quitter. Sort it out,” Bo said before departing.

I racked my brain for ways to level the playing field. Could I assign stewards for Margaret based on the passenger mix? Could I change up the uniforms to make Stefan more appealing? Angel should be much more popular. Time should see her perform better. But Stefan was a tougher challenge. Even with the pink dollars of Mykonos.

I heard Bo comment to Margaret on his way out.

“I’m surprised you didn’t excel in a plane full of nuns,” Bo said cheekily.

“Unfortunately, only one was a lesbian,” Margaret said.

“Then why are you still on zero?” Bo said, chuckling to himself as he disembarked.

Margaret immediately charged into the cockpit.

“I can’t believe his highness expects me to take part in his puerile game,” Margaret said in a heated tone.

I didn’t know what to say, instead feigning checking the gauges.

“And I’m not a lesbian, either,” Margaret added.

“Hey, don’t worry. I’ve seen the way you leer at the guys,” I said.

“Don’t tell Bo. He prefers to think of me as a lesbian,” Margaret said.

“I shouldn’t interfere. But Bo mentioned he’s never seen you with a guy,” I said.

“I’ve been waiting for a particular someone,” Margaret said.

“It wouldn’t be a co-worker, by chance, would it?” I asked.

“Is it that bloody obvious?” Margaret replied.

“I’ve seen the way you stare at him,” I said.

“Well, he doesn’t notice. Or he chooses not to,” Margaret said.

“I can’t believe Bo has no clue,” I said.

“I’m not hiding it, right?” Margaret asked.

“I think he’s both clueless and blind,” I replied, perhaps a little too forthrightly.

“You’re sweet. But a decade too young,” Margaret said.

“I’m sure he’d take notice if you hooked up with a younger guy,” I said.

“Especially one with the body of an Adonis like you,” Margaret said.

I suddenly realised Margaret stood in my path to the exit.

“I’ll consider your offer, but you’re a little young for anything serious. Although winning the Super Bet would attract Bo’s attention,” Margaret added.

Margaret returned to the cabin to finish up. I sought her counsel on my dilemma before disembarking.

“Hey Margaret, can I ask a favour?” I asked.

“Sure, anything,” Margaret replied.

“Bo wants to keep the competition close, but Juliet is already way ahead,” I said.

“A close competition makes sense. Team morale is everything in this game,” Margaret said.

“Do you have any suggestions for levelling the playing field?” I asked.

“If you mean me. I will take part. But not on day one,” Margaret replied.

“I was thinking of Angel,” I said.

I saw the cogs whirring in Margaret’s head.

“Poor Angel ends up with the leftovers,” Margaret added.

“Surely Bo and I aren’t that bad, are we?” I asked.

“You know what I mean,” Margaret replied.

“Angel should be leading. Both Juliet and Stefan are worried about her,” Margaret said.

I nodded my head but refrained from espousing her virtues too strongly.

“Cat got your tongue,” Margaret added.

“No, I agree. Angel is a beauty with an incredible smile,” I said, after a momentary delay.

“For a minute then, you had me thinking Stefan had the best chance of winning the Super Bet,” Margaret said.

“I’d rather not focus on the Super Bet at this stage,” I said, avoiding the question.

“Angel’s problem is opportunity. And she’s not as sexually aggressive as the other two,” Margaret said.

“And she ends up with the leftovers, as you say,” I said.

“I can fix that. And I will. But seniority must have its advantages,” Margaret said.

“I bet Britney would give Juliet a run for her money,” I said.

“Why not? I think that would work. Stef has been dying to wear that horrible new stewardess uniform. But you’d need to clear it with Bo first,” Margaret said.

As I reached the Porsche, I locked my phone in the hands free unit and called Bo. He picked it up straight away.

“I’m hoping this is a quick call,” Bo said.

Girls squealed audibly in the background, as if jumping into a pool.

“I got an idea for levelling the playing field. But I wanted to run it past you first, boss,” I said.

“And what would that be?” Bo asked.

“I was talking to Margaret about how to create a tighter competition,” I replied.

“Hey, I’m rather busy here. Is there a question?” Bo said.

“Sorry, boss. How would you feel if we subbed out Stefan and subbed in Britney for the next two weeks?” I asked.

“As long as we maintain our professionalism, I have no issues with it. Brilliant suggestion,” Bo replied.

“Okay, then expect four stewardesses on the flight tomorrow,” I said.

“That will definitely throw the cat amongst the pigeons,” Bo said.

With Bo’s approval, I dialled Stefan. It went straight to voicemail.

“This is Britney, bitch. If you’re a womaniser, I’m a slave 4 U. Don’t hold it against me, just gimme, gimme more, and leave a message” the voicemail said before a beep cut in.

“Viktor from work calling. Looking to chat when you are free. Tonight, if possible,” I said.

Seconds later, my phone rang. It was Stefan.

“So, I’m driving you crazy, hey?” Stefan said.

“Hi Stefan. Viktor here,” I said.

“Tell me where and when. I’m definitely up for the Super Bet,” Stefan said.

“Sorry, I’m calling you about work,” I said.

Finally, the flirting ceased long enough for me to speak.

“How would you like to mix things up tomorrow?” I said.

“I’m listening,” Stefan said.

“I’ve spoken to Bo and Margaret, and they are both okay if you want to break out Britney on the trip to Mykonos tomorrow. Would you be comfortable doing that?” I asked.

“I’d sacrifice comfort for fabulousness anytime,” Stefan replied.

“Then I’ll expect Britney in the Fun Jet stewardess uniform, tomorrow,” I said.

“And I know exactly which Britney will float your boat. Super Bet boy,” Stefan said.

As I reached my apartment, I was concerned that I’d let the genie out of the bottle, and he may never go back in. But hell. They don’t call us Fun Jet for nothing. I was confident Britney would throw a curve ball at Juliet and level the playing field. But it worried me that my male co-worker was about to present as my teenage crush. The girl responsible for my inordinate usage of tissues.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


BOARDING THE PLANE day two, excitement flooded through me. I loved flying, and it gave me a sense of pride whenever I took the controls. And an Airbus 320 with over one hundred and fifty passengers brought out my responsible side. No pilot wanted to be featured on Air Crash Investigations. Safety always came first. But the potential impact of my changes to the competition also intrigued me.

After greeting Margaret, I instinctively scanned the full length of the plane. The expressions of the team would convey feelings about the change up. First up, Juliet smiled pleasantly, but without an ounce of warmth. Her being pissed off was a strong early sign. Towards the rear of the plane, Angel struggled to lift her bag into the overhead compartment. Her short skirt rode up, showing more than a glimpse of her pert backside. Wow, lace knickers. Quite the bold move. But with an arse like that… oh shit, that’s Britney.

“Something grabbed your attention, I see,” Margaret whispered in my ear.

Having secured her bag, Britney turned and headed towards the forward galley. Her face lit up when she saw me checking her out. Caught red-handed, I tried to turn away, but found it impossible. The transformation was incredible. My mind immediately rushed back to my teenage years, knocking one out to one of many posters of Britney on my wall. But this wasn’t that Britney. This was our Britney. And though my rational brain knew that, my pants tightened, and a smile crossed my face. I quickly waved and bolted into the cockpit.

“The Super Bet appears wide open,” Margaret commented as I passed her.

Every time I heard a noise in the galley, the thought of Britney walking in petrified me. Time was all I needed to compose myself. On the one hand, my obvious behaviour embarrassed me. But I wanted a closer look at Britney. She wore that outfit better than anyone. Even the professional models who’d launched it. But I had to be careful. This wasn’t the real Britney Spears, the one I’d dreamt about all throughout my teenage years. My body was playing games on my mind. I needed alone time to set myself straight.

Thankfully, the first person walking through the cockpit door was Bo. I’d focused enough to complete all the pre-flight checks and was in contact with the air traffic controllers seeking departure timing.

“Sorry I’m a little late,” Bo said.

“No worries. We’re ready to taxi,” I said.

“Your handy work distracted me. You know the photos don’t do Britney justice,” Bo said.

Not wanting to give Bo any ammunition, I refrained from commenting.

“Margaret tells me you ran to the cockpit with a boner the size of a Concorde,” Bo said.

“Well, as you know, Margaret exaggerates a little,” I said flippantly.

“Like I said, I recruited someone for everyone,” Bo said.

The cockpit was silent while I waited for air traffic control. Around twenty minutes later, I got the call.

“All aircraft departures will be delayed until after the fog lifts,” the air traffic controller announced.

I glanced at Bo, who had received the same message.

“Oh, the joys of flying out of London,” Bo said.

Cool as a cucumber, Bo informed Margaret of the delay before making a captain’s announcement to all passengers.

“Margaret asked for some help in the galley. The coffee pot is on the fritz,” Bo said.

As much as I knew this was a windup, I followed the captain’s orders and headed into the galley.

“Thanks Viktor. All working now, but could you be a doll and return this coffee pot to Britney in the rear galley?” Margaret said.

“Why is Britney working the rear?” I asked.

“I’ve separated Juliet and Britney,” Margaret replied.

“You really think it’ll come to fisticuffs?” I asked.

“Let’s say I don’t want to leave it to chance. Juliet doesn’t like losing,” Margaret replied.

Juliet gave me a ‘you are dead to me’ look as I passed her in the aisle. Angel was her usual friendly self, smiling and offering me a little wave as we passed. Meanwhile, Britney was playing up to members of a rugby team embarking on a bachelor weekend. She was conducting a Britney trivia quiz and handing out chocolates for correct answers. She certainly took the Fun Jet mantra to heart.

The closer I came to Britney, the more impressed I was with the transformation. Her hair and makeup were straight out of the video for Toxic. She’d obviously performed as stewardess Britney in her show. The likeness was uncanny. And a long-haired wig flowed over pert breasts that hadn’t been there a day earlier. The transformation was incredible, from head to toe. With a head full of unanswered questions, I bit my tongue and played it cool.

“Oh, aren’t you a sweetheart? I’ll show you where it goes,” Britney said.

As Britney led me to the rear galley, every guy turned to ogle her arse as she walked by.

“Push it in there, hot stuff,” Britney said, pointing to a gap in the galley.

Placing the coffeepot on the warmer, I felt warm breath on my neck and erect nipples in my back.

“Like this,” Britney said, placing her hand on mine and steering the coffee pot to its destination.

“I’m happy to help,” I said, distorting my body to keep our lower halves apart.

“Margaret told me you were enjoying the show earlier. I’m happy to put on a private one later, just for you,” Britney whispered.

Having extracted myself from a potentially sticky situation, I headed directly back into the cockpit.

“You sound short of breath,” Bo said as I sat.

“It’s a long walk to the rear galley,” I said.

“Especially with a hard-on, I imagine,” Bo quipped.

“I gotta give it to Britney. The photos don’t do her justice,” I said.

“I’m sure Britney would love to introduce you to the mile high club if you’re interested,” Bo said.

“Bit early for a Super Bet win, don’t you think?” I said.

“Good point. Book it in for the end of next week,” Bo said.

“I think I’ll be able to control myself. She’s hot, but she’s no Angel,” I said, attempting to deflect.

At that moment, the cabin door opened, and Angel walked in with the drinks.

“Did I hear my name?” Angel asked, melting my heart with her smile.

“Yes, Vik was commenting on how gorgeous you look, yet again,” Bo replied.

My face turned rhubarb red before Angel smiled and closed the door after her.


CHAPTER SIX


“HOW DID WE go on the last leg?” Bo asked as we waited for approval to take off.

“Britney by half a head from Juliet, with the others lagging behind,” I replied.

“Well, the Britney change-up has certainly achieved its goal,” Bo said.

“I can’t believe Angel scored a bagel,” I said.

“You mean you didn’t throw your number in the ring again?” Bo asked.

“I’ve already voted. But I haven’t seen yours,” I replied.

“Anyway, I’m angling for the Super Bet,” I said with a smile before a knock came on the cabin door.

Please don’t let this be Angel or Britney. Oh, crap. Angel walked in to take the drinks order.

“You don’t need to knock. We’re not that formal around here,” Bo said.

“I figured you may have been talking about me,” Angel said, smiling.

“We were. But it was all positive,” Bo said.

The response relieved Angel.

“Vik was telling me how you didn’t receive a number last flight,” Bo said.

“Whenever someone is friendly, Juliet moves me on,” Angel said.

“And she moves in, I suppose?” Bo asked.

“Yep, three times last leg,” Angel replied.

“You were right, Vik. Angel would win hands down if it was a fair game,” Bo said.

I ignored Bo’s comments and focused on the problem at hand.

“It almost sounds like Juliet is using you as bait,” I said.

“Don’t worry, Angel. My money is on you for the Super Bet,” Bo said.

Bo immediately picked up the manifest and left an elephant sized hole in the conversation. My face reddened again. Eventually Angel broke the silence.

“Doesn’t Britney have your eye?” Angel asked, smiling.

“I’d say it roams. But mostly after you,” Bo interjected.

Angel smiled coyly as she left the cockpit.

“You gotta stop interfering like that,” I said.

“Sorry, doesn’t four stripes mean I’m captain?” Bo asked, touching his right shoulder.

“Sorry, sir. I didn’t mean to offend,” I replied.

“I’m trying to inspire her to greater things. We need a three horse race,” Bo said.

“Well, it hasn’t worked yet,” I said.

Bo stared at me blankly for a solid two minutes and said nothing.

“That’s it. I know why she isn’t scoring well,” Bo finally stated.

Once underway, the flight to Mykonos was smooth and uneventful. At least in the cockpit. Margaret visited the flight crew twice, more for a sort of time out, than for any reason I could work out. Juliet and Britney were in a heated battle the entire trip. Both fighting to the death to win the leg. But once we’d landed, and the results came in, I had more passengers than ever to call for validation.

“How did the numbers go last leg?” Bo asked.

“Every red-blooded teenage boy’s fantasy, Britney, by a length from Juliet, with Angel a nose back,” I replied.

“Your brilliant plan worked. Well done,” Bo said.

“But I got three queries about a Britney Spears video shoot and two more queries about the Mykonos mansion raffle. I’m worried we’ll get a call from the Gambling Commission,” I said.

Once I’d messaged Margaret the results, Bo called the cabin crew together to share the news.

“The race has certainly tightened by including Britney,” Bo said.

“Is it the right image for the airline?” Juliet asked.

“What, fun and flirty? Sure is,” Bo replied, putting Juliet back in her place.

“The standings are, Juliet leads with fifteen, Britney is next with twelve, while Angel has four and Margaret one,” I said.

“Great to see that Margaret got a start. Pity the name sounded male,” Bo said.

“Yes, from my calls the passengers are enjoying the experience and all crew members are living the Fun Jet mantra,” I said.

“But before we have fun in Mykonos, I have to raise a concern,” Bo said.

The mood changed instantly, with selected members of the cabin crew going silent and averting Bo’s eye.

“It’s been brought to my attention that we’re promising something we can’t deliver,” Bo said, glancing towards Juliet and Britney.

“Does a Mykonos mansion raffle prize ring a bell, Juliet?” Bo asked.

“It might be a small exaggeration,” Juliet replied.

“And does a Britney Spears video shoot ring a bell, Britney?” Bo asked.

“She is due to release something new,” Britney replied.

While Bo and the others headed into Mykonos, I finished up in the cockpit. I was checking the wall charts when the door opened, and Britney stood provocatively in the doorway. She had that expression that the streetwalkers of Amsterdam give you as you walk past their window. A ‘come and get me while the offer is still on the table’ look. Britney sat with legs crossed, her golden hair flowing over her generous curves, and her lips glistening and moist. I could have sworn this scenario played out in my imagination at least a dozen times when I was a teenager in the privacy of my bedroom.

“I took a punt and guessed you’d fancy young Britney,” Britney said.

I tried to avert my gaze, unsuccessfully.

“Though I’m happy to take requests,” Britney added.

“I think the Britney change has been a success,” I said.

“I wanted to thank you for allowing me to express my real self,” Britney said.

It sounded strange that impersonating a famous entertainer was her real self, but I didn’t argue.

“My aim was to improve our customer experience,” I said.

“Oh, I’m all about delivering experiences. Especially teenage fantasies,” Britney said.

Britney had casually stridden forward and backed me into a corner.

“Maybe I should hang out here and let you deploy the Super Bet to win,” Britney said.

“You’d disappoint a lot of passengers,” I said, appealing to her ego.

Britney took another step forward and pinned me to the wall with what I swore were real breasts.

Leaning forward, Britney playfully bit my bottom lip before plunging her tongue deep down my throat. From close quarters, I could have sworn the real Britney was kissing me. I tried to resist, but my teenage obsession took over.

“You couldn’t imagine what two weeks in Mykonos with me would be like. You may not survive,” Britney purred.

While kissing me with passion, Britney slid her hand down onto my package. It was wrong. My rational brain wanted it to stop. But I couldn’t hold back. I lent against the wall and enjoyed every skilful action Britney undertook.

“Wonderful to know you’re such a massive Britney fan,” Britney said breathlessly.

Britney kissed down my neck and onto my ears. Her tongue action was divine.

Grabbing my hand, Britney slid it on to her bulging package. Once in place, Britney started a set of small circles that got her hard within seconds.

“And I thought you should know that Britney is a sizeable Viktor fan, too,” Britney said.

“But don’t worry. Your naughty little secret is safe with me. For now,” Britney added.

As Britney caressed my cock, and she encouraged me to caress hers, I struggled to resist the inevitable outcome. My loins were ready to explode when Britney stopped and took a step back.

“Oops! I did it again,” Britney said before smiling, turning and disembarking.


CHAPTER SEVEN


BY THE END of week one, Bo was patting himself on the back for creating the best team building exercise in aviation history. He swore he should quit flying and switch to telling other airlines how to do it. Not one to underplay his abilities at the best of times, Bo’s head could hardly fit through the cockpit door. As we hit the airport lounge in Mykonos for a stopover meal, Bo insisted on fishing for compliments from me.

“You’ve got to admit, this is the greatest airline launch in history,” Bo said.

“I think we’ve started well,” I said.

“What’s that mean?” Bo asked.

“Well, since day three, the feedback from passengers has been progressively in decline,” I replied.

“It must be the way you are asking the questions,” Bo said.

“I’m asking the same thing each time,” I said.

“Getting asked the same question every time would piss me off too,” Bo said.

“It’s different people each time. I only contact people once,” I said.

Bo stood up and walked across to chat with Margaret. Quite animated, the discussion got heated quickly. After a few minutes, Bo settled down a little. He spoke less and listened more. And Margaret appeared not to be holding anything back. At one point, she appeared to have a finger planted well and truly in the middle of his chest. A few minutes later, a disillusioned Bo returned.

“What was all that about?” I asked.

“Chatting to my cabin manager,” Bo replied.

“Anything I can do to help?” I asked.

“How do you feel the team building exercise is coming along?” Bo replied.

I wondered whether this was an ego build question, or he wanted the truth. But the stakes were too high. I went with the brutal truth.

“I would call it a team demolition exercise rather than team building,” I said.

“Funny, that’s what Margaret said, too,” Bo said.

“Have a scan around the lounge. Where are the members of our cabin crew?” I asked.

“Margaret is by the window, with her headphones on,” Bo replied.

“And Angel?” I asked.

“She’s sitting near the bar watching a movie,” Bo replied.

“How about Britney?” I asked.

“Preparing the male guests for the flight,” Bo replied.

“And Juliet?” I asked.

“Nowhere to be seen,” Bo replied.

“She headed to the food court, rather than spend time in the lounge with us,” I said.

“Sounds like Margaret might be right. What’s the score?” Bo asked.

“Juliet is on forty-two, Britney forty-one, Angel eight and Margaret one,” I replied.

“At least it’s close between the top two,” Bo said.

“But at what cost? The cabin crew are at each other’s throats. And the passengers are feeling the brunt of it,” I said.

“So much for teamwork, hey?” Bo said.

“No-one is even making eye contact, let alone speaking,” I said.

“We need to fix this, now,” Bo said.

Bo headed off and moved person-to-person for the next hour. Rather than talk, Bo simply listened to each member of the team. He made notes in his book and occasionally clarified what was being said. Like everything else he did, Bo’s thoroughness impressed me. Having returned to my corner of the lounge, Bo spent another half hour scribbling notes and pondering as he stared into the distance.

After wrangling Juliet into the lounge, Bo pulled the team together in a corner for a team meeting.

“It’s come to my attention that my team building activity isn’t working,” Bo said.

Relief immediately washed over the team before Juliet and Britney looked concerned.

“You can’t cancel it halfway through. I need that holiday,” Juliet said.

“I won’t cancel it.” Bo said.

“Then what are you going to do?” Britney asked.

“We are going to set some ground rules. To stop the cheating,” Bo replied.

Juliet glanced at Britney who mocked a shocked expression.

“Don’t try to fool me. I know exactly what’s going on,” Bo said.

All eyes averted from Bo’s gaze.

“From now on, the following rules will apply,” Bo said.

“First, no changing cabin assignments. What’s on the schedule is what you work,” Bo said.

“And no poaching someone from outside your cabin sector,” I said.

“The aim was to reward you for providing wonderful customer service,” Bo said.

“But the feedback from passengers is exactly the opposite,” I said.

“If we keep going like this, by the end of next week we won’t have any customers,” Bo said.

Bo’s comments shocked no-one. And the crew understood not to go against Bo.

“Now, let’s do a little re-introduction exercise. To remind us about the wonderful team we are part of,” Bo said.

Bo instructed everybody to turn to the person on their right and tell them something they admired about them. It had to be positive. It had to be genuine. And it had an immediate effect.

By the fourth rotation, the team laughed and giggled again. It was time to move forward.

“Now let’s create the most wonderful experiences for our customers,” Bo said.

As we boarded the plane, Bo asked me to be his eyes and ears. We couldn’t afford to head off track again.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


WEEK TWO OF the competition started on a more positive note. The return trip from Mykonos saw a change in cabin crew attitudes. And with Margaret enforcing the new rules, the tension between the crew members abated. Results showed it was still a two horse race, but passenger feedback scores returned to Bo’s high target numbers.

With the pre-flight checks almost complete, the cockpit door opened behind me. I stopped my activity and swung around, hoping to enjoy my morning dose of Angel’s pretty face.

“Oh, it’s you, Margaret. Bo’s running late,” I said before returning to pre-flight activities.

“Sorry to disappoint you, Mr Olofsson,” Margaret said.

“No, I was expecting someone else,” I said.

“Again, sorry to disappoint you,” Margaret said.

The hole was deepening, but I didn’t know how to cut my losses. And Margaret wasn’t taking a backward step.

“Perhaps someone younger and more your type?” Margaret asked.

“I’m sorry Margaret. I didn’t mean to offend you,” I replied.

“Well, it’s wonderful to know someone has your heart fluttering,” Margaret said, smiling.

“I wouldn’t go that far,” I said.

“I’ll ask your secret crush to deliver first drinks,” Margaret said.

“You don’t need to go to any trouble. The passengers should come first,” I said.

“A little birdie told me your lustful secret. But it won’t pass my lips,” Margaret said, grinning.

After noting my drink, Margaret headed out of the cockpit.

Bo arrived minutes later. I’d finished the pre-flight checks by this time. With less than fifteen minutes before take-off, he’d left his arrival to the last minute.

“Everything is A-okay, and we’re slotted in for take-off,” I said.

“Excellent work, Vik,” Bo said.

“I’m loving flying a brand-new aircraft. Makes the pre-flight checks much easier,” I said.

“Yes, we should have a few years before the perennial faults arise,” Bo said.

As I taxied, Bo readied himself for take-off. Weekday mornings were busy at Gatwick airport, with the usual fifteen-minute delay pushing towards twenty minutes. Finally, we were in the air and bidding farewell to an overcast London morning.

“Margaret told me about your secret crush. You sly dog,” Bo said once we were in the air.

“She said she’d keep it a secret,” I said.

“You gotta understand. I’ve known Margaret for ten years. There are no secrets between us,” Bo said.

I unsuccessfully tried to hide my response and muttered bullshit, disguised with a gulp and throat clearing.

“You think otherwise, do you?” Bo asked.

As if Margaret had been monitoring our conversation, there was a bold knock on the cabin door. Margaret opened the door for Britney before giving Bo a knowing glance.

“Somebody requested Britney deliver your drinks,” Britney said, seductively throwing me a wink and an air kiss.

“Thank you, Britney,” I said, feigning a smile.

“Don’t worry, nothing is toxic,” Britney said.

“You shouldn’t trust Margaret with your secrets,” Bo said.

I didn’t respond, not wanting to encourage him. But he wasn’t letting this one go.

“Or should I say, teenage fantasies?” Bo added.

A warmth flooded across my face as it turned a vibrant shade of red.

“I’m channelling sexy teenage Britney this week. I hope you like it,” Britney said, sitting the tray down and doing a twirl.

As she twirled, her short skirt flew out, exposing a pair of white lace knickers less than two inches from my face.

“I’d take the silence as a sign that he’s impressed,” Bo said.

As Britney delivered Bo his drink, she bent over at the waist. As much as I tried not to look, I failed miserably. My mind flashed back to my bedroom and dreaming of a moment like this with Britney Spears. And somehow, my mind could not distinguish that this wasn’t the real Britney, or even a female facsimile.

Bending over to pour milk into Bo’s coffee, Britney turned and smiled.

“I never asked if you wanted cream or sugar,” Britney said.

“By his expression, he wants much more than that,” Bo interjected.

“At least I have your attention,” Britney said with a seductive smile.

After finishing up with Bo, Britney added milk to my tea.

“You like my sheer stockings, do you?” Britney asked.

Britney grabbed my hand and placed it on her leg, sliding it seductively against the silken material.

“They’re new. I bought them with you in mind,” Britney said.

Britney held my hand on her leg a little too long, before grazing it over her bulge when replacing it on my armrest.

“They’re very impressive,” I said.

Britney leaned down and whispered in my ear.

“I’m all yours whenever you want that teenage fantasy to become a reality,” Britney said.

Britney kissed me deeply before turning to leave the cockpit. Her performance, while short, had left me flustered and unable to speak.

“Margaret would never keep your secret,” Bo said after the door closed.

“Trouble is, Britney’s not the one I’ve got my eye on,” I said.

“I thought it sounded strange when Margaret told me. I figured you fancied Angel,” Bo said.

I nodded my head, still trying to recover from Britney’s visit.

“I don’t know how Margaret messed that one up,” I said.

“Well, you and Britney would make a gorgeous couple,” Bo said, smiling.

I gave Bo a ‘dead to me’ stare. How would I recover from Margaret’s faux par? Now Britney believed she was a certainty to win the Super Bet. And we’d only just got the cabin crew working together as one again. What impact would it have on Britney if I told her the truth? But I was sure my supposed secret crush on Britney was by now common knowledge. Any hope of romance with Angel was probably off the table, too.

“Remember, on Fun Jet we’ve got someone for everyone,” Bo said.

“Even you?” I asked.

“They are all options for me,” Bo replied.

I wasn’t sure how to take Bo’s comment, but left well-enough alone.

“Okay, Angel is the one that takes your fancy. Don’t fret, I’ll sort it out,” Bo said.


CHAPTER NINE


A COUPLE OF days had passed, and Britney showed no signs of slowing down on the affection front. I wasn’t sure what Bo’s last comment had meant, but there was little sign of any change coming from it. At least the cockpit offered a reprieve from the mess Margaret had landed me in. A place where I could focus on the number one job at hand, flying the plane.

The Gatwick to Mykonos leg showed smooth flying. After a quick coffee, I headed into the cockpit for the pre-flight checks. I’d tried to avoid Britney and Angel, not wanting to start yet another war amongst the cabin crew. But as I boarded the plane, I noticed Britney heading in the same direction. With the pre-flight checks well underway, I heard the cabin door open.

“It’s Britney time,” Britney said with a broad smile.

“Hi Britney. What can I do for you?” I asked.

“I think the question is, what more can I do for you?” Britney replied.

There was something different about Britney. Her dress had shrunken, or her legs had grown. Her top was bursting at the buttons while her cleavage had doubled since I last saw her. And her hair was super long and full.

“I wanted to give you a preview of sex goddess Britney,” Britney said.

I couldn’t stop myself from scanning her full body, noticing all the enhancements she’d made. My favourite Britney when growing up was sex goddess Britney. And her attention to detail was second to none.

“Cat got your tongue. Do you like my new assets?” Britney asked.

Which assets was she referring to, I wondered? It appeared Britney had undergone a considerable upgrade and moved from my teenage fantasy to my twenty-something fantasy. This was dangerous ground, and I needed to tread carefully. I regained composure and stared Britney straight in the eye.

“Well, I’ll take that as a yes. Don’t do yourself a mischief thinking about me,” Britney said.

Britney lent forward and moved her lips to mine. I couldn’t resist checking out her cleavage. How she achieved such a seamless look was beyond me. Again, I slipped into thinking she was the real Britney and engaged her in a solid game of tongue wrestling. She playfully bit my lips between ramming her tongue deep down my throat.

“Let’s pick this up tonight. My place or yours?” Britney suggested.

In an excited state, I’d ceased thinking straight the moment she walked in.

“Bo said not until the end of the week,” I said.

Britney pushed her tongue deep while she slid her hand down my chest and massaged my rock hard cock.

“Then, let’s take a rain check, lover,” Britney said.

Britney stood up and turned around before feigning dropping a pencil. It took her a lifetime to reach down and pick it up. I stood transfixed as her lace panties became completely uncovered.

“Imagine what this flexibility could do to you,” Britney said.

Britney kissed her fingers and pushed them to my lips. I automatically responded by kissing them. Having achieved what she came for, Britney headed out into the cabin.

I felt embarrassed and annoyed that I’d succumbed to Britney’s wiles. I wasn’t used to having to turn away the attention of gorgeous women. And Britney played on every red-blooded boy’s fantasies. How was I gonna avoid going through with the Super Bet? Did Britney now have the competition in the bag? Would she expect me to join her in Mykonos for the winner’s prize? And I was sure that I’d lost any chance with Angel.

Bo arrived a minute later. Luckily, the blood had returned to my head, and I’d been able to start preparations for take-off.

“Britney seemed excited when she left. You two haven’t done the deed, have you?” Bo asked.

“No, but she secured a promise,” I replied.

“She has the Super Bet in the bag, then. No wonder she was happy,” Bo commented.

Margaret walked in for the post take-off drinks order.

“Did I walk in at an inconvenient time?” Margaret asked.

“No, Vik was telling me he’s on a Super Bet promise with Britney,” Bo replied.

I shot daggers in Bo’s direction, but he was oblivious.

“Now I’m confused. Do you still want me to…” Margaret asked.

“… don’t worry. The plan hasn’t changed,” Bo replied, cutting Margaret short.

“Oh, I’m confused. I’ll send them both in,” Margaret said.

Margaret’s comments both confused and worried me. What the hell was Bo up to?

Angel arrived with the drinks around ten minutes after take-off. Her smile caused my heart to skip more than a few beats. She’d done something different with her hair, which was flowing down her back almost to her pert backside.

“A coffee for you, Bo,” Angel said, placing the drink on the stand.

After adding milk and sugar, she headed in my direction.

“And a tea for you, Viktor,” Angel said, placing a cup beside me.

As Angel held the teapot above me ready to pour, the cabin door flew open and in walked Britney. She bumped Angel’s elbow, sending a pot of hot tea into my lap. Bo had the controls, so the aircraft remained flying, but I sat strapped into my seat with hot tea scorching my groin.

“I’m terribly sorry, Mr Olofsson,” Angel said.

Britney grabbed Angel and pushed her into the galley. She closed the door and unbuckled my seat belt.

“Up, we need to wash those pants immediately,” Britney said.

As quick as a flash, Britney had my pants around my ankles and pressed a cold towel against my groin.

“Here, hold this against your skin until I come back,” Britney said.

With my pants in her hand, Britney ran from the cockpit and slammed the door after her. I stood in front of Bo, in my underpants, and with a wet towel held against my groin.

“Do you mind taking a seat? You’re making the place untidy,” Bo said.

I got back to my seat as Margaret entered the cockpit.

“Is everything alright in here?” Margaret asked.

“You might need to chat to Angel, but we’re alright,” Bo replied.

“How did it happen?” Margaret asked.

“It was my fault,” I replied.

“Thank goodness Britney jumped into action,” Bo said.

“I think she’s had plenty of experience removing a guy’s pants,” Margaret said.

“Even so, she did well in a crisis,” Bo said.

Britney returned to the cockpit ten minutes later. She held a clean and dry pair of pants out for me to put back on.

“You are a godsend. I didn’t have a change of clothes. How can I ever repay you?” I asked.

“Dinner and a show tonight,” Britney replied.

I knew I shouldn’t have offered as soon as the words spilled from my mouth.

“He can’t tonight. He’s got other plans,” Bo said.

“Then dinner and a show tomorrow night. I’m not performing, but if you buy dinner, I’ll put on a show you’ll never forget,” Britney said.

“He’d love to,” Bo said.


CHAPTER TEN


AS I COMPLETED pre-flight checks for the return flight to Gatwick, Bo entered the cockpit.

“All checks completed. All A-okay, captain,” I said.

“Margaret’s interfering nearly backfired,” Bo said.

“Thankfully, Britney acted decisively,” I said.

Getting out of Mykonos was a breeze compared to Gatwick. Slots were orderly and hourly. Taxi times were minimal, and delays were unheard of.

“But I’m on a promise tomorrow night,” I commented.

“Yes, we’ll need to speed up your game with Angel,” Bo said.

“I hope the spill hasn’t scared her off,” I said.

The wheels in Bo’s head were turning rapidly. He stared blankly out the window, not at the crystal blue Mediterranean below, but merely a few feet outside the window. Suddenly, his focus returned, and he unbuckled his seat belt and stood.

“Don’t worry, I’ll set things right. Do you want a tea?” Bo asked.

I nodded in approval, as this was the first time Bo had left the cockpit during a flight.

“I’ve got to check something on the manifest,” Bo said, hurrying out the door.

What the hell is he going to do this time? He’d left me to fly the plane. A wave of discomfort washed over me. I started wondering whether I was incident prone, or whether Bo made me feel that way. He was a wonderful boss, but he got a little too involved in non-work issues. Something I wasn’t at all used to.

Less than ten minutes later, Bo reappeared. Strapped back in, he took over the controls to give me a break. A minute later, there was a knock on the door. It was Juliet.

“Here’s your soda water, captain Bo,” Juliet said.

“And here’s your cup of tea, Viktor,” Juliet added.

“Thanks, Juliet,” I said.

Once the drinks were delivered, Juliet glanced across at Bo, who nodded. Juliet moved into my eyeline.

“If we were to go on the perfect date, Viktor, it would be dinner at Angler in London. I would wear my floral Dolce and Gabbana dress with my Manolo Blahnik pumps. We would sit in a private room with views across London. And after dinner, we would retire to a private suite at The Savoy,” Juliet said.

“Any questions for Juliet?” Bo said.

“What if I don’t choose you?” I asked.

“Your loss,” Juliet replied.

Juliet then leaned froward and kissed me gently before leaving the cockpit.

“What the hell was that?” I asked.

“I told you I’d fix it. How did you find Juliet’s pitch?” Bo replied.

“It sounded lovely. But I still don’t understand what that was about,” I said.

“Hear the girls out. And don’t worry, Margaret declined the pitch offer,” Bo said.

I quizzed Bo about the pitches. But he refused to enlighten me.

“I told you I would sort it. You need to have faith in me,” Bo said.

“But what if I pick a winner? Won’t the others hate me, and the winner?” I asked.

“Don’t worry. I’ve got it all sorted,” Bo replied.

Britney was next to appear in the cockpit. She walked in to collect the cups once we’d finished the drinks. Upon entering, she walked straight over to me and stared down at my groin.

“Did I miss a spot?” Britney asked while leaning down and rubbing my pants.

“Definitely not,” I replied, shocked by her forwardness.

“I didn’t want you to hold it against me,” Britney said, smiling.

Britney glanced over at Bo, who nodded. She moved into my eyeline.

“The perfect date with me would start at a club, where you would watch Britney’s private show. After teasing and tantalising every one of your senses, I would take you there and then, on the stage. Then we would head back to your place and share a tub of Chocolate Chip Cookie Dough ice cream with one big spoon,” Britney said.

“Any questions for Britney?” Bo said.

“What if I don’t choose you?” I asked.

“Oh, that won’t happen,” Britney replied.

Britney leaned froward and thrust her tongue deep down my throat before leaving the cockpit.

“They seem well-drilled. What did you ask of them?” I asked once Britney was out of earshot.

“You have two minutes to pitch your date. Make it count,” Bo replied.

“That’s all?” I asked.

“That’s all,” Bo replied.

Angel was the last of the cabin crew to join us in the cockpit. The second I saw her in the doorway, my heartbeat increased dramatically. Unlike Juliet and Britney, she did nothing out of the ordinary to impress me on the way in. She even stood back a step further than the others. But her impact was no less impressive. Rather, she didn’t need to try hard. Her natural beauty and elegance shone through.

Angel glanced over at Bo, waiting for the signal to start. Bo peered at me before nodding.

“The perfect date for me would start at a dance club. With your love of Latin music, I’d teach you the Argentine tango. Then, a classic Porsche 356C would take us to the airport, where a fuelled-up Jetstream would wait for you to fly us to a cave house in Santorini,” Angel said.

“Any questions for Angel?” Bo said.

“What if I don’t choose you?” I asked.

“Then I’m sure you’ll have a wonderful time,” Britney replied.

Wow, she’d remembered every discussion we’d had. I thought she didn’t know I existed, but she remembered everything. And her humility was refreshing.

Once Angel left the cockpit, it signalled time to decide. The pitch was way too elaborate for it to be for nought.

“What happens now?” asked.

“You pick the best pitch,” Bo replied.

“And what will that mean for team building?” I asked.

“Don’t worry about that. I have it covered,” Bo replied.

“But I’ll have to live with the consequences,” I said.

“I’ve got it covered. Trust me,” Bo said.

“As long as you have my back,” I said.

“I got you into this. And I’ll get you out of it, too,” Bo said.

I worked back through the pitches. It was obvious which girl I wanted to spend time with. And which date appealed to me most? Only one had considered me, rather than what they wanted out of the date.

“Which one is it, the drag queen, the transgender girl, or the genetic girl?” Bo asked.

“The what?” I replied.

“As I told you, I handpicked the staff. We have someone for everyone,” Bo said.

I didn’t respond at first. I couldn’t respond. My mind was travelling a million miles an hour. Which one was which?

“What did you say?” I asked.

“I made sure there was someone for everyone,” Bo replied.

“Are you telling me that Juliet or Angel was born a guy?” I asked.

“Surely you realised that?” Bo replied.

“Which one?” I asked.

“I think you know. Deep down,” Bo replied.

All I could think was thank goodness Bo had let me know before I decided.

“I’ve only ever dated girls. I wouldn’t know what to do with anyone else,” I said.

“Then Juliet it is,” Bo said.

The idea of taking Juliet on a date left me cold. If I hadn’t known the truth, Juliet would have been a distant third choice.

“Do we have a decision?” Bo asked.

“I don’t know. Juliet was bottom of my list,” I replied.

“Do you want to change your mind?” Bo asked.

A night with Juliet did not appeal. Sure, she was attractive, but she was self-absorbed, and we had nothing in common.

“I’ll have to pass,” I replied.

“Now passing would cause a team problem,” Bo said.

“Then what advice would you have for me?” I asked.

“You don’t have to sleep with whoever you pick. If you’re not attracted to any of them, pick the one you have the best connection with,” Bo replied.

I considered Bo’s advice during the rest of the trip. If I was honest, it wasn’t a lack of attraction. All three were attractive, but there was no connection with Juliet. That left Britney, my teenage fantasy, and Angel, the girl who’d taken my breath away each time I saw her. The decision was obvious. But was I man enough to make it?


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


“THAT OUTFIT IS incredible,” I said as Angel walked into the living room.

“Well, I was hoping to impress you,” Angel said.

“I’m still thankful you gave me a second chance,” I said.

“It takes kissing a lot of frogs before you find your prince,” Angel said.

Angel strode from the bedroom wearing a black sparkling top and skirt. The skin-tight top had spaghetti straps, cut to highlight her luscious cleavage. It stopped an inch above the skirt, highlighting her deep bronze tan. The dress sat perfectly on her hips with a deep cut extending from her ankles to the bottom of her panties. Her dancer’s legs demanded attention. Completing the outfit, Angel wore a pair of black four-inch stiletto ankle boots.

I held Angel’s hand while I led her down the marble stairs and onto the lower level. The sun was central to our vista, and it was about to disappear into the Mediterranean for the day. The bright orange light gave Angel a glow that set my heart on fire. Once on the lower level, I placed my arm firmly around Angel and walked her towards a romantic table setting.

“I can’t believe how beautiful it is here,” Angel said.

“Where Bo is concerned, I expect nothing less,” I said.

Once seated, I rang the small bell sitting in the middle of the table.

“May I offer you both drinks?” a waiter asked.

“We’ll start with the champagne, thanks,” I replied.

They arranged the table around the view. Angel and I sat shoulder to shoulder at a four person table. That way, we both got to appreciate the wonderful sunset before us. As we waited for the champagne to arrive, I held Angel’s hand. She crossed her legs in response, rubbing her soft leather boot against my calf.

“I packed my Fun Jet uniform for later on,” Angel whispered.

As the sun disappeared into the orange, glowing ocean, I noticed Angel shiver. I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her close as we emptied a second bottle of red with dessert.

“I’m quite impressed with your home cooking,” Angel said.

“Well, it’s not a kitchen I’m familiar with. Hence, I brought in a little help,” I said.

“A Michelin four star chef is quite a move,” Angel said.

“The five star chef was busy,” I said, smiling.

After the last of the dinner dishes were placed in the dishwasher, I heard the front door close and a car drive off into the distance. Finally alone, I leant forward and softly kissed Angel. That first taste was everything I had hoped for, and more.

“Are you sure you are ready for tonight?” Angel asked.

“More ready than you could imagine,” I replied.

Not wanting to rush things, I kissed Angel deeply before moving to her neck and ears. Oohs and aahs of approval signalled I was on the right track. I don’t know why I was incredibly nervous. This wasn’t my first time alone with a beautiful girl. But perhaps that was it. She was more beautiful than any girl I’d ever met. And then there was the excitement of new experiences to further entice me.

“I need to ask you something,” I said.

“Yes, darling. Anything,” Angel said.

“How does it work, you know, with the whole transgender thing?” I asked.

“Think of me exactly as you would any girlfriend you’ve had. But know that whatever you do, I may do the same to you,” Angel replied with a smile.

A shiver rolled up my spine as Angel’s words came out. Was this really happening? Was I about to make love to Angel? I pinched myself to prove it wasn’t another teenage fantasy. That all of this was real. I’d had two weeks to contemplate this night. Since that night, where I’d wined and dined Angel before getting scared and made it clear we were merely friends. I regretted it every second since. I hadn’t stopped thinking about what could have been. Should have been. It was hands down the best date of my life, but I couldn’t overcome my fear.

“I think we need to break the ice,” Angel said.

With that, she reached behind her and removed her top. Her long brown hair swept across her shoulders and folded down over her left breast. A perfectly tanned pair of 38C breast sat before me, enticing me forward.

“Go ahead. You know you want to,” Angel said.

I leaned forward and kissed Angel deeply. Then kissed my way down her neck until I reached the target. Angel ran her hands through my curls, pulling me closer until I could smell nothing but her heavenly scent. Her nipples were super sensitive and instantly responded. I circled each areola before teasing each nipple to full arousal.

Starting me in familiar territory, Angel started cooing with excitement. But eventually, she pulled my hair back and stared directly in my eyes.

“Now I need you to prove that you have what it takes to love me completely,” Angel said.

“Anything. Tell me what you want me to do,” I said.

Angel stood and slid her hand behind her. I’d been dreading this moment. Was I sure I had what it took to please Angel? No, but I was determined to prove it to both of us. Angel gently unzipped her dress and stepped out of it. My eyes immediately moved to her black lace panties and the less than subtle bulge concealed beneath them.

“Do you want me to continue?” Angel said.

“Yes, please,” I said without hesitation.

With one hand on each side of her panties, Angel pulled each side out, one at a time, making the bulge grow larger through the stimulation.

“I need to warn you, I’m well-endowed,” Angel said with a smile.

“I may have already noticed that,” I said.

Finally, Angel pulled both sides of her panties out far enough that a six inch semi-hard uncut cock burst free from the lace prison. I stared uncontrollably as my jaw dropped. Her cock was long, slim and tanned. It didn’t appear scary, like a man’s cock. Rather, a neatly shaved crop of hair surrounded it, a landing strip about half an inch wide.

“I hope you don’t mind. I thought it’d be easier for you to find if there was a landing strip,” Angel said.

Angel took two steps towards me until I was less than six inches away from her member. I watched it twitch with the expectation of what was to come. She reached down and moved my hand towards the stiffening member. I opened my hand as Angel wrapped it around the girth. It felt familiar, but different. It was the first time I’d touched a cock from this side. But I quickly adjusted and massaged it slowly from root to tip.

“Delightful. But I want you to taste me,” Angel said.

I peered up to view her gorgeous face, bursting with expectation. This is what I needed to do.

“My pleasure,” I said as I thrust my mouth forward, gleefully accepting the full six inches.

At first, I gagged.

“Relax and open your throat,” Angel said.

I did as suggested and found comfort immediately. Angel’s cock responded in an instant, quivering as her excitement built. The blood rushed through her veins as I took the initiative and started sucking.

It took me less than a minute to work up a rhythm that Angel was obviously enjoying. I placed a hand on each of Angel’s hips to help guide my way. Angel grabbed two handfuls of my hair and directed my speed and depth. With each down stroke, Angel’s floral perfume filled my lungs. With each outward stroke, Angel’s grip on my hair tightened.

“Oh, that feels amazing,” Angel moaned.

I took Angel’s responses as encouragement for a job well done. But it wasn’t time to sit on my laurels. I had an orgasm to deliver. And I was on the downhill run.

“Don’t stop, I’m close,” Angel screamed as her grip tightened.

Angel’s pleasure was my number one focus as I upped the pace and depth in line with her directions. Finally, her member quivered before she shot a load of her sweet nectar deep down the back of my throat.


CHAPTER TWELVE


ANGEL AND I had been oblivious to the fact that a couple of cruise ships had anchored off the coast. With the ships about a half mile away, luckily, we hadn’t moved from the candlelight of the dinner table. If we saw movement on board, I’m sure they saw us. Still, I was enjoying knowing I’d given Angel our first orgasm. And she appeared eager to not stop at one.

I stood and cuddled Angel. Her face still flushed from the excitement, I moved forward and kissed her deeply. As our tongues wrestled, my mind wandered in all directions. What sort of act two could I expect? How would Angel prefer to repay the favour? And then the big question that was playing on my mind. Did she expect to stick that monster of hers into one or more of my orifices?

“You did pretty well for a newbie,” Angel said.

“I find enthusiasm and energy makes up for experience,” I said.

“Are you quoting from the book of Bo?” Angel asked.

I shrugged my shoulders and smiled.

“Well, you’ve seen mine. Now my turn,” Angel said, taking a seat on a sun lounge.

She had thrown the challenge down. I didn’t merely want to undress. I needed to tease Angel, like she had done to me.

“Hey Google, play ‘Hold It Against Me’ by Nylon Pink,” I said.

“Okay, here’s ‘Hold it Against Me’ by Nylon Pink,” Google responded.

As the song started, I stepped across to the sun lounge, slowly and deliberately. I wasn’t what you could call a natural dancer, but again followed the energy and enthusiasm mantra. Once a few feet from the sun lounge, I slowly unbuttoned my shirt.

“Rip it off,” Angel demanded.

But I was waiting for the first chorus.

Removing my shirt, I held it behind me like a towel, sliding it back and forth across my body until the music signalled it was time to unload. The shirt flew in Angel’s direction, landing over her head and cutting off her view.

“Boo, hiss. I want more skin,” Angel yelled.

I slid my hands down to my belt, unbuckling it slowly. Leaning forward, I moved Angel’s hand onto the belt buckle, which she used to rip the belt from my pants. I moved my groin forward, where Angel was eager to play. Her hand went straight for my package, rubbing it up and down a few times before slowly undoing the fly. I moved my hand to the back of my pants. I wanted my pants to remain in place when Angel expectantly pulled my pants down.

“Where’s my reward?” I asked, leaning down for a kiss.

I let go the pants and stepped out of them. Standing before Angel in nothing but my Calvin Klein’s, there was no holding Angel back from that point. Angel sat up in the sun lounge and grabbed my trunks with both hands. Without delay, she pulled them clear of my thighs, unveiling my rock hard six-inches.

“That will fit perfectly,” Angel said with a wicked smile.

Angel stood, and we hugged again. Our tongues danced as our cocks battled for top position.

“Turn around. I want to see what I’ve got to play with,” Angel said.

I turned to face the two cruise ships.

Angel took a step forward and pressed her breasts into my back. With her boots still on, she was only an inch or two shorter than me. Her semi-hard cock ground against my backside.

“That is one hell of a rear cabin you have there,” Angel said.

“Thanks for noticing,” I said.

“I’m gonna have plenty of fun with that,” Angel said.

It occurred to me what Angel was hinting at. But quick as a flash, Angel took my cock in her hand and worked it, ensuring I wasn’t going anywhere. Her hand work was incredible. She understood exactly which buttons to push and when. I lay back, expecting to enjoy the hand job, when a moist object entered my rear canal. It surprised me at first, and I feared that she’d unleashed the monster.

“Don’t panic, it’s only a finger,” Angel whispered before kissing my neck and ears.

I stood dead still, loving the collective front and rear action. Angel moved her finger onto my G-spot, which caused me to shudder. I felt as though I would piss myself.

“Hold on for the crescendo,” Angel said.

Angel increased her activity on my cock while adding the rear stimulation. My legs trembled as I rushed towards the inevitable orgasm.

When I let go, it was a massive load. And the pleasure I received from the orgasm was greater than anything I’d ever experienced before. It was like the rear action heightened my enjoyment.

“Was that enjoyable?” Angel asked.

“Fuck, that was incredible,” I replied.

“Don’t worry. I got another treat for you yet,” Angel purred.

I had little time to recover as Angel dropped to her haunches and kissed my backside. Angel kissed around my butt cheeks before pulling my cheeks apart and probing my flower with her tongue. The feeling was nothing like I’d ever experienced. The hairs stood up on the back of my neck immediately.

“Lean over and hold on for your life,” Angel said.

I placed a hand on each side of the sun lounge, exposing my flower fully to Angel’s whim. She probed my hole with precision before spitting on it. Something pushed against my sphincter. I assumed it was her finger, but soon learned it was something much bigger.

“This won’t hurt for long,” Angel said before plunging her cock deep into my rear cavern.

She was right. Once fully docked, incredible pleasure replaced the pain. Starting slowly, Angel thrust her cock deep inside me before pulling it back. The action of her cock against the walls of my arse sent shivers through my whole body. And when she went deep and hit my G-spot, my legs almost collapsed. I was glad I was holding onto the sun lounge, as my legs alone would not have kept me up.

Angel thrust deep and pulled back, again and again, until her cock quivered.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna come,” Angel screamed.

That was all the warning I got. Angel went deep and held tight, flooding my arse with her warm nectar. Once it was done, she held me tight until her cock eventually popped out of my arse. I was hot, and I was sweaty, but I was glad I’d trusted my instincts and picked Angel.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT WAS THE first of fourteen nights of the most passion I’d ever experienced. Angel and I fit like a hand in glove on many levels. And she kept to her word. Anything I did to her, she was more than happy to do to me in return. I learnt about letting go of control and enjoying the moment with Angel. And there was no shortage of wonderful moments to share.

We didn’t leave Bo’s house very often. As you would expect from Bo, it was fully self-contained. In fact, I can only remember leaving once, and that was to drop off Angel’s Fun Jet uniform for a dry clean. But that didn’t slow us down as Angel was a free spirit who didn’t worry too much about clothes. She also didn’t worry about things such as cruise ships off the coast or nosy neighbours with telescopes. She was understandably proud of her body and didn’t mind showing it off.

Britney and Juliet both moved on quickly. It turned out that both ended up with several dates at the end of the two weeks. Juliet got taken to a private Greek island by one of her passengers, Stavros, the heir to a shipping empire. Britney got invited to perform in a drag club in Mykonos, during which she got recruited into an Ed Sheeran video by his manager, Elton John. Her fifteen minutes of fame lasted almost two weeks.

To show our appreciation to Bo and Margaret, Angel and I set up the most romantic first date for the two of them. Held on a private island off the coast of Spain, Bo flew them in, while Angel and I looked after the needs of the sole passenger, Margaret. Luckily, they hit it off as ten years of pent-up sexual tension burst to the surface. Bo and Margaret couldn’t have been happier once the shock had settled.

Angel and I dated for six months before I manned up and asked her to move into my Brighton penthouse. I bought her a red Porsche 911 as a welcome gift, and we took it turns to drive to the airport. But each month, on the anniversary of our first day in Mykonos, Angel put on her Fun Jet uniform, and we relived Angel’s winning pitch. Then we celebrated her win in style until well after sunup. And though the shift to commercial airlines took some getting used to, I never regretted my decision, or how learning to fly brought true love into my life.
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Thank you for reading one of my books! I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it for you. I’m probably in the process of working on another book right now.
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THE BREAKDOWN
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Have you ever felt like being the responsible one is holding you back? What would happen if you just went with the flow?

Caleb Glover is living the dream. Songwriter and guitarist of indie-band Plastic Hippos, he tours up and down the USA with two of his best mates. Childhood friend Billy, a bassist and gifted sound engineer, and Dave, a talented drummer, make wonderful bandmates, both on stage and between gigs. Each has their quirks, but Caleb wouldn’t swap them for the world.

Prudence, Dave’s sister and lead singer of Plastic Hippos, is quite another thing altogether. As lyricist and front woman, Caleb can only admire what she brings to the band. But the off-stage cost is heavy. And it’s wearing Caleb down. Not only is she relentless in her pursuit of Caleb romantically, but she’s needy, and keeps him on a very short leash. Not helpful for Caleb’s love life, nor the creative evolution of the band.

So, when Billy drives the band through a severe storm into a tiny southern town, just to buy a new t-shirt, things start to unravel. Of all the places to breakdown, a town in the bible belt with seven churches and next to no accommodation, doesn’t seem like a great fit for a stranded van full of overly excitable indie musicians. Especially when the only place in town to eat, the local diner, looks like a scene from a fifties movie.

If you like romance stories with intrigue and heart, where ‘Almost Famous’ meets ‘The Crying Game’, then you’ll love “THE BREAKDOWN’. The latest story from indie-author, Yumi Cox.

Will Caleb successfully control his band mates’ antics, while repelling unwanted advances, or will a breakdown in a small town break the band, forever?


FIVE FIRST DATES
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Would you trust someone else to find the love of your life? What if that someone was a computer?

Tom Prince is a successful scientist, who is still living in his hometown of Kansas City. It’s not because he doesn’t have options. With too many patents to count and a string of life-saving medical breakthroughs under his belt, Tom has enjoyed the riches that come with success. Still, he prefers the quiet life.

But after losing the love of his life three years prior, all Tom does is work, eat, and sleep. Something that his sister Nancy, his one and only personal contact, believes is unhealthy and needs to change. And she isn’t letting it go until Tom moves on once and for all.

So, when Nancy sees an advertisement for SoulMates, a dating service that guarantees a match or your money back, she sees the opportunity to get Tom back on the bike. As a man of science, he can’t argue with ‘five dates to your soul mate or your money back’ promise. And he’ll spend time in five of the most romantic places in the country.

But when the SoulMates process insists Tom keeps his options wide open, he must decide between walking away from one-hundred grand or embracing life well outside his comfort zone.

If you like romances where sparks fly in all directions like Bridget Jones’s Diary or Mamma Mia, then you’ll love FIVE FIRST DATES. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Tom embrace the SoulMates process and live life outside his comfort zone, or will he play it safe and lose the chance to meet his soul mate, forever?


FAMILIAR FACE
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Is it really possible for people to change? Or are we destined to follow our childhood path blindly into adulthood, and for the rest of our lives?

Lewis Ludwig is returning to his hometown of Staunton, Virginia, for the first time in ten years. Something he promised he’d never do. Since moving to New York City straight out of high school, this ex-football star, heartthrob and all-round bad-boy had worked hard to change his negative outlook on life, and most of his wicked ways. But no-one back in Staunton knows or cares about that.

So, when Lewis steps off the plane to join the wedding party for his best buddy, Gary’s wedding, he instantly feels the wrath for things done a lifetime ago. And no matter where he goes and who he meets, everyone seems to have bad memories of being on the wrong end of Lewis Ludwig’s bad deeds. Especially, the bride and fellow members of the wedding party.

But when Lewis spots Stacy, a fellow wedding party member and visitor to Staunton, he believes his luck may have changed. Stacy, is smart and sexy and, as she’s from out of town, won’t hold his bad boy history against him. Although she looks somewhat familiar, something he puts down to her modelling picture adorning his dorm room wall throughout college.

If you like wedding romances with heart, where people really can surprise you, like ‘Four Weddings and a Funeral’, then you’ll love ‘FAMILIAR FACE’. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Can Lewis make a positive first impression on his dream girl Stacy, or will his bad-boy reputation ruin his chances?


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?


DOUBLE TROUBLE

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

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


MILE HIGH CLUB - BANGKOK (BKK)

[image: ]

Have you ever wondered what the crew of a Private Jet gets up to during a week-long layover in Bangkok?

Ken Turner has just landed his dream job. Straight out of the air force, Ken is a handsome 25yo African American who has never left the US. He has been recruited as Co-Pilot, flying a Private Jet for a Silicon Valley entrepreneur. Now the learning curve really begins.

Ken’s first trip is to Thailand, where the crew is based in Bangkok for a week. That gives him ample downtime to have some fun in the nightlife capital of the world. A lamb in a cage of wolves, Ken is naive and doesn’t even know what a ladyboy is.

Viking-esque pilot (Bo) views his job as not just to fly the plane, but to help his young offsider to truly experience each destination. And he enlists Miss Patsy and the Alcazar Cabaret girls to handle Ken’s education, first hand. But gorgeous VIP Flight Attendant (Kimberley) has vowed to keep Ken out of trouble.

If you like transgender romance stories with an equal dose of action and heart, then you’ll love ‘Mile High Club - Bangkok (BKK). The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Kimberley successfully steer Ken away from the forbidden fruit, or will Bo provide Ken with an eye-opening, and perhaps life-changing, experience?


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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