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This book is a Fluency Fix Companion Reader designed to support English fluency development through immersive storytelling. It is intended for language learners and may be used alongside Fluency Fix audio episodes and coaching programmes.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, businesses, and events are either products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

About This Book
Elena at the Edge is part of the Fluency Fix Companion Reader series.

Elena at the Edge follows Elena Weissmann, the CEO of NordChem Industries' German subsidiary, as she navigates the highest-stakes moment of her career. When the Group Board Chairman calls personally to identify her as a candidate for Global Head, she steps forward into boardroom politics, hidden agendas, and the test of everything she is.

The story is set across boardrooms, strategy meetings, and the quiet moments between them — where the real decisions are made.

The book is designed to help English learners experience language naturally through:

	executive boardroom English at C1 level

	the language of strategic leadership and high-stakes decision-making

	precise, measured sentence structures used by senior professionals

	natural repetition of advanced connectors and authority phrases


Rather than teaching English directly, the story allows readers to absorb language through immersion and repetition.

The language level is designed to feel:

	clear

	practical

	natural

	confidence-building


This companion reader works especially well alongside:

	pairing with the Executive Leadership Spotify playlist

	repeated reading of key dialogue scenes

	shadowing the boardroom conversations

	Fluency Fix Executive Leadership audio episodes


About Natasha's Fluency Fix
Natasha's Fluency Fix helps professionals move from “getting by” in English to communicating naturally, confidently, and without the mental effort of translating every sentence before speaking.

The Fluency Fix method focuses on:

	spoken fluency

	real-world communication

	confidence through repetition

	practical conversational rhythm

	immersive language exposure


Instead of memorising isolated grammar rules, learners build fluency through meaningful communication and repeated spoken practice — until English starts to feel natural, not translated.

Learn more at:

https://natashasfluencyfix.com
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PART ONE
The Weight of Being Noticed
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Chapter 1 — The Call She Didn't Expect
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The call came on a Thursday morning, just after eight.

Elena was already at her desk. She had been there since half past seven, working through a set of board papers that had arrived the evening before. The building was quiet. Most of the leadership team didn't arrive before nine, and she had always preferred the early hours — the stillness, the uninterrupted thinking time, the sense that the day was hers before it belonged to anyone else.

Her phone rang. She glanced at the screen and paused.

The name was one she recognised immediately. Not a name she saw often. Not a name that called regional offices on Thursday mornings without a reason.

She picked up.

"Good morning, Elena."

The voice was calm and precise. Heinrich Brandt, Chairman of the NordChem Group Board, spoke the way he always did — as though the conversation had already been decided and he was simply informing her of its outcome.

"Good morning, Heinrich," she said.

"I hope I'm not interrupting."

"Not at all." She set down her pen.

"Good. I'll be direct." He paused — not from hesitation, she knew, but because he chose his pauses the way other people chose their words. "We have been reviewing the leadership structure at group level. There is a position we need to fill. I wanted to speak with you personally before anything is formalised."

Elena said nothing. She waited.

"Global Head," he said. "We believe you are the right person for it."

For a moment, the only sound was the low hum of the building's ventilation system. Elena looked at the window. Outside, the city was beginning to move — delivery vans, the first trams of the morning, a woman walking a dog along the canal path. Ordinary things. Unchanged things.

"I see," she said.

"I wanted to give you time to consider it properly. Nothing needs to be decided today. But I wanted you to hear it from me directly, and I wanted you to understand that this is not a formality. The board has discussed this carefully."

"I understand," Elena said. "And I appreciate you telling me yourself."

"Of course." Another pause. "How is the regional performance looking?"

The shift was deliberate, she knew. He was giving her space. Moving the conversation back to solid ground — numbers, structure, outcomes — the things she could speak about with certainty.

"We are tracking well," she said. "The integration of the northern facilities is progressing as planned. I expect to have a full update for the regional board by the end of the month."

"Good. That's what I expected to hear." His tone was warm now, or as warm as Heinrich Brandt allowed himself to be. "Think about what I've said, Elena. Speak to your team. Then let's talk again."

"I will. Thank you, Heinrich."

The line went quiet.

She held the phone for a moment after the call ended, then set it face down on the desk. The board papers were still in front of her, their pages neatly marked with her notes from the morning. She looked at them without reading them.

Global Head.

She had not sought this. That was the part people would find difficult to understand — the colleagues who had spent years manoeuvring, positioning, making themselves visible to exactly the right people at exactly the right moments. Elena had never operated that way. She had done her work. She had built the right structures, developed the right people, delivered the outcomes the board expected. The rest had followed on its own.

She picked up her pen. There was still an hour before the first meeting of the day.

She turned back to the board papers and continued to read.
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Chapter 2 — What the Numbers Said
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The regional leadership meeting began at nine, as it always did.

Elena had prepared for it the evening before — not because she needed to, but because preparation was a habit she had never abandoned, not even in the years when she could have walked into a room like this and spoken without notes for an hour. The discipline was the point. The discipline was what made the delivery look easy.

Seven people sat around the table. She knew all of them well. Some she had appointed herself. Others had been there when she arrived, and she had either earned their confidence or, in two cases, quietly moved them aside. The ones who remained were the ones who delivered.

She opened without preamble.

"I want to start with the northern integration," she said. "We had been reviewing the production footprint for some time before the decision was taken last quarter. I want to make sure this team is clear on the sequence."

She moved through the update steadily. The decisions that had been made before the announcement. The governance structures that had been aligned across both organisations. The cross-functional reviews they had initiated to accelerate the process.

"We are on track," she said. "The new reporting framework is performing as expected."

Thomas Richter, who led the commercial division, nodded. He was the most experienced person in the room and the one most likely to ask the question she didn't want yet.

"What about group-level priorities?" he said. "Any signal from the board on the next phase?"

Elena looked at him steadily.

"Nothing that changes our current direction," she said. "Our focus remains the integration. That's where the performance is, and that's what the board is watching."

It was not untrue. It was simply incomplete. She had spent most of the previous evening making that distinction — between what she could say and what she could not, between the information that belonged to the team and the information that was not yet hers to share.

The meeting continued. Quarterly numbers. Staffing decisions. A supply chain issue in the southern region that had already been resolved but needed to be documented correctly for the group board report.

Elena listened, asked precise questions, and made three decisions before ten o'clock. Each one was clear. Each one closed before the next began.

When the room began to empty, Miriam Vogt stayed behind. She was Elena's head of operations — careful, thorough, and the person in the building most likely to notice when something was being managed rather than shared.

"You seem focused this morning," Miriam said. It was not quite a question.

"I'm always focused," Elena said.

"More than usual."

Elena gathered her papers. "There's a lot to manage. The board report needs to be finalised by Friday, and I want to review the northern integration numbers myself before they go up."

Miriam looked at her for a moment, then nodded. She had learned, over the years, when to press and when to wait.

"I'll have the numbers on your desk by tomorrow morning," she said.

"Thank you."

The room was quiet after she left.

Elena stood at the window for a moment — the same view she had looked at during Brandt's call the morning before. The canal. The trams. The ordinary rhythm of the city continuing without reference to any of it.

She had been reviewing the situation carefully since the call. She had not written anything down. She had not spoken to anyone. She had let the information sit — undisturbed, unannounced — while she worked through what it meant.

Global Head.

The position was not straightforward. She understood that. A role at that level never was. There would be people on the group board who supported the idea and people who did not. There would be colleagues who would smile warmly at the news and spend the following weeks looking for the weakness in her position. She had seen it before — not directed at her, but directed at others. She knew how it moved.

What she didn't know yet was who was already moving.

She picked up her papers and walked back to her office. She had a call with the group finance director at eleven, and she intended to be ready for it.
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Chapter 3 — The Right Words at the Wrong Time
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Lukas called at half past seven.

She was still at the office when her phone lit up with his name. She answered immediately, the way she always did when it was him — without hesitation, without finishing the sentence she had been writing.

"Mum. Are you still working?"

"I'm just finishing something. How are you?"

"Fine. Tired. We had a seminar that ran until six."

"Which module?"

"Econometrics." He said it the way he said most things he found difficult — flatly, without complaint, as though naming the problem was enough.

"And?"

"And it's fine. I'll manage." A pause. "You sound distracted."

"I'm not distracted. I'm listening."

"You're doing both."

She smiled at that. He knew her well enough to notice the particular quality of her attention when part of it was somewhere else. She closed the document on her screen.

"Tell me about the seminar," she said.

He did. For twenty minutes he talked about the module, about his study group, about a professor who spoke too quickly and a problem set that was due on Friday. She listened properly this time. When the call ended, she sat for a moment with the phone in her hand before she put her coat on and went home.

The house was quiet when she arrived. She ate something small, poured a glass of water, and was in bed before ten — earlier than usual, and deliberate. The week had been dense, and she had learned, over years of dense weeks, that rest was not
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