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Rushing to catch the train, Lindsey tripped as she stepped onto the platform. Such was her life as she lived all the way across the city from her job at the Kingsley Stout Marketing Firm. For four years, she’s climbed the ladder in the firm becoming a step below the senior officers in the company. They handled large accounts that included worldwide companies, often sending Lindsey traveling internationally for business trips.

A nice gentleman on the train made room for Lindsey beside him. He was neatly trimmed, wearing a charcoal gray suit and tie. She checked him out and surmised the man must work in the financial district. Her office building was right around the corner from the financial district, she often traveled with the stock market gurus when heading to work.

The gentleman regarded Lindsey, but he seemed shy. Despite Lindsey’s drop-dead gorgeous looks, she came across as aloof. It was her strict upbringing and nose to the books education that sent her on the career path. She always had an end goal, to climb higher to be better. But lately she’s missed having someone to share her time. Mr. Suit Tie had a sweet expression on his face, she smiled and it caused the man’s brow to lift as he quickly glanced away.

“I’ve seen you on here before. You must work in the financial district,” Lindsey said as she pulled a strand of her reddish auburn hair behind her ear, as it flipped nicely away from her neck. She wore a fun hairstyle that captured her long graceful neck. Her curvy body left no mistake she was completely feminine and all woman. Her smile, when she gave it upon others, brightened their day completely.

“Yes, how did you know?” Mr. Suit asked as his face stretched into a shy smile.

“I’m a people watcher. I watch and make guesses, assumptions. Probably shouldn’t, but it’s all innocent and a way for me to pass the time while on the train. Long commute, but worth it. I thoroughly enjoy my job,” Lindsey said.

“As a...” The man waited for her answer.

“Marketing executive. I work around the corner from the financial district,” Lindsey said.

“Aw, you create advertising campaigns for clients,” Mr. Suit said.

“No, I manage their marketing campaigns. It’s a step further than a mere ad campaign. I help create reputations, images. I make sure the clients stay on top of their game. For many companies, the marketing is the lifeblood of their success,” Lindsey said as she realized she sounded like one of her marketing professors.

The train ride ended, and the pair parted company without exchanging names or numbers. Lindsey probably scared the man off with her authoritative voice about marketing. She lived her career, and it flowed into every area of her life. If someone had other interests she wouldn’t allow it to surface due to her extreme business head. Shaking her head, she made her way from the train, leaving her new nameless friend to turn his way to the financial district.

The day proved tough for Lindsey barely had a moment to catch her breath. Her boss, the senior marketing executive called a meeting for the top execs on certain accounts. The grueling meeting kept her on her toes, for she had to defend some of the decisions she’d made with certain clients. Her boss liked these surprise impromptu meetings to make sure everyone was doing the best jobs for their clients.

“As always, Lindsey, you exemplify what it means to be one of the best marketing executives on the streets today. But are you okay? You seem a little frazzled,” Mr. Kingsley asked as he walked with her back to her office. 

“Why? Do I have bags under my eyes?” Lindsey asked as her hand came up to her face. She worried over her appearance.

“No, dear. You seem stressed. Like you should pause and remind yourself to take a deep breath. I know we’re a tough office to work for but we also care about our employees. Have you taken advantage of the company gym in the basement?”

Lindsey set her satchel down on the desk and chuckled. “I haven’t had time, to be honest,” she said.

“Many head to the gym an hour before we open. Or go there after work. Linds, we have the gym for your benefit. You need the time to exercise. All work all the time isn’t good,” Mr. Kingsley said.

“Sir, I live on the other side of the city. It takes almost an hour to commute by train. If I were to come an hour prior, I’d have to wake up so early I couldn’t function. I already arrive home right at dinner time and by the time I clean the kitchen and take my shower, it’s almost time for bed. I honestly don’t know when to squeeze in the time. Besides, I’m perfectly okay with my schedule and job. Please don’t worry about me,” Lindsey said as she tried to reassure her boss she was fine.

“You need a break. I’m giving you some company time off next week and a bonus for all the hard work you’ve put in for us. Plan a holiday and get away for some rest and relaxation. You have more than enough vacation days accrued,” Mr. Kingsley said.

Lindsey thanked the man and picked up the phone to call Ava, Natalie, and Samantha to see if they could fly with her next week to London for a holiday. “My treat,” Lindsey said as she booked a flat and planned the holiday. Her friends had to pull strings with their various jobs but took off work. Lindsey realized her boss was right, and she needed some time away, for fun and relaxation. She trembled with excitement as she worked through the remainder of the week and met her gal pals at the airport. The quad flew to London for the start of a holiday adventure.

Lindsey and her friends excitedly prepared for their first outing, an evening in the Soho red light district. Each dressed in sexy outfits, and Lindsey felt especially sexy in her new red dress that matched her reddish auburn hair. The dress stretched over her curvy body, revealing ample cleavage and an abundance of thighs. The stilettoes clicked along the sidewalk as they made their way into a trendy nightclub.

“First rounds on me,” Ava proclaimed as she had a tray of martinis delivered to their table. As Lindsey drank, she felt her body relax, and she wanted to meet new people and enjoy herself. 

After the third round of drinks, Lindsey and her friends made their way to the dance floor and danced with each other first and then Lindsey was spotted by a man dancing alone on the floor. He approached her, grabbed her hand and moved her away from her friends.

“I’m Charles. You and your lady friends are new here?” he asked.

“Lindsey. And yes, we wanted to try the red-light district of Soho,” she said as she giggled. “Is that okay?”

Charles stared at her, his eyes roaming over her body. “Perfectly fine with me. My buddies and I came down here looking for fun and looks like we’ve found the right group,” he said and nodded to the three other men dancing with
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