
Table of Contents

A Good Working Relationship

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

A Good Working Relationship


[image: image]


Chapter 1

“Asshole!” cried Marisa as she threw the pile of folders down on her desk. 

“Absolute asshole!”

Her colleague Dawn looked over at her and smiled gently.

“Paul upset you again?”

Marisa looked over at her and sighed.

“I can’t seem to do anything right for the man! Does he not like me because I’m a woman ... I’m too young ... I’m well educated ... or is it because I’m American or perhaps it’s because I’m black ...”

Dawn cut her off sharply.

“Don’t even go there ... he’s definitely not prejudiced about you or anyone in any way ... in fact he’s one of the fairest, nicest guys around ... and ... if I was 10 years younger ... .”

Her voice trailed away and Marisa saw a wistful look appear on her face and grinned.

“Don’t forget you have a husband and two daughters!”

Dawn scowled at her and then smiled.

“Don’t bring reality into a fantasy! Now that ‘The Bitch’ is out of the way there’s hope for all of us. Even Eva Jankowski thinks she’ll make a play for him.”

Marisa’s eyebrows rose in complete surprise.

“But ... I thought ... isn’t she ...?”

Dawn nodded.

“Yep, but if you think my Roger would be annoyed just think how Juliette would feel if Eva left her for a bloke! But she says he’s the one guy who gives her cause to doubt her preference!”

Marisa pondered this.

“But why?  OK, he’s ... reasonably good looking ... he has nice eyes ... but he’s not George Clooney for sure ...what is it about him that gets you load of harridans going and leaves me angry and frustrated?”

Dawn looked at her with faux-annoyance.

“Hoy, Yank, who are you calling a harridan? I tell you what ... if my eldest was to bring someone like him home as a boyfriend I’d make sure she never let him go ... whereas the riff-raff she goes out with at the moment ... lord preserve us!”

“Isn’t your eldest about 17 and he’s ... what ... mid-thirties?”

Dawn chuckled.

“Details, dear girl, mere details. I suspect when he was younger he had more success with the mums than the daughters he was courting. I know that Caroline ... “

She blushed.

“Ooops, sorry TMI.!”

Marisa smiled at the rare indiscretion by the woman who was the PA to The Executive Chairman of The World Hotel Group, Sir Maurice Whittingham.

“What about Caroline ... mother-in-law pitching for her daughter’s husband? Oooh ... juicy ... does Sir Maurice know?”

“I don’t know what you mean ... anyway ... moving swiftly on.”

The Caroline they referred to was the second wife of Sir Maurice Whittingham, and step-mother of ‘The Bitch’ aka Sarah Cook, nee, Whittingham. Caroline was also a non-executive director of WHG as it was her family money that had given Maurice (no ‘Sir’ back then) the start he needed to build a global chain of hotels, casinos and resorts.

The object of Marisa’s ire, and Dawn’s affection, was the Chief Operating Officer of WHG, Paul Cook, who was in the throes of a contentious divorce from the aforementioned ‘Bitch’. Paul had been giving Marisa a difficult time from the moment she arrived at the company, some 4 months earlier.

Dawn looked at her with sympathy.

“You must have discussed him with Sophie before she left. Sophie was forever feeling like she could do nothing right in the early days but they seemed to understand each other by the end of her year.”

Marisa looked glum and acknowledged that she had indeed discussed it with her predecessor.

“Yes I did ... but she said she still felt that he didn’t like her and that she didn’t deserve to have an important position in the company.”

She paused and looked embarrassed.

“Sophie thought it might be something to do with the fact that Sir Maurice has never recruited a bloke into the role of Special Assistant and that Paul felt she was nothing more than eye-candy for the Chairman.”

Dawn looked horrified.

“What? Did he say that or was she just doing 2 plus 2 and coming up with 40? If he did say it then she could have raised a complaint for sexual harassment or something. I just don’t think it’s in Paul’s style though. He really is a very fair minded man.”

Marisa looked even more uncomfortable.

“Well ... look at it dispassionately ... I’ve seen the photos of my predecessors and met Sophie so I know what people think. Sir Maurice recruits a new Special Assistant as an intern every year who is highly educated and normally comes from an aristocratic English background ... good looking girls every one of them ... long blonde hair ... fashion model elegance ... stunningly beautiful ... well until I broke the mould ... “

Dawn interrupted.

“Don’t sell yourself short. You may be American and ... black ...sorry, a woman of colour ... but you scrub up really well and we know you are an international model in disguise ...”

Both women chuckled at that reference to an advert in Vogue that Dawn had found  featuring a beautiful black girl who looked a lot like Marisa.

“Also, you are probably the brightest girl we’ve ever had here. More importantly you have common sense which some of the early recruits were seriously lacking. If Paul had been here then he would certainly have given them a hard time. Have you ever spoken to him about how to improve your working relationship?”

Marisa shook her head.

“No ... every time I have a discussion with him we seem to end up at loggerheads.”

“Well you are both stubborn ... convinced you are right ... and often are by the way. Perhaps you are too alike.”

“Whaaaat? Me ... similar to that asshole ... no way!”

Dawn smiled.

“Methinks she does protest too much!”

Marisa grinned sheepishly.

“I do like to be right ... now and again!”

“OK, but maybe you should just acquiesce now and again. Don’t make a fight out of everything ... just the important battles. What was this one about?”

Marisa looked even more embarrassed and guilty.

“Consistency of the WHG brand image ...”

Dawn looked aghast.

“You didn’t imply it wasn’t necessary did you? That is one of Paul’s pet projects and has driven that through really hard in the three years he’s been here. You won’t win that battle and actually I take back what I said about you having common sense if you thought that was a sensible idea.”

Marisa looked even more embarrassed at the criticism.

“I know ... I know ... and I don’t believe it myself ... I just didn’t want him to think I was a vacuous imbecile. It just came out wrong and I ended up trying to defend something contrary to everything I believe in. Paul is right ... consistency is key to the brand image. I just want him to respect me for having good ideas and not treat me like an idiot.”

Dawn smirked knowingly.

“Ah ... like a child craving love from a parent?”

Marisa looked up sharply.

“Not at all ... I ... I just want him to like me ... err ... respect me ... that’s all!”

Dawn’s laughed.

“I think your first answer was correct ... you just joined the rest of us harridans!”

Marisa looked despondent and Dawn felt sympathy for the bright, beautiful girl trying to make it in a world dominated by older white men. She decided, for once, to be less than her normal discrete self.

“Look, if it is any consolation I do know that he would like to keep you on after your internship has finished, to work as his Special Assistant ... he’s never considered doing that for any of your predecessors before ... but don’t let him know that you know ... and certainly don’t give him reason to change his mind!”

Marisa looked at her colleague with a stunned expression.

“Are you serious? Did he say that?”

Her look of delight soon changed to scepticism and the hostility.

“Is he doing this for tokenism? It would get the diversity levels up ...black ... female ... foreign ... if I was in a wheelchair and a Muslim or a Jew he could get the full-house.”

“Marisa!”

Dawn’s voice cut across her like a knife and her face was flushed with anger.

“Just accept the fact that he rates your abilities and do not try to imply false motives to his thought process. If you go down that route you could end up suggesting that he’s only doing it because he wants to have sex with you ...”

Both women looked shocked at the statement and Dawn blushed.

“Sorry ... that was uncalled for.”

Marisa forced a smile, still reeling from the suggestion.

“Err ... that’s OK ... no apology necessary. I guess it is difficult to reconcile the fact that he thinks highly of me to the way he treats me.”

Dawn relaxed and smiled gently.

“Maybe he’s doing that because he does think highly of you. Perhaps when you argue he is testing you. Now, why don’t you go home early, get packed and have an early night. Perhaps on the trip you can get some time alone with him and work out how to improve your working relationship.”

Marisa looked thoughtful and then grinned.

“Maybe if I take him to bed for mind-blowing sex we can have a pillow talk after.”

Dawn grinned naughtily as she developed the joke.

“I wouldn’t be allowing him to talk ... his mouth would be occupied elsewhere.”

“Dawn! I take it back ... you are not a harridan .... You are a slut in disguise!”

––––––––
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Chapter 2

I was not a happy man.

I’d lost my temper yet again with Marisa and in doing so I had allowed her to get under my skin. Something that had happened almost from the moment we had first met.

Why did she wind me up so much? Her predecessors in the intern role of Special Assistant were mostly well educated, upper class bimbos without too many good ideas.

Marisa, however, was very different.

Firstly she was American and brought with her none of the baggage in the form of constraints and acceptance of convention that those before her had.

Secondly she was from a reasonably poor background in Louisiana but with the help of her parents and hard work she had gained an education that had enabled her to pick and choose her career path and, at the age of 24, she had a bright future ahead of her.

Thirdly she was possessed of a fearsome intellect and was always challenging me and the organisation by asking the questions like ‘why are we doing this ... why won’t this work ... why can’t you do this’. Her thought processes were very similar mine and it was the first time in my career that I’d come across someone with a similar mindset.

She was, in effect, a corporate soul-mate and I often took the nuggets of ideas she generated and incorporated them into the daily workings of the company.

Did I claim them for myself? No. What do you take me for ... a plagiarist?

Did she know that she was instrumental in changing the business? Probably not because my biggest fault, mentioned in many an appraisal in my early career, was that I didn’t give praise often enough.

Fourthly ... and this was not a reason that I would publicly admit to, she had the most beautiful eyes I have ever seen!

Slanting, almond shaped and dark with the longest lashes imaginable falling onto beautiful cheekbones. These eyes were placed in a heart shaped face with a broad but finely sculptured nose and full kissable lips surrounded by long dark wavy hair that she often wore pulled back in a high pony tail thus showing all of her lovely face.

Not that I had noticed ... much!

To be truthful, the rest of her was pretty stunning too but it was her eyes and face that totally captivated me to the point where I had to make sure that I never sat opposite her in meetings because I would lose myself in those dark exotic pools. I would have been accused of perving and certainly wouldn’t be paying attention to what was going on in the meeting.

Yes she was different, to the point I had discussed offering her a permanent position with the company after her internship finished.

Or was that because she had beautiful eyes?

I had never had this mental conflict about anyone at work before and suspected that this was part of the reason we clashed so frequently. I couldn’t let myself succumb to favouritism because of my physical attraction to her as that way could lead to sexual discrimination claims by the current, mostly male, staff over whom she would be preferred. However, I didn’t want to lose someone who was already an asset to the business.

But, and it was a big ‘BUT’, she had an attitude problem that annoyed me more than it should and I was letting it get to me and didn’t understand why. She seemed to think that, because she was Sir Maurice’s protégée, she could ride roughshod over operating protocols and processes that I had introduced. In the most recent case she had told a hotel manager in The Gambia that he didn’t need to introduce the new customer care training because she, Marisa, had been there recently and felt the customer service was already superb.

Our recent spat was the fall-out from that decision and I had pointed out that company processes were there for a purpose, in this case, to ensure consistency in approach where the organisation needed common behaviour to be maintained in order to support the WHG brand. She had disagreed and suggested that local management be allowed flexibility at which, I’m ashamed to say, I had exploded and a heated discussion had ensued during which I called her ‘naïve and idiotic’ to suggest that you could have ‘a uniform application of management discretion’ and things had spiralled downwards from there.

To be fair, my head was not where it should be. I was in the midst of a divorce from my soon-to-be-ex-wife, Sarah, which was proving to be protracted, contentious and bad-tempered despite the fact that I had tried to be accommodating at every turn. In addition, WHG were in the middle of a takeover of a smaller chain based in the Caribbean with the due-diligence on one particular hotel on Barbados proving problematic. In order to get to the bottom of the issues Sir Maurice, Marisa and I were leaving in the morning for a two day fact-finding mission that was designed to confirm or cancel the takeover.

The thought of the conflicts that could arise from two days in Marisa’s company sent alarm bells ringing through my brain. But suddenly as I was thinking about the potential for disaster a couple of random synapses in my subconscious fired up a fantasy vision of her in a bikini for no apparent reason.

Where had that come from? Why?

I shook my head to clear the image and tried to get back to the real world. I was wary of the potential for disaster so decided that we needed a clear-the-air session and picked up the internal phone to call her.

––––––––
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Chapter 3

Dawn heard Marisa’s extension ringing and transferred the call to her own phone and saw it was Paul.

“Hi Paul, I’m sorry but Marisa has left for the day. Can I help you with anything?”

“No, I wanted to ... err ... have a chat with her. It’s OK ... it can wait.”

“Something to do with today’s little bust up by chance?”

“Ahh ... you heard about it. Not my finest hour I’m afraid.”

“It takes two to tango you know and she admitted to me that she was in the wrong although maybe calling her a naïve idiot was perhaps not that diplomatic.”

Dawn heard him sigh.

“No, especially as she’s not ... idiotic that is ... you know I have high regard for her as she’s one of the brightest people around here. I just wish we didn’t seem to rub each other up the wrong way all the time.”

Dawn paused and thought carefully about how to phrase the next questions.

“Do you perhaps think that you are treating her like that because you rate her so highly? Or is it something more visceral ...dare I say ... like a physical attraction that you want to quash so that you aren’t seen to be favouring her? She thought it could be the other way round by the way. She thinks it could be an ‘ist’ thing ... sexist ... racist ... that you don’t like her because of who and what she is but I put her straight on that.”

She heard Paul’s indrawn breath at the suggestion of the physical attraction and then again at the possibility of him being racist or sexist.

“Well it isn’t racist or sexist as you know full well I want her to stay on. But why do you say that ... about the physical attraction I mean?”

Dawn chuckled.

“Oh come on Paul! You couldn’t take your eyes off her when she first arrived although to be fair you were not leering over her like the rest of the men or finding excuses to hover around her desk ... as they still do. Since then you have almost avoided looking at her unless you are talking to her directly ... and then you tend to look away very frequently.”

There was a long silence and then Dawn heard the anguish in his voice.

“Oh shit ... I didn’t realise it was that obvious.”

Dawn chuckled again.

“It probably isn’t to most people but your behaviour was ... is ... so out of character ... the one I know anyway ... that it was very obvious to me almost from minute one. It is not a crime by the way, she is a very beautiful girl and knowing you, as I do, I can imagine the torture you go through to make sure you suppress that attraction in order to be scrupulously fair.”

There was another long pause.

“Have you told her your theory?”

“No but I did let slip that you want to take her on full time. I thought it might ease some of her worries about racism and sexism. Maybe you need to have that conversation with her. Make her realise that you respect what she does ... her intellect ... her mind. You never have been very good at giving praise have you? See it from her point of view ... she’s young ... female ... black ... American ... and one of the white ... British ... alpha males is giving her a hard time.”

She heard another sigh but then his voice seemed to have a smile in it.

“Yes Aunty Dawn. You are right as usual. I only hope it doesn’t go to her head as she’s full-on already.”

Dawn laughed.

“Well, let her know that she needs to rein it in. Her style is just as robust as yours with neither of you taking prisoners. We don’t want dead bodies all over the place ...”

Dawn stopped as a flash of inspiration came to her and she went on excitedly.

“This is not just a physical thing ... this is an emotional intelligence thing ... you have met your equal ... or maybe you are yin and yang ... am I right?”

There was another pause and then she heard a chuckle tinged with embarrassment.

“Christ, Dawn ... you are too bloody good at this. OK I put my hands up ... I find her incredibly distracting physically but also believe that she will go a long way in this, or any other, business as she really does have the right intellect and mindset to succeed but ... “

Paul trailed off and Dawn wondered if he was summoning up the courage to say something controversial. He eventually continued.

“Sorry ... I was just thinking ... interestingly, she does not use her physical attributes to manipulate me or the rest of the poor unwitting male population of WHG as we would be putty in her hands with one blink of those lovely eyes ...”

Dawn coughed to get his attention.

“Err ... I think that’s probably enough of that ... but you are right as I don’t think she realises what physical impact she has on other people. I suspect if someone said that a bit of flirting would help her get things done she would do the exact opposite to prove to herself, and all the others, that it was her ability and not her looks that counted.”

Dawn suddenly had another flash of inspiration as she spoke and as Paul seemed to have said what he wanted, she finished the call quickly so she could act immediately on her thoughts. She reached for her mobile phone and searched her contacts list for Marisa’s number.

Marisa picked up with a slightly puzzled tone.

“Hi Dawn, did I forget something ...?”

“No ... but I have a suggestion that you may want to consider to improve your working relationship with Paul. Now don’t dismiss this out of hand until I’ve finished ...”

She spoke and Marisa listened.

Chapter 4

We gathered at London Oxford Airport the following morning ...

I'm sorry I have to break in to the narrative here ... 

LONDON Oxford Airport!

How ridiculous is that ... Oxford is more than 60 miles from London with appalling road and rail connections that will take you at least 2 hours to get to the centre of the capital. The airport owners felt they would pick up business if they renamed it and on that basis I expect to see London Birmingham Airport or London Manchester Airport anytime soon as it easier to get to the centre of London from both those places which are more than 100 miles away.

Anyway ... rant over ... Oxford Airport is a good location for corporate jets and it is there that the WHG Gulfstream G500 is based, mainly because Sir Maurice owns a sprawling estate in the Cotswolds and the WHG head office is based in Chipping Norton only a few miles away.

I hate to be late for flights even if the security is more relaxed when you are flying privately and there are no queues. Despite this and the fact that the flight wasn't going to go without me, I was the first to arrive. Given the time to think I was pondering a number of pressing matters the first of which was ... why was I here?

Who in their right mind goes on a business trip in the middle of the most contentious divorce since ... whenever?

I was!

I did it as much to get away from the stress of the constant sniping from my soon-to-be-ex-wife and the ‘ker-ching' sound every time my solicitor so much as glanced at the bulging case folder on her desk, but the real reason was that as COO of World Hotel Group I needed to be there at that time.

COO ... Chief Operating Officer ... such an important sounding title don't you think? To me the acronym should be CSS ... Chief Shit Shoveller ... and I'd been doing it for 3 years with the expectation of becoming a CEO sometime soon although probably not at WHG. Yes, I was a good Shit Shoveller, the best and youngest in the business as, at 37 years of age, my career trajectory had been meteoric once the market place realised how good at shit shovelling I really was. That trajectory had currently led me to be shovelling for WHG, a multi-billion dollar company, but it could have been for any other of the major international billion dollar chains of hospitality organisations who had been trying to head-hunt me for the last few years.

The main task of the CSS ... sorry ... COO is to make the Chairman or CEO look good without them needing to get their hands dirty and certainly not to pick up a shovel. Despite the lofty title I was not a member of the WHG board which was made up mostly of non-executive directors, who represented (ha ha!) the institutional shareholders or the family, and Sir Maurice as Executive Chairman and Simon Wardhaugh, the Finance Director. The latter two also headed up the Management Committee, which I served on, and it was this forum where the real work on running the business was done.

Unfortunately I had never found anyone capable of doing the same for me ... someone I could trust to make me look good and, by extension in the case of WHG, the Executive Chairman. That is, until Marisa came along and looked like the real deal for the future. She wasn't ready for promotion yet and certainly not if she kept pissing me off like she was but she could shovel with the best of them.

There was no escaping that there was a big pile of shit to be shovelled in Barbados, not just from the acquisition process but the post-acquisition integration which would be headed up by ... yes, you guessed it ... me! 

I was also pondering the conversation with Dawn from the previous evening about how to improve things with the lovely Marisa as she arrived with Hugo Whittaker.

WTF!

The Honourable Hugo Whittaker, General Counsel and Company Secretary for WHG and an all-round chinless dickhead.

I have a high regard for Sir Maurice's skills in choosing the right people to work for him ... after all, he chose me ... but the only reason that I could see that Hugo was employed was that he was Caroline's younger brother ...whoever said ‘nepotism runs in the family' got it spot on in this case because he was a useless, lecherous wanker.

You can tell I have a lot of respect for him.

First question: what was Marisa doing with Hugo?

She seemed to be in high spirits as she and Hugo laughed about something together as they sat down next to each other on the other side of the VIP lounge with only a nod in my direction.

I felt a sudden twinge of irrational jealousy and annoyance.

You can be cool to me all you like but don't ignore me.

I got up and walked over to them as they were still giggling and Marisa seemed to be captivated by Hugo's every word.

The twinge of jealousy got bigger.

"Morning you two ... you both seem to be full of the joys of spring."

They looked up and Hugo had a shit-eating grin on his face but Marisa gave a tight smile.

"Yes Paul, I was just telling Marisa about some of the great places on Barbados and she made me promise to take her to Mullins' overlooking the beach so we can eat wonderful fish and watch the sunset together. Not that it will be any hardship with such beautiful company."

With that he picked up her hand and kissed the back of it.

Puhleease ... God give me the strength not to throw up on the spot!

A strange look passed over Marisa's face ... it looked like she was going to throw up too ... before it was replaced by a pleased smile before she gazed up at me with a look that challenged me to disagree.

"Yes, Hugo thinks there will be plenty of spare time to enjoy ourselves and has suggested a snorkelling trip ..."

She looked back at Hugo before resting a hand on his arm in a very familiar gesture and made goo-goo eyes at him.

"... but then he did say that was because he wanted to see me in a bikini and he couldn't care less about the fish."

They giggled like teenagers.

I was gob-smacked.

What the fuck was going on?

As far as I knew she and Hugo, who was 20 years older than her, had very little to do with each other previously and also that she thought no more highly of him than anyone else in the office. Now she was letting him fawn over her like he was the best thing that had ever happened to her. He, being the ageing Lothario that he is, wasn't going to turn away a gorgeous girl coming on to him like that.

The jealous twinge had turned into an ache.

I felt I had to dampen their enthusiasm and tried to put a firm but pleasant smile on my face when all I really wanted to do was scowl.

"Sorry guys ... sunset meals maybe ... but snorkelling trips during the day ... I'm not sure there will be time for that unless we crack the problem of The Benedict Bay Hotel very quickly. Even then I'm sure Sir Maurice will want some of us back in the UK, pronto."

I saw a relieved look pass over Marisa's face before she glanced at Hugo who almost pouted and she followed suit as Hugo started to argue.

"Oh ... come on ... all work and no play etc. I'm sure we can find the time for some relaxation at the end of the process ... the sight of Marisa in a bikini will do my morale the world of good. In fact she should put it on every morning to get our spirits up ..."

A definite look of horror passed over Marisa's face before the ‘happy' mask was slipped back on.

I couldn't work out what game she was playing but felt it time to go into corporate mode.

"Hugo, I think you should apologise for that comment as Marisa is not here simply to act as eye candy for you ... or anyone. She is an extremely competent member of the team and I will not have you or anyone making inappropriate comments about her just because she is a beautiful ... err ... just because she is a woman."

I blushed as I realised my own mistake and I heard a choked-off giggle from Marisa and could see in my peripheral vision that she was struggling to keep her face neutral.

I needed to sort this quickly.

"Hugo, could we have a word in private please."

Hugo reluctantly got up and followed me across to the either side of the room.

I got in his face very quickly but quietly so as not to draw attention to us.

"Are you out of your fucking mind? You are a main board director and you have just given her every opportunity to go for a sexual harassment claim against the company. You are a fucking lawyer for Christ's sake ..."

He had looked sullenly at me but suddenly got very aggressive and started jabbing his finger into my chest.

"Oh shut your face Mr. Goody Two-Shoes. It was ‘bantz' as the kids call it, we were just having fun."

"It may be ‘banter' now but what happens in a week's time when she has had time to think about it or you have pissed her off in some way ... like getting too grabby at your sunset dinner ... and don't say that won't happen as we have had to bail your arse out before now. She's an American ... they go to litigation at the drop of a hat. Go over there and apologize ... now!"

Instead of looking contrite he sneered at me, louder now as though he wanted the room to hear.

"You think you are some sort of hotshot don't you. Just because Sir Maurice thinks the sun shines from your backside doesn't mean we all share that view. Don't forget that Caroline and I hold 30% of the company between us and it wouldn't take too many of the big institutional shareholders getting pissed off if profits and the share price fall. Some of them are already upset by the fact that good old Maurice won't relinquish the Executive Chairman title and hand over to a CEO so what would happen to his protégée if he got the boot?"

How had we suddenly got on to this conversation?

Was there something playing out in the boardroom that I was not privy to? The perennial problem of a family business with part of the capital on public listing is that unless the family is united all kinds of shit can happen. Why would Caroline conspire with Hugo against her husband who, after all, was the driving force behind the company? It may have been the family money that funded the expansion but without Maurice there would be no WHG and their money would not have multiplied in the way it had. Truth be told the share price had slipped recently as the market felt we were over-reaching ourselves with the latest acquisition target. The fact that it wasn't going to plan appeared to have been leaked which added to the uncertainty.

I shook my head to clear these thoughts away as it was a distraction to the current problem and glanced away to see Marisa staring intently at me. I was getting angry now and was tempted to start jabbing my finger back at him but managed to rein in my temper.

"If and when that time comes Hugo I will be well rid of this company and get myself a gig with one of our competitors so don't think that I'm so in need of this job that I'm going to start turning a blind eye to your indiscretions. How do you think some of those investors are going to react if the business is constantly tied up in legal matters as a result of you not being able to keep it in your trousers? Now I suggest you go over there and apologize and stop making inappropriate comments to Marisa, or any other woman for that matter."

This seemed to deflate both him and the argument and although he tried to outstare me for a while longer he eventually dropped his gaze and walked back to where Marisa was seated. She looked past him and gave me a long appraising look as though seeing me for the first time. I followed him over and heard the end of his apology.

"... dreadfully sorry Marisa for my inappropriate comments. I hope they have not caused any offence."

Marisa glanced quickly at me and then back to Hugo.

"Thank you for the apology but I took no offence Hugo as its very flattering of you to think that. We will definitely do the sunset meal at Mullins ... it sounds awesome."

WTF ...no offence ... flattering ...awesome!

My jaw was scraping the floor after that and I saw a smirk on Marisa's face as she noticed my surprise. There was an even bigger one on Hugo's face as he looked at me with an ‘up yours pal' expression.

I had a childish desire to have the last word although it sounded trite and petty in my own head.

"Well I'm glad we can all have a good working relationship."

I needed to get out of there and headed to the door just as Sir Maurice arrived.

"Morning Paul, you look like you want to punch someone's lights out. My daughter still giving you a hard time?"

I stopped short of saying something I would later regret and gave some waffly answer before leaving the room. I sat in a corridor by myself for a few minutes and would dearly have loved to light up a Gauloises, my weed of choice before I quit over 10 years ago, but current legislation on smoking in public places would have done for me even if I had one on my person.

Bummer!

I had two big themes to the questions in my head.

What game was Marisa playing and what was going on at between Caroline and Sir Maurice?

However, cogitating on those two would have to wait as I had to sort some stuff out for my solicitor regarding the divorce and settled down to compose an email.

Chapter 5

Marisa was worried as she sat in the lounge waiting to be called for the plane.

She had already had enough of Hugo's leering eyes and her skin crawled every time he touched her or she forced herself to touch him and the idea of going snorkelling him filled her with horror. In fact the idea of spending any time in his company was abhorrent. 

It was all Dawn's fault!

Dawn had rung her the previous evening with a suggestion as to how she could improve her working relationship with Paul.

Play the female card!

At first Marisa had been resolutely against it as all the way through school, college and now employment, she had set out to get by as an equal with her male colleagues and superiors and NOT resort to fluttering her eyelashes and using sex as a weapon.

She could still hear Dawn now.

"Look sweetie, that is a bit naïve ...oops ... sorry to use that word again ... but they play the male card all the time, even Paul who I think of as one of the better guys to work with. They are loud, aggressive, macho, domineering and ... this is the kicker ... they have most of the positions of power. There are very few women CEO's around the world in the big companies and, even in WHG which is supposed to have an enlightened diversity agenda according to Caroline, there are very few females as country or regional directors. They play by the rules they have created and which very few women have ever had the chance to modify. So, if they are playing the ‘male' card, we ... you ... can play the ‘female' card."

Marisa could see some logic in that argument. When she had joined WHG she thought that with her talent, energy and drive that she would rise and rise effortlessly up through the glass ceiling and have the world at her feet within months and years. Now she was not so sure and with Paul's antipathy towards her (she was still not convinced that Dawn was right in her assessment of what Paul thought about her) she worried about making no progress whatsoever.

"So, you think it is time that a strong willed, strong minded, talented black girl started to wiggle her butt and smile cutely to get traction with these alpha males."

Dawn had laughed.

"No ... I think it is time for a beautiful, strong willed, strong minded, VERY talented black girl to knock their socks off. However, don't go overboard immediately. Paul commented tonight that you don't use your femininity and that it is one of things that sets you apart from other SA's we have had here. The ‘blonde dimbos' as he called them were forever trying to flirt and charm him. It never worked, but that was before ‘The Bitch' dumped on him from a great height so who knows what a talented black girl with loads of sex appeal could achieve. As they say ... be gentle with him or he may smell a rat but having said that ... he may relish the attention ... who knows."

The last statement was said in a teasing voice from which Marisa could tell there was something else behind the words but Dawn definitely wasn't letting on.

"So what you are saying is come on to him but in a subtle way."

Dawn exploded with laughter.

"No, no ... quite the opposite, lets set you up with a ... ‘McGuffin' ... I believe it is called in the movies ... to distract him. You pretend to come on to someone else to get the jealousy juices flowing and when he is off balance from that ... you change your focus to him. He won't know what's hit him."

"I think you mean a stalking horse or maybe a red herring but let’s not get into semantics. How do you know he will get jealous? That presupposes he has a physical interest in me already."

Dawn paused for a moment before gently continuing.

"Would it upset you if he did have a physical interest in you?"

"Err ... I guess not. He's an interesting guy and is very good at his job. Not bad looking and quite fit without being gross like a bodybuilder. He hasn't exactly let me near him to really find out what he's like as a person"

"Don't you think the position of power makes him sexy?"

Marisa thought about.

"Not especially ... on that basis Sir Maurice would be extremely sexy and that ... euuuh ... is just so gross I think I just upchucked in my mouth!"

There was a pause and a sigh from Dawn and a light went on in Marisa's head.

"O... M ... G ... you have the hots for Sir Maurice. What ... he has to be well over 70 and you're not even 50 yet."

Dawn gave a tight laugh.

"Take it from a harridan, girl. When you get to my age ‘sexiness' comes in different guises and it isn't all about rippling torso's and cocks the size of a horse. Other factors come into play when you no longer see the man as a potential father of your children. But in your case you can get the allure of the power and male potency in one package with Paul ... as well as a guy you can actually like on so many levels. Anyway, this is about improving your working relationship not getting you pregnant!"

They had both laughed at that but Marisa wasn't so sure Dawn had meant it.

She wasn't finding anything very funny as she waited for the plane. Sir Maurice had asked Hugo to join him and they were now engrossed in a conversation so it gave her an opportunity to slip away from the greasy creep. Dawn's suggestion to have him give her a lift to the airport seemed like a good idea at the time but the 20 minute ride was so full of innuendo and double entendres she was ready to slap him. It got worse when his hand did the ‘falling off the gear lever trick' onto her thigh ... how corny can you get ... the car didn't even have a gear stick!

Fortunately she managed to paste on the ‘you are so wonderful' smile just as they got into the lounge and she saw Paul's eyes open wide in shock and ... yes ... result ...  jealousy! Unfortunately she did not have time to immediately consider the implications as she still had to do was get through the next few minutes without punching Hugo ... although the bikini comment nearly got him a kick in the balls.

Now the episode was over she could start to think more clearly. Yes, she had been surprised by Paul's response from the initial shock and jealousy as she wasn't sure Dawn had got the potential physical attraction correct. She had watched Paul's reactions and he was definitely off balance with her behaviour especially the blush that appeared when he had used the word ‘beautiful' by mistake. She thought it had been cute but then the controlled and forceful way in which he dealt with Hugo as she watched from across the room was actually kind of ... hot! A little tingle went through her as she wondered whether he would be that forceful in bed.

Down, girl! 

Maybe the allure of power was sexy after all.

She wandered out into a corridor and there was the subject of her thoughts, tapping away at his phone. He was engrossed in what he was doing so didn't look up as she passed him for which she was grateful. She was feeling slightly embarrassed and guilty at the game she was playing and wouldn't know what to say to him after the charade with Hugo.

She thought he had not seen her and was just about to turn the corner when she heard his voice.

"Marisa, have you got a minute?"

Chapter 6

I had finished composing the email to my solicitor when I noticed somebody walking past but did not look up until I had pressed send.

My jaw dropped for the second or third time that morning and most of the blood in my body headed south.

There, before my eyes, was the most luscious, sexiest arse I had ever seen and trust me, being an arse-man, I had looked at a lot. Clad in skin-tight, light blue designer jeans it moved with a hypnotic sway that had my eyes moving in a figure of eight pattern as the long legs perched on 4 inch heels beneath it carried it down the corridor.

Marisa!

This was such a departure from her normal conservative business attire that she wore to the office that I just watched open mouthed until she reached the end of the corridor. The mere fact that I had not really noticed what Marisa was wearing when she had arrived was testament to my preoccupation with the fact she was with Hugo. Now, I forced my eyes up from her glorious buttocks to the equally tight, white leather, bolero jacket that hugged her slim waist and upper body only to be directed back down again to her stunning bum by the V shaped design on the back of the jacket.

It was like a tramp stamp but with class and elegance.

I sat and stared for a few more seconds before surprising myself and opening my mouth as I stood up.

"Marisa, have you got a minute?"

She stopped and turned slowly and she met my gaze looking slightly perturbed ... perhaps guilty.

"Err ... I was just trying to find the bathroom before the flight. Can it wait?"

I felt embarrassed and nodded like an idiot as the words stumbled out.

"Yeah ... sure ... OK ... err ... see you later ... err ..."

She seemed relieved and turned to go.

My mouth kept on talking.

"Marisa ... be careful ... he's ... err ... not very ... he's not to be ... trustworthy."

She paused before she walked back towards me. Those beautiful eyes were now flashing with anger and her glare was directed fully at me. She got to within 2 feet of me which was close enough for me to smell the perfume she was wearing ... Opium by YSL ... I had never really liked it on other women before but now, mixed with essence of Marisa, it was the scent of the angels and my head swum. Her angry gaze was still locked with mine and I could see flecks of gold in her exotic dark brown eyes as she lifted a hand with the index finger pointed at my chest.

.

"Who the fuck do you think you are ... my father?"

I was stunned by the anger in her voice and my reply must have sounded completely pathetic.

"Err ... sorry ... no ... I was just ... I wouldn't want to ... see you ..."

She prodded me firmly again.

"I am old enough to look after myself and any mistakes I make are my fault. I do not need you or anyone else looking out for me."

All I could do was nod. The look in her eyes started to change to one of suspicion.

"Is this really about me or because you are worried about the reputation of the company as I am ‘an American who will go to litigation at the drop of a hat' which is what I think you just said to Hugo?"

I felt I was on more solid ground here ... time for Corporate speak!

"No ... well ... yes ... partly. I am certainly concerned that one of our better employees is not treated in a way that demeans her and the company does have an obligation to ensure that people are treated ... correctly ..."

I suddenly realised what she had said and my face must have shown my confusion. The corners of her lovely lips turned up in a small smile as I stumbled through the obvious question.

"What? How did you ... know ... what ... I said to Hugo?"

Her smile became triumphant as she knew she had got one over on me.

"Because I can lip read! I was born deaf and had to do it until I was 10 when my parents could finally afford for me to have cochlear implants.

The shock must have been obvious on my face as I was still off balance and struggling to keep up with the conversation. My response was trite.

"Oh ... I didn't know ... one would never know."

I was quickly trying to recall what else I had said to Hugo that she may have been able to interpret but gave up as we both stared at each other in silence. There didn't seem much more to say but we were still standing very close together and her finger was still resting against my chest but the heat had gone out of her anger. I wanted the conversation to continue on this more friendly level.

"You certainly haven't let it interfere in your life ... your education. From what I know of your background your parents must have sacrificed a lot to get them for you."

Her face started to soften and she became wistful.

"Yes, they did. They both worked two jobs and they and my grandparents and aunts and uncles organised fund raisers to help pay for them. One of the benefits of coming from an extended family is the ‘one for all, all for one' mentality. They kept going to raise money for my education."

I smiled gently in a supportive way.

"You were lucky to have them. Not all families would rally around like that. Certainly not in this country as the nuclear family is fucked ... err ... sorry has splintered."

She nodded and grinned ironically.

"Yes I was lucky. Well, if you discount the bad luck of being born into a poor black family in the Deep South of the US in the latter part of the 20th century! We can't all be born with a silver spoon in our mouths."

I smiled at her very obvious jibe.

"Hey, don't think that I had it easy ... well maybe easier than you ... I come from a council estate in Ipswich with a father who was always out of work and a mother who never showed the sort of love that you received. I almost had to leave school at 16 to help the family finances. Fortunately my headmaster persuaded my parents to let me stay at school to do A levels as he realised I was bright enough to go to university. I had to work evenings and weekends to bring some money in."

It was her turn to grin now.

"Been there, done it. I had to work all day at the same time as I went to high school then go home and cook for the 25 members of the extended family, do my assignments, go back out to work all night, have 30 minutes sleep whilst still working and then go back to school and the job the next morning."

We were both smiling at the ridiculous nature of the conversation.

‘What and you didn't work weekends? Sounds like you were slacking to me."

We were now chuckling and became aware at the same time that we were still very close together and her finger was still touching my body. I realised at this point how small she was as her face was level with my chest even with the high heels. She looked across at her finger and then back up at my face as she grinned.

"Well if you think I'm going to sue for ... whatever ... you can always get me for physical assault with a finger! That's gross misconduct and instant dismissal I believe."

"I'm not sure that they would believe a 5 foot nothing, 100lbs-when-soaking-wet woman would be daft enough to physically assault a 6 foot 4, 200lb man. Not unless she was very brave or had ninja skills."

She put on faux pout

"I'm 5 foot 2 I'll have you know and I do have ninja skills. Look I already have you trapped with my finger."

We both looked down at where her finger was touching my chest before looking back at each other again. I put on an expression of mock horror.

"God, yes, I'm trapped! How do you do that?"

She giggled. It was a delightful sound.

"Ninja school teaches you how to use a pointed finger to great effect. There is no known method to escape it."

She looked back up at me as she started to move away.

"Now I still need the bathroom. I think we will leave in a few minutes."

She turned away and I immediately missed the intimacy of her touch. 

Something had changed between us and I think we both realised it but didn't know what or why. In the next second she completely floored me by turning back and put her hand on my shoulder and stood on tiptoes to kiss my cheek as whispered in my ear.

"Thank you, Paul, for caring ... but let me make my own mistakes ... OK?"

She looked at me with one of her eyebrows raised questioningly and turned and walked away and I stood and watched her arse all the way to the corner. She looked back as she turned and smirked as she caught me looking. I blushed ... Busted!

I just stood and stared at the empty space.

Fuck ... she was magnificent when she was angry ... and gorgeous when she wasn't.

I was in big trouble.

Chapter 7

Marisa sat in the toilet stall totally confused with herself.

How had her genuine anger evaporated so quickly? One moment she had wanted to slap him for being so presumptuous as to offer her advice about Hugo, even if the advice was sound, and the next second she was feeling warm and comfortable stood so close to him. In fact if he had put his arms around her at that point she would have hugged him back. Was it the adorable lost-boy look as he grappled with her deliberately provocative behaviour or the empathy she felt emanate from him when she spoke about her family?

Whatever had happened to her it was obvious something had changed for him too. It was probably the first time he had joked with her about anything and she liked the vibe of their silly conversation. If that was what he was like when feeling playful then she wouldn't be averse to more time in his company.

One thing was sure, Dawn had been right, he was physically attracted to her as she had felt his searing gaze on her as she walked down the corridor and his blush when she caught him doing it was priceless. What she couldn't decide was what her own feelings were. Whilst she liked the prospect of a better working relationship was she ready to take it beyond the workplace? 

Of more immediate interest was the question of what she did next? Did she continue the tease by flaunting Hugo at him or did she try to build on the seismic shift between the two of them? Perhaps she would wait to see how Paul responded.

That question was unresolved as she returned to the lounge to see the three men gathering their bags and laptops as a very pretty red-headed girl led the way to the gate. Marisa noted that she amply filled her smart uniform and immediately felt intimidated by the girl as she always had in similar circumstances ever since puberty had struck. She wasn't flat chested by any means but her B cups left her insecure when in the presence of the large breasts of the flight attendant or any white girl for that matter.

The girl looked up as Marisa entered and smiled warmly.

"Hi, you must be Marisa, I'm India and will be looking after you today. It will be nice to have some female company for a change. The boys can be a bit demanding at times especially on returns from successful trips when the alcohol consumption can get out of hand. Not lovely Paul of course he's always a gentleman, although I wouldn’t mind if he got a bit ‘grabby’ like the others do. Maybe he'll notice me more once the divorce is through."

Marisa was astonished that this girl who she had only just met was being as open as she was. She was obviously another of an ever increasing list of women who knew Paul and wanted to be the next into his bed.  Marisa felt two emotions: the first of which was along the lines of 'how dare they treat him like a sex object' as that was no different to the objectification of women by men and the second of which,was a frisson of jealousy!

India showed her onto the aircraft and she tried to work out where to sit. There was a space besides Paul and he smiled as she approached and moved his laptop off the seat to accommodate her. However, just as she was about to sit down Sir Maurice called her to join him and Hugo at the table at the rear of the cabin. She thought she could see a look of disappointment on Paul’s face.

She chose to sit next to Sir Maurice looking forward as the alternative was next to Hugo and she wanted to keep as far away from him. However, when Paul turned to look back at the three of them she made sure she was behaving as before with the loathsome creep.

She noticed that India had made a beeline for Paul and was bending forward in front of him as she helped him adjust his seat belt as though he was a 5-year old! As the buxom flight attendant stood up Marisa noticed that the top 2 buttons on her blouse had become undone since Marisa had met her and the lace edge of her bra was visible. India was certainly trying to tempt Paul as he would have been presented with the yawning chasm of her cleavage as she bent over.

Marisa was pissed at the nerve of the girl! Why couldn't she leave the poor man alone ... he's not interested in you ... he's interested in ... err ... me? The frisson of jealousy from earlier expanded and mixed with a sense of ownership which puzzled her as she knew she had no claim on him either.

These thoughts were swept away by Sir Maurice giving her a list of things to check on her laptop which kept her occupied until well after take-off. When she looked up again she noticed Paul standing at the front of the cabin talking animatedly to India as she served him a drink from the small bar area. Hugo and Sir Maurice were still engrossed in the minutiae of the takeover deal so she excused herself to get a drink. As she approached from behind Paul she could hear the thrust of the conversation before they noticed her presence.

" ... don't think I'm ready to leap straight back into the dating game just yet but thanks for the advice even if I'm not sure that speed dating would be the first avenue I would try. Did it work for you?"

"Oh yes but I haven't met Mr. Right from it yet. Oh hi Marisa can I get you a drink?"

"Thanks India I'll have a gin and tonic without the gin on the rocks please."

India did a double take between Marisa and Paul and looked questioningly at the pair of them. Paul looked amused and smiled coyly as India responded. 

"Are you two drinking buddies or something?"

Marisa was confused and her face betrayed it.

"No, why do you ask?"

"Because you both ordered the same thing in the same way. That's just weird!"

Paul and Marisa looked at each other and grinned before Paul interjected.

"Great minds thinking alike maybe?"

Marisa nodded but then shook her head to disagree. 

"Or two people who really want a gin and tonic but are too scared to be seen drinking by the boss."

Paul chuckled.

"No need to worry about that, our esteemed leader will be through the best part of a bottle of Bushmills 20 year-old malt by the time we finish the flight. Go ahead Marisa if you want a gin in there."

She shook her head.

"I don't have a great tolerance for alcohol so wouldn't want to make a fool of myself."

Paul grinned at her. 

"You will be a cheap date then."

She looked up at him and smiled mischievously and surprised herself by her next utterance.

"Why Mr. Cook are you taking me on a date?"

Paul was unprepared for the question and spluttered into his drink and coughed. He met her twinkling gaze and blushed.

Marisa giggled at his discomfort but India tutted and came round the bar with a towel to wipe the liquid of his shirt which seemed to involve far more personal contact than would normally be expected. She gave Marisa a disapproving look over her shoulder.

"Paul has just said he's not ready to rush back into dating yet.”

Marisa looked at him and could see that he was uncomfortable with the way the conversation was going. She decided to rescue him.

"Thanks for the drink India but I need to drag Paul away.”

The redhead pouted but Paul nodded with a grateful glance at Marisa.

"Yes, the takeover won't happen by itself.”

Chapter 8

I had taken the opportunity to reflect on my confusion of thoughts during the take-off and early part of the flight although India’s magnificent cleavage had almost got me cogitating in a different way! Unfortunately for her I’m not really a fan of big boobs and it wasn’t the first time she had tried that trick on me but I can’t fault her for effort!

My first thoughts had been about what Marisa was up to. We had seemed to develop a new, more relaxed and intimate dynamic out in the corridor and I sensed she was equally disappointed when she had been called away to sit with the boss and Hugo. It would have been an opportunity to talk some more and get to know each other but when I glanced back I could see that she was back to playing to the gallery with the flirting and goo-goo eyes. However, as I had noticed earlier, some of her other expressions gave a lie to it. She was obviously uncomfortable with some of what Hugo was doing and saying but felt it necessary to carry on with the charade. Was she trying to get under my skin and make me jealous? If she was then she was succeeding as, despite myself, I had definitely felt that emotion.

The only question was ... why was she doing it?

I didn't think that she was aware of my attraction to her although being caught staring at her wonderful arse was a bit of a give away. I hoped she wasn’t offended as that way led to possible sexual harassment claims if she felt threatened. She had not previously shown a physical interest in me ... well, not that I noticed ... but then I had been a bit pre-occupied of late. I had mentioned to Dawn the previous evening that Marisa was not using her beauty and femininity to get her own way so why would she start now?

I pondered for a bit longer but then gave up on that theme and moved to the other burning question.

Spineless Hugo would not be mouthing off like he had in the lounge unless there was at least some semblance of truth to it. He didn't have the intellect or the imagination to start making those sort of generalised threats. There had to be something in the background that prompted that outburst.

Whilst I had pretended that I was totally unfazed by the prospect of Sir Maurice and me getting the elbow, I was worried for my boss and soon-to-be ex-father-in-law. It would kill him to be ousted from his own company and by his wife to boot.

I knew from first hand experience that all was not well in Caroline’s marriage but whether that would prompt her to oust her husband from the top job I was not sure. However, there was a definite possibility she was getting back at me through him for what happened at the Christmas party and after.

Chapter 9

4 months earlier

The Christmas party was held in mid-January ... yes, I know that’s bizarre but we’re in the hospitality trade and can ill afford to let our hotel based staff get shit-faced and not make it into work the following morning in the run up to Christmas. To ensure solidarity the head office staff also have their party in January ... it doesn’t have the same vibe as a pre-Christmas event but that doesn’t seem to affect the consumption of free booze and the monumental hangovers the following day.

I think I can say, without exception, that the senior management team would rather be somewhere else as the forced conviviality with colleagues of different ages, backgrounds and hierarchical position is always painful.

“Yes ... Lady Caroline my recipe for Bakewell Tart is to add a pinch of arsenic into the final Frangipani mix and that way I know Bert will be gone by next Christmas ... only joking!”

“What? You have never been to see Lechlade Rovers, Sir Maurice. I’ll bring you a ticket for the next home match against Didcot. We can have a pint in the Chequers beforehand.”

“Downton Abbey is filmed in Bampton you know Hugo ... you would fit right in as an extra and all you have to do is get made up to look like a drunkard from 1890’s ... oh ... you already do ...Ha ha!”

No, it’s not snobbery, well not on my part as I was brought up in a lower middle class household similar to many of the staff, it is just a case of trying to mix oil and water. I think the feeling is mutual as the way that two sides gravitate towards their own kind after the formal sit-down meal speaks volumes.

This year was no different in that respect but lots of other things were.

The normal course of events on the previous occasions that I had attended was for Sir Maurice to process around the room at the start of the evening to introduce his new Special Assistant to the rest of the staff. It would be the first occasion that she (it was always a ‘she’) would meet anyone else in the company apart from the man himself and Caroline who also took part in the recruitment process. This daunting baptism of fire at a social function was to show how the person would cope under pressure. Apparently at least one girl over the 25 odd years of Special Assistants had not been seen again after failing her ‘audition’.

However, this year, for whatever reason, the girl’s arrival was delayed and, much to Caroline’s annoyance her husband had gone in person to collect her from Heathrow.

Secondly, I was there on my own and not accompanied by wife.

At a New Year Party, two weeks previously, I had finally found out what I had long suspected, that my wife Sarah, daughter of Sir Maurice, had been taking lessons in extra-marital fucking from her Life Coach and Personal Trainer (as described on his business card).

I had been suspicious over the previous weeks as she was showing many of the obvious signs from the ‘How To Tell If Your Partner Is Cheating’ handbook:

- Going out with ‘friends’ without me ... Check

- Changing her appearance ... Check

- No sex for extended periods ... Check

When I asked why things were different between us she became defensive and put it down to her new philosophy generated by her Life Coach who she had been seeing (professionally ... LOL) for a few months.

Another sign is that the ‘third party’ showed up regularly, in surprising places, when we did go out. After meeting him ‘by accident’ on a few occasions I started to wise up to it, so, one evening, I told her that we were dining at a particular restaurant and went somewhere else instead saying I had made a mistake. She looked really pissed off even though we were at her favourite restaurant and quickly went off to the toilet. Guess who turned up half an hour later?

So, when he showed up at the same New Year Party she greeted him like she hadn’t known he was coming and with far more invasion of his personal space than might be deemed seemly. It was no surprise therefore when she later announced that she had an upset stomach and needed to go the loo.

I followed discretely and saw them enter the Disabled bathroom together and decided to catch them with their knickers down ... in the literal sense.

I called the hotel front desk to tell them that someone was trapped inside the bathroom. One use of a pass key later, some embarrassment all round and then a lot of scrambling to get dressed and I was waiting for them with my trusty smart-phone camera as they exited together.

Cue screams of outrage (from her), lots of denigration of my manhood (by her) and a pathetic attempt to hit me (by him).

I told her that I was going home and suggested she come round the following day, when I would be out, to collect some stuff for the next few days ... weeks ... months ... but I really didn’t give a fuck what she did from then on.

The rest as they say ... is history.

Only it isn’t.

Life Coach lasted about a month after that. It seemed he had a wife who he preferred to Sarah (and said wife was stupid enough to want to keep him) and the separation process, which had been reasonably amicable to that point, suddenly got very messy when I did not make the same gesture. It would appear that Hell hath no fury even though the woman did the scorning in the first place.

Sorry for the digression as you probably don’t want to hear about the sorry mess of my private life which was about to get a whole lot messier.

So; no Sarah and no Sir Maurice and probably the most important difference ...well to me and all the other straight males and gay women in the room was that Caroline was dressed to kill, looking absolutely stunning in a halter-necked, silver and black cocktail dress which ended somewhere just below the top of her thighs. The back was scooped so low that the dimples at the top of her buttocks were visible with no sign of a G string.

OK, I’ve exaggerated the lack of material in the dress but it was such a departure from normal (as she usually goes to such functions in long evening gowns) that most of the people in the room who knew her were going ... WTF?

Even those who don’t use such language

What was going on?

A few words about Caroline.

Regal.

Blonde.

Tall

Beautiful

Landed Aristocracy (with money ... no mean feat these days)

As the daughter of an Earl she would have been a prime candidate for the unfortunate role that Lady Di had in British lives and hearts. Fortunately she missed out on getting married to a complete prick and an untimely death by being born 10 years too late but was still one of the earlier Sloane Ranger models. I prefer the French expression ‘Bon Chic, Bon Genre’ but, however you say it, you cannot deny her breeding and her beauty.

She was Maurice’s first Special Assistant and for some inexplicable reason (LOL) he ditched his first wife and married this goddess.

For some inexplicable reason she agreed.

I have known her for 11 years since I first met Sarah but have only really got to know her in the last 3 years after I joined WHG. We have developed a familiar, chatty almost flirty relationship but only when our respective spouses are not around as Sarah once complained that I was paying more attention to her step-mother than was necessary. Her exact words were:

“What do you find to talk about to the old bat?”

Well the short answer was ‘everything and nothing’ ... we just enjoyed each other’s company but I had never thought about her in a sexual way before. I knew she was beautiful and looked fantastic for her age especially in a tiny bikini round the pools at the holiday homes in the Algarve or Barbados but she never intruded into my fantasies. Personally, I doubt that many men think that way about their mother-in-law.

However, in the mood I’m in after the split from Sarah and the dress she is wearing ... who knows? 

I have digressed again.

The WHG party continued .......

The meal is over and Caroline and I are sitting on stools at a secluded end of the bar. I’m in a mellow mood caused by the best part of a bottle of Mendoza Malbec. Caroline is feeling no pain either judging by the way she keeps knocking back the G&T’s. However, she is subdued and I think that she could get maudlin if she keeps on at









































































































































































































































	Where r u


	Home. R u feeling OK?


	Sore in all the right places ☺



	Sorry.


	Next time we can use proper lube. ☺☺ .The room is booked until 12. U cld come back now.





	I have guests. I’ll talk to you later.


	What time do they leave? I’ll come by with lots of lube! ☺☺☺
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	How many times does she shout ‘fuck my slutty black ass’ when the strap-on is used?

	How many times does she successfully deep throat without gagging?

	How many different positions do we use to fuck her cunt?
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