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Joss had begun her career like many, singing in a local high school band for the schools around Brownsville Texas. One of the guys in the band had an old beat up stock car he raced, more for fun than anything else. Joss would come along and watch and help out a bit in the pits. At one practice session, the driver had asked Joss if she would like to try driving. Always up for something new, Joss had agreed. Her times were faster than the regular drivers times were.

The next weekend, they entered Joss as the driver. She placed in the top ten! The weekend after, the top five. Using her personality, Joss negotiated with the track owner for more practice time during the week. The catch was, the band had to play for the after race party each race. They jumped on it. The stands were always packed and it was great exposure for them.

The band, and especially Joss, were a big hit. She always made time for the fans, even though most times she was exhausted from not only singing, but from racing. Her mother and sisters were becoming concerned. Joss was always tired. She just shrugged it off. Part of paying your dues, is what she told them.

One of the local bigger bands had caught her act after a race. They did the state fair tours and local dance hall gigs all across Texas. They asked Joss to join as a backup singer. With a somewhat heavy heart, but with the urging of her own bands mates, Joss had agreed. Soon the band had a good following of fans. Of course, this had led to more gigs and finally as the opening act for an up and coming star. Charley Bikum.

That acts female vocalist had become sick and this young local singer from their opening act had been pressed into emergency service for a one time deal. The gig was at a large venue  in Austin, one of the biggest music markets in America. Over ten thousand people were in attendance. Joss had done good enough, and Charley had asked Joss to be one of his backup singers, full time. The pay was better, so she agreed.
Then had come the recording session for Charley's new album. One of the tracks on the album, had Joss singing solo back ground that required her to record it alone, so it could be mixed into the song later. The song was about the highs and the lows of being on the road. The only people in the studio that day were, Joss, John, the record producer and Hal, the mixer artist.

How it worked was, over her head phones, Joss would hear the instruments and Charley and she would sing her bit at the right moments. It was nothing fancy, she thought she would be out of there in an hour, two at the most. The producer finally let her loose around ten that night. A full ten hour day. She could not understand why, but heck, he was the producer, she was just a back up singer. What did she know? She had to show up three more times, this time with the other members of the group for back ground voice on other tracks. These were fast and she was quickly out of the studio.

They had two weeks off after the recording session was finished, before they would once again set off for a 200 day tour around the country doing live shows. She was booking out of her hotel, intending on spending some time with her family in Brownsville. She hadn’t seen them in over a year. Hal, the mixing artist from the studio, was at the front desk waiting for her. She was to report to the studio. John, the record producer, wanted to talk with her.
Once there, she was handed a sheet of lyrics. It was a whole song. It was an upbeat song from one of the latest Bond movies. She was allowed to hear the musical part of it twice, then told to enter the recording booth and sing. They made her do ten takes, then, gave her a break. When she returned from the bathroom, Hal handed her a soda and patted her on the shoulder. He pointed over to the corner office. John was on the phone and excitedly talking to someone on it. He hung up and approached them.

“You got a manager kid?” He asked.
“Not really,” Joss had answered. “I have a standard union contract.”

“Perfect,” John said. “Wait here.”

Joss was wondering why she would need a manager. She was a nineteen year old back up singer who had no experience really. Well, not enough experience to warrant an agent anyway.

John went back into his office and made another shorter call. Then returned to them. He handed her a card. It was a lawyers card from one of the top agencies in the music business. The lawyer was one of their top agents. Scott Akelman and he generally worked out of New York.

“You have an appointment with this man. My car is waiting to take you to him, then back here.” John said.
She was driven to a big high rise office building in the producers Mercedes S class car. The car was a large luxury vehicle, with plush leather seats and individual climate control for each passenger. Joss was more used to driving around in ten year old beaters that had seen better days. The building itself was in the higher end of the office towers in the downtown core. A personal assistant dressed in high end designer clothing, had been waiting and escorted her up to the 29th floor and a large reception area right off the elevator lobby. The walls were covered in gold record albums from many of the worlds top musical acts. The waiting chairs were plush leather. The assistant asked Joss if she wanted a coffee and how she liked it, returning shortly with a hot cup that she placed on the marble topped coffee table in front of Joss. Joss was definitely feeling out of place. She had only seen this type of furnishings on TV and movies and she was definitely under dressed, wearing blue jeans and a light blouse she had picked up from Walmart. Even the receptionist was wearing the latest designer business attire.

Joss had not even taken more than one sip of her coffee and the personal assistant was back. She escorted Joss to a corner office. A man in his late forties, dressed in an expensive suit, stood from his desk and offered her a chair. The office was large, so was the solid and well burnished oak desk. All along the walls and in display cases, were not only music memorabilia, but acting and sporting ones.

“Ms. Litzenberger,” the lawyer said. “ I’m Scott. John has told me wonderful things about you. If you agree, John has asked me to represent you for your up coming negotiations.”

“Negotiations?” Joss had asked.  She was now very confused. What the heck was going on?

“I am sure the union can handle all that for me. No offence, but I am positive I cannot afford your services sir.” Joss said.

“You let me and John worry about that hey,” Scott said. He slid one sheet of paper over to her.

All it said, was that she agreed to hire him to provide legal services and advice, for 5% of her earnings.
“Are you kidding me?” Joss asked. “I only make three grand a month.”

Scott had just smiled at her and handed her a pen. Once she had signed two copies and handed them back to him. He hit speed dial on his phone. It was on speaker.

“Hey John,” the lawyer said. “MS. Litzenberger has just hired me to represent her.”
“What’s her first name?” Brent asked.

“Joslyn,” the lawyer said.

“Ok, for now,” John said. “Joss, come on back here, the car is waiting for you.”

And so, Joss Lynn was born.
Her first job was to sing the opening credits for a soon to be released movie. It was a cover of Laura Branigan’s version of Gloria. She received $500,000 for that. It had only taken two days to record it. Next, she was whisked off to the Cann Music Festival, where she had to perform the song live. She received $100,000 for that and all expenses paid. Joss had never been out of the States before, let alone to France.

Cann is the biggest and most famous music venues in the world. Her wardrobe had been especially designed for her, even her casual wear. Never in her life had she worn this quality of clothing. The jewels and dress she had worn for her performance were by famous designers. Of course they were only on loan, but still. How many people from the wrong side of the tracks in Brownsville Texas ever even had the chance to wear the like?

Joss was flabbergasted when, some of the leading recording artists came and started conversations with her. Beyonce and Drake were very understanding and made her feel comfortable, even making jokes about themselves when they were new and dumb like she was.

The song became popular and she had to make personal appearances on television to sing it. She was on the Late Show, Regis and Kelly, just to name a few. Asked by Kelly how she was handling all the fame, Joss just shrugged her shoulders.

“I have been so busy since Cann, I have not had time to actually sit down and think about it,” Joss said. “Maybe I can take a day off soon and relax and let it all sink in.”

All in all, she made a million dollars. Then the royalties began to roll in. By the end of the year, she had made five million dollars. All for less than a week of recording studio work. She never had to work again, ever. 

Joss bought her mother and her siblings the houses of their dreams in the upper end suburbs of Brownsville. The houses were not big mansion style homes, but much bigger and nicer than the double wide trailers they had been living in. Joss was also looking for a place of her own. Something out in the country, away from prying eyes, where, she could maybe have a couple of horses to ride like she used to before her mom’s divorce from her dad.

Then the producer called her again. This time she went to his offices in Downtown Burbank California. Joss had been to California before, just for one night concerts and the recoding session, never to Burbank with its trendy shops, wide boulevards and fancy expensive cars.

Scott, her lawyer, was also waiting for her there.

“Ok MS. Lynn,” her lawyer began. “You have just been offered the chance to sing the latest opening song for the latest Bond thriller. John here will be producing it. I advise you to take it. They are offering you five mill up front and 10% royalties on any sales. Plus, of course, a minimum of one hundred thousand dollars for any performances you are required to do on their behalf.”
Joss looked back and forth between Scott and John.

“Are you kidding me?” She asked. To make a song for that movie franchise was like having a gold mine for a singer.

“Oh, that ain’t all kiddo,” Brent said. “Tell her Scotty.”

“They also want you to be The Girl,” Scotty said.
“What??? I don’t know how to act!” Joss exclaimed.

The only acting she had ever done was in the typical grade school Christmas and Thanksgiving pageants.

“Neither do most of the new hotshot actors,” Scotty said. “I should know, I represent most of them. You have the voice and the look, they are looking for. Plus, another 1 million and two percent of the movie gross. The up front money is not all that good I admit, but the two percent of gross could add up to some substantial numbers. What have you got to loose? It’s your part, they aren’t looking for anyone else. Yet.”

That quickly, her nice simple life had, over night, turned her into a world wide fenom. Her every move was followed and chronicled. Who she dated, where she shopped, what she wore, where she went. She was in every tabloid, movie magazine, influencer Vlogs and entertainment show.

It was fun for the first few years. Then it became tiring. She had a team of personal assistants and publicists, drivers and body guards. Gone were the days of going to the mall for a cheese burger and fries, or to just hang out with her friends. She even had to add appointments in her schedule to meet her mother and siblings.

Most of her so called friends, were hangers on, not real friends. Some, wanted investments in unsound concepts. Others would try and use her willingly, or usually, with out her permission, to enhance their reputations or products, just by being in her presence.

Her long absent father even got in the act. Trying to get her to invest or loan him money on some scheme or other. In reality, just thinly disguised excuses for more booze or gambling.

She had experienced some flings over the years. These generally ended in disaster, hurting her badly. Many were like her father, or the other hangers on. Just wanting to use her, her money or contacts for personal gain. Others tried to control her every moment of the day. A small majority of men, just didn’t want to put up with all the craziness of show business. The constant pressure from media and the general public.

Finally Joss came to the conclusion that it was just easier to be without a guy and stopped trying. 

She was always invited to the latest trend setting event. Openings of hot new night spots, fashion galas and the like. Generally she didn’t have to pay, or was indeed paid an appearance fee to show up. Most of them were attended by more media than regular people, or self important artists or wealthy people. While she went through the motions expected of her, it was tedious and pretentious.
One of the ones she enjoyed, were the Formula One car races. The atmosphere was always vibrant and exciting and because many of the jet set were always in attendance, she was not bothered as much as she normally was at events. The places these races were held in generally had many exciting sights and attractions. For her, the European races were special. All the history, castles, walled towns and cathedrals. Some a thousand or more years old.

The different countries and their varying cultures, music, cultural clothing and dance. How each country and even region within the country, had different customs and parades. Growing up in Texas, she spoke what they called Texican. A derivative of Mexican Spanish. The Spanish broadcasters of the events soon picked up on it and Joss had many interviews in Spanish, which, in turn, led to Spanish speaking fans approaching her.

Joss had to make the rounds of the VIP functions each night. Mostly, more of the same old same old. Some of the drivers, especially the younger ones were funny, acting like most young people she ran into. Wanting selfies and autographs. Unlike the general public, these guys, used to the limelight, actually loved to ham it up. One went so far as to tell her to lighten up. Life is short, enjoy it.

She was generally at the track early every day. She had unlimited access to pit row and enjoyed walking among the drivers, mechanics and engineers. Especially for the lower class support race teams. The sight of these young and usually under funded teams reminded her of her stock car racing days. Everyone on the teams, from mechanics, top drivers and even owners, busy making adjustments or repairs on the cars. The smell of oil, high octane gasoline, burnt rubber, all held memories for her.

When a team was not busy, Joss would ask a mechanic or driver, questions about the car, or why they were doing this or that. The questions she was asking were pertinent, not the expected bobble head American movie star type questions, such as why the colour on the car was the way it was. She asked how the suspensions were tuned, or the down force required for that track.

Her first race in Montreal, she had arrived a day early. She had heard about the vibrant night life and the mix of old Europe and modern North America. The old original part of the city still had the narrow cobble stoned streets common in Europe. Expecting only French to be spoken, she was surprised that English was very prevalent in Montreal itself. Also surprising was the ethnic diversity she saw. Dark skinned and light skinned people walking and socializing together. Something she rarely saw at home.

At the race itself, something odd had occurred. In the VIP suite at the race was someone who didn’t fit. He wasn’t odd. He just didn’t fit. He was just over six feet tall, with what looked like not an ounce of fat on him. He sat by himself in a private box for four and kept to himself. Unlike the others in the suite, dressed in their designer clothing, he had sneakers on his feet, blue jeans and a pull over shirt. One of the racing teams jackets was placed on the back of an empty chair and the matching ball cap on the table. Also, unlike the others, he drank beer, not the fancy cocktails or champagne the others drank, but a local beer called Blue. And while a fancy beer glass had been provided, he drank it right out of the bottle.
Again, unlike the others, he was actually interested the race. The others were more interested in socializing. The race was uneventful and never in doubt. No crashes or catastrophic failures happened. The leading team in the championship, finishing one two handily. Once the race was over, he was gone.

She saw him again the next day at the private area of Mirabel Airport where the private plane owners and their guests or passengers went, instead of the airport terminal. Joss and her entourage were there waiting to board their private charter flight to the next race. He was quickly gone though, a back pack across one shoulder.

Joss had been contracted to do some appearances at the United States Grand Prix at Austin Texas that year. Being a Texan, she was in big demand and it was a hectic week, but fun for the most part. She only had to work at night and because she actually liked car racing, she was at the track early each day. And so was he. Once again sitting in a private box, by himself.

She did notice that he had noticed her. It was kind of hard not to. With her gaggle of people around her and in these early practice days and support races, the beautiful people were not in attendance. So she had a lot of attention from the media present and some ardent fans. Not from him though. It was almost like she was invisible to him. This was not normal for her. Men always noticed her. Yet, other than when she had first walked in, he ignored her, seemingly content to sip his beer, this time a Coors and watch the goings on on the track. He began to intrigue her.

After one of the preliminary races had concluded, Joss had to make an appearance with the British broadcasting company that had the broadcast rights for the Formula One Series. She knew it was just for filler material for them and they clearly thought she knew nothing about racing, from the types of questions they asked her. Things like which racing teams colour scheme she liked or a drivers hair style. Joss played along, being the typical Hollywood bobble head. Then she saw him out of the corner of her eye. He walked down pit lane to where one of the minor support race cars was parked and was warmly greeted by everyone there.

Her interview completed, she was quickly forgotten about by the media and she moved toward where this man was talking with the young female driver and the crew of the car. Her gaggle of protectors, scurrying after her. Once again he noticed her, it was actually very hard to miss her this time as the whole crew recognized who she was. The car was part of the Porsche GT series and was always in the hunt for wins. The team was well funded and had ten people working as mechanics doing various tasks on the car. She was soon busy taking selfies and signing autographs. Looking around, she saw him walking away.

Joss didn’t see him in his box for the next days practice session. He was briefly with the cars crew like the day before, just before the race. Then he disappeared.

He was back in his box for qualifying day. But she was to busy to talk with him. All the beautiful people had arrived as well. The same thing for race day.

She spotted him again at the Austin Airport and the Mexico City Airport after the Mexican Grand Prix.

She didn’t see him again at any of the remaining races that year.
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Chapter Two
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Between races, Joss led a fairly quiet life. She had been signed for her own action spy thriller movie franchise. It was a spin off of her Bond character. She didn’t need much coaching on firearms use. She had gone hunting as a young teen with her father and was familiar with fire arms and firearms safety. She did all but the most dangerous driving stunts herself. The studio absolutely refusing her to take part in the hazardous ones.

The movie had gone on location in Morocco for three weeks to film some action things. Expecting nothing but desert sand, Joss was amazed at the scenery of the location and the flora and fauna of that area of Morroco. It was actually cold. The area they were in even had a ski resort, which is why it had been picked. Joss had learned that for her, she had to actually experience the actions the scenes had. For this one, it was skiing. It was arranged for her to have two days of private ski lessons. There was not much snow in Texas and she had never been on skis before.

While she was far from being a competent skier, not like one threesome that had one of the skiers actually skiing backwards on the slope, Joss could at least stand still on the skis without falling over for those scenes. She also did not look out of place walking in the ski boots, an acquired skill, with the skis on her shoulder and actually wore the clothing in the correct manor.

The four observers were over looking a small clearing in the tall cedar treed mountainous landscape of the Atlas Mountains. Not far away was Michlifen Ski Resort. To the four observers, it was not much of a ski resort. Still, one did not expect such things in a supposed dry and arid country.

Two of the observers had issues breathing the first few days. They were more used to lower elevations than the other two were. Only one was complaining of the cold. The other three laughed at him. Unlike he, they had their jackets open, while his was done up all the way. That individual, was also a city dweller and complained about how quiet it was. Other than the wind rustling the trees and the odd noise from the native macaques in the area, the area was silent.

A credible intelligence report had been received that an Iranian backed insurgent group from Libya was going to do something here this week, or the next. The Moroccan government had been informed. They had asked for help, discreet help, to resolve the issue. As a moderate middle power with ties to the west, the east and the other African nations, they could ill afford the negative publicity that such an attack would attract. They also could not afford to have the west publicly involved.

The decision had been made to contract a well respected and non aligned specialist firm. The firm had accepted the contract. After reviewing official government reports from a number of governments and their own contacts, the decision had been made to dispatch a team.

The team that had been selected, many said, were the best the firm had. The four person team comprised two women and two men. Two were North American, two European. The team had been together for over five years and were very experienced, having served in their perspective governments clandestine special forces groups prior to joining the firm.

The Moroccan government had been informed that a team had been dispatched and that a report would be following the operation. The team had flown in on a Pilatis PC 24 executive jet, every inch the typical upper middle class tourists that came this time of year. With their skis and large baggage. Curiously, a senior Moroccan official performed the customs inspection, which was quick, even for African standards, just quickly looking at passports and stamping them.

Four sets of skis in hard cases were attached to the rented Mercedes SUV’s ski racks, the large luggage cases stacked in the rear. At that point, the four entered the overloaded vehicle and headed to the Moroccan interior.

They had taken the first two days to acclimatize to the high elevation, even going so far as to actually go skiing, strangely, on rented skis. The two couples were having a ball, one of the men actually skiing backward in front of one of the clearly far from competent female skiers.

After the first two days, the two couples simply vanished one night. No one thought much about it. Tourists always did weird things. The vehicle was still in the parking lot and all the clothing was still in the rooms.

As far as operations went, this one was like ninety percent of the ones they deployed on. Boring. Two of the team were always watching the film location, the other two resting, or cooking whatever goo was handy from the Meals Ready to Eat packets they had. These were boiled in a small pot over a hikers one burner alcohol stove, using melted snow for the water. For them, it was cold, but all of them had served in much colder situations than this one.

After a week, the days were all becoming familiar. Just past day break, the film crew would arrive, starting generators and testing equipment. At ten, the cast, directors, producers, make up artists and clothing people would arrive. The cast would disappear into now warm camping trailers for makeup and dressing. After that, shot after shot was filmed. Sometimes two or three times from different angles. By four, the day was done. Today had seen a few extras arrive on chartered busses. These were, for the most part, locals hired for the day for back ground. After that, things were shut down. Busses reloaded, and cast and crew would disappear once again to the ski resort for the night.

The film was Academy and Grammy award winning Joss Lyn’s latest Jorden Fields spy adventure film. These were a female version of the James Bond franchise and were always well received and anticipated, like the Bond films were. The team had the shooting schedule, tomorrow would just be the main cast. Another boring day.

Almost. Just before dark, six heavily burdened figures arrived. Like the observing team, these set up just behind the tree line. Unlike the observers, the first thing these did was start a fire to keep warm.

“Two RPG’s, Two machine guns, six AK’s,” the European man said.

“Radio it in,” the other man said. “Watch and ready tonight.”

The European grabbed a back pack and pulled a Satellite phone from it, dialled and reported in German to the person on the other end. Four hard covered ski containers were opened. Four long guns and four HK 416 assault rifles with 20inch barrels.were removed from it. All had two power scopes mounted, three had grenade launches mounted under the main barrel, one had a large capacity fifty round magazine, the other three the standard 30 round magazines. All four long rifles were Barret MOD rifles chambered in Norma 338 caliber. All these weapons had sound suppressors installed and scopes.

The weapons were assembled, examined and cleaned. Weapons harnesses were removed from packs and donned. Each had a Sig P320 chambered in .45, also with sound suppressors. These were mounted high on the outside of the chest side of the weapons harnesses. Four clips for the assault rifles, two for the pistols and four grenades for the three with the launchers were also mounted on the harnesses, ammunition loaded. One clip of the long rifle ammunition was also in a pouch on the harness. Other clips were pulled from the back packs and inserted into the weapons.

The attackers were up well before daybreak, cooking breakfast and readying weapons. They were positioned four hundred meters from the film location and six from the observers. As the first of the film crews vehicles arrived, the attackers moved to the tree line and began observing.

Once the rest of the crew and the cast arrived, the attackers returned to their camp, gathered weapons and went to firing positions. Two men for each machine gun and RPG readied the weapons. The other two, binoculars to foreheads observing.

Then bodies were flying in red tinged mists as high speed high caliber rounds hit them. First the four with the machine guns and the RPGs. Followed by the two with the binoculars. The ones with the binoculars just beginning to react when the rounds hit them. It was all over in less than six seconds.

Two figures clad in white and light grey camouflage from head to toe cautiously approached the fallen from the sides. Each with an assault rifle at their shoulder ready to fire. There was no doubt the attackers were dead. A hit any where on the torso meant catastrophic damage and death. None of the attackers was wearing body armour, the damage was severe.

All were rolled over, pictures taken, weapons unloaded and rendered unusable. Then the two disappeared back into the trees.

Having heard or seen nothing, the film crew carried on as it did each day. The vultures and other scavengers made short work of the bodies. Nothing was ever reported to the media and the Libyans were wondering what happened to their team.
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The movie shooting was arranged so Joss could attend the Formula One races. In fact, the movie people actually wanted her to go. As her character, like Bond, was always at fashionable events like Formula One races, it fit her on screen image.
It had been a year since she had first seen the quiet man in Montreal. It was this years race in Montreal. There he was, in his same box at the very first practice session of the very first day. Like Mexico, Joss was a big hit in Canada and had little opportunity to confront this quiet man. She was unused to being ignored by men, the least she ever received was a nod or a smile in her direction. This man actually shunned her. He was never rude about it, just made it clear he had no interest at all. He was an enigma to her, a mystery that she just had to solve. Joss had her people looking into who he was, but could find nothing out about him. The box was rented out by the Porsche Series racing team with the female driver he had talked to at Austin. They, in turn, were the start up team for one of the mid pack F2 Teams, who were also a part of the Hubba Bubba Formula One team.

Once again, he showed up at the private airport lounge with his back pack. Once again he was gone.

Every second year, the German Grand Prix was held. This year in Hockenhiem. It was two weeks after the Montreal race and one week before the next race to be held in Austria. She liked these two races. While the races themselves were well attended, the practice days and the preliminary races were not. She could actually spend some time watching the races for once.
Joss walked in the first day and after the fast round of autographs and pictures from the catering staff, made her way to her seat. There were about twenty spectators scattered about the large room, most of them sponsors of the race teams or managers of drivers. She was just about to sit down when she saw him. She wouldn’t have noticed him, but he had stood and was making his way to the door to leave.

“Hey!” Joss yelled at him. “Where are you going? The lower class racing not good enough for you?”

He had put his sun glasses on. It was a bright day that day. He turned around and looked at her from over top the glasses.
“Nope,” he said. “To crowded and noisy in here.” Even though the room was far from being full of people.

His English was clear and concise and had a western American Accent. He walked out the door.

She didn’t see him again, until race day. Once again sitting alone in his box, once again quickly leaving after. One of her recent co-stars, Nat Carson, had decided he had a crush on her. He was European and wouldn’t leave her be. It had started in Morroco, at first Joss thought it was cute. They were, after all, co workers and it was not unknown in the industry for actors to get a little to involved in their characters and to let it run into their personal lives. With not much else to do on the location shooting in Morroco, Joss had gone out for diner a couple of times with him. He really was not her type, the typical publicity hound actor. The studio actually encouraged him and let her know it was good publicity for her to play along.
So, all the next week in Austria, Joss and Carson were seen together at the clubs or having diner or whatever. Carson was becoming a pest, she would have to do something about this soon. Joss had a respite from his affections during the practice sessions and preliminary races the first two days of the race weekend. To early and boring for him he had said. In actuality, he was not the slightest bit interested in car racing, just the publicity he would garner rubbing elbows with the rich and famous at the main race. 

Once again, the quiet man was in his box. Once again, when he spotted her, he rose to leave. This time she was having nothing of it. She walked right up to his table and sat down before he had risen. She stuck out her hand.

“Joss Lynn,” she said.

He just nodded at her and stood, making to leave.

“What?“ she said. “Do I stink or what? My shit not good enough for you?”

“Nope,” he said again, putting his sunglasses on. “Have a great day.”
He left. Joss was left sitting alone. That had never ever happened to her, somebody just out and out snubbing her like that. That got her Texas dander up. She was not going down without a fight.

Race day came. She was there early. This time when he sat down, he had a cold beer bottle plunked down in front of him. Then another and she sat down across from him. Today, she was dressed somewhat like he was. Of course her blue jeans and shoes etc were all designer, but still, she was slumming it for her. Like him, she was wearing a team ball cap and had sunglasses on.

“Joslyn,” she said, clinking her beer bottle of Otakringer against his then taking a swig. “Good beer they have here. You should try it.”

He had a grumpy look on his face.

“Oh can the cowboy act,” she said. “I’m a Texas girl. You ain’t shitting me.”

She had let her Texas drawl come out.

“Look Bubba,” she continued. “I really like these races and all those yahoos don’t let me watch. My latest co star has decided he is infatuated with me and the studio is encouraging him. I told all my protectors to take off and leave me alone today. Watch, without them around and me dressed like this today, nobody will even notice us.”

“Ya right,” he said. “The fabulous and famous Joss Lynn not being noticed. They call me Richard.”

She reached into her jeans pocket and brought out some crumpled bills.

“A hundred Euros on it Richard?” She said.

Like she had done, he dug into his right pants pocket and plunked some crumpled bills on top of hers.

“Done,” he said.

“Oh ya,” she continued. “You get to buy me diner after the race too.”

He put his hand back in his pocket and came out with some more crumpled bills, quickly flipping through them.

“Not one of your fancy joints though,” he said. “I ain’t got enough cash for that.”

“Well something better than Rotten Ronnies I hope,” she said.

He actually grinned then. She felt her heart skip.

“Ya, Pizza Hut is more my style anyway.” He said.

She laughed and placed her right hand on his left forearm. She quickly withdrew it and looked away.

“So who do you like in the GT race,” she said. “I kind of like car 38.”

Like she had predicted, nobody bothered the two lower-class people sitting by them selves. The two of them had a good time watching the race. He was actually funny, when he wanted to be. His blue almost grey eyes, threatened to suck her into them when she looked to long. The more he loosened up, the more talkative he became.
“Your Canadian aren’t you?” She asked at one point.

“Ah crap,” he said.

“Your accent is almost American, but you do tend to say eh a little to often at times,” she said. “No aboots though.”

“Well that’s good then,” he said. “Wouldn’t want to be mistook for an easterner. Well Ya’all, your Texican slips in once in a while too eh?”

She said some choice Spanish to him. He laughed.

“Careful girly,” he said in the same language. “You never know who can understand you. You're definitely not Mexican. Texican is close, but...”

“Oh shut up,” she said. Then a twinkle came in her eye. “Eh.”

“Touché,” he said, clinking his beer bottle against hers.

“Whats say we blow this joint,” he said. “We know who’s gonna win, this way we get out of Dodge before the crowds hit.”

They stood and quickly left. Exiting the VIP area and taking the first cab in the line waiting in front of it.

He said something in German to the driver and they were soon on their way out of town.

“Hey,” Joss said. “You said you would buy me diner.”

“I did so,” he said. And laughed.

Soon they were at the airport, the private part. He paid the cab driver and they walked into the private lounge.
“I have to get my gear. Grab a beer,” he said. “I’ll be right back.” 

Joss ordered a coffee and looked around her. The lounge was mostly empty and she had a view of an office type area that had many people in white shirts, or uniforms with bars on the epilates gathered around. Richard was at the counter with them. A few minutes later, he returned, with his back pack across his shoulder.

“Come on then,” he said. “Diner awaits.”

He walked out onto the tarmac and headed down the long line of private jets and expensive private planes. Joss began to think that perhaps Richard had more than a few bucks, or a position that allowed him access to a corporate aircraft. Then they stopped beside a small single engine low wing aircraft. Joss was, well, not shocked, but....she didn’t actually know how she felt about it. While it was not a big fancy corporate aircraft, it had a shinny dark blue paint job.

Walking around to the right side of the plane, he unlocked, then opened the door, letting his back pack stay on the ground. 
“Just a sec,” he said. “Only one door on this thing.”

He jumped in, went to the passenger side and flipped some switches on.

“I have to check the old girl over,” Richard said. 

He made his way to the wing and inspected it, then the rear tail, the other wing and the propeller. He checked around the nose, then grabbed his back pack, took it to the pilots side of the plane, opened a small baggage door there and placed the back pack inside. He removed the ropes holding the plane down and the chocks holding the wheels from moving, also placing them in the baggage compartment.

While all this had been going on, Joss looked the airplane over. There was not a dent or scratch anywhere on it. Other than a few bugs on the wings and the front edges of the landing gear, it was spotless. All three wheels and tires had tear drop shaped devices around them, just leaving the bottom half of the tires visible. The way they were designed and positioned, Joss’s racing knowledge told her they were aerodynamic enhancements.

He quickly checked the oil in the engine and motioned her to follow him showing her where to step on the wing, then levered himself into the pilots seat. She clumsily followed him in.

He was flipping more switches while she was doing that and the instrument panel came alive. Once she had gotten herself comfortable, he started to brief her on what to expect. It was much more in-depth than the briefings she received on her private charters. What to do with her feet and hands, when to talk to him, what he was going to do, what to expect if something went wrong, how to close and latch the door.

Then he showed her how to put on the headset he gave her and she heard him speaking to her on it.

“We can talk to each other through these,” he said. “Except when the radio kicks in that is. You’ll get used to it.”

Then he was back to work, this time going over a check list he had on his iPad clipped to his control wheel. 

While he was doing that, Joss looked around the airplane. The two seats were covered in a supple leather, as were the two rear seats. The front dash was covered in instruments. Two large glass panels dominated the centre of it. The one in front of Richard had some kind of terrain looking display on it in the centre. There were some lines across it. Around the edges were what appeared to be gauges of some sort. The other display had a map of the airport runways on it. A bank of what looked like four radios were toward the centre. The only spot not covered by switches was directly in front of Joss and it had what looked like a small glove box in it.

She saw him depress a button on his controls and he spoke in German. Then looking around and behind the airplane, he started it. Even with the noise cancelling headphones she had on, she could clearly hear the engine and the propeller and she felt the airplane rocking from the propeller blast.

Soon, he was once again going through the check list, looking at gauges and moving his controls. He spoke again in German and wrote something down when he heard the response and repeated it back. The engine revved up and they began to taxi to the runway. He had her make sure the door was shut and latched and that her seat belt was on, then turned onto the runway, and gave it full throttle.

The engine went to full power, the propeller noise rose. She could clearly feel the rumbling of the tires on the runway. The scenery quickly began to pass beside her faster and faster. The nose rose a little, the tire noise went away and with a little sideways movement, the airplane straightened out. There were a few bumps, much like hitting a pot hole while driving a car, other wise, the ride was smooth. As they went higher, the farms and villages became visible. The highway and rail systems laid out under them. The patterns made by the farms became visible. Things she never usually saw in the bigger faster jet aircraft she was used to. They flew higher.

Ten minutes later, he once again said something in German and the plane levelled off and the engine noise went down.

“Ok,” he said. “We have about half an hour until we land again. Ever been in a small plane?”

“No,” Joss said. “I saw them from time to time back home, but no, never flown in one. It’s kind of noisy and bumpy.”

He laughed.

“Ya, we’re a little low right now and it’s a hot day,” he said.
“If you don’t mind,” Joss said. “Ah, where are we going?”

“Just a nice little pizza joint I know,” he said. He patted her knee with his right hand. “Don’t worry Joss, I won’t ply you with booze and sell you off to the Arabs.”

He laughed again.

“Oh them I could handle,” Joss said. “The Russians though?”
He laughed again. Then once again, the check list came out and he was back on the radio and soon they had landed and the plane was shut down. This airport was smaller, it had about a dozen hangers and many small single engined airplanes parked in an area out side of the hanger area. The runway was also grass, not paved. Richard went around the plane once again, attached tow straps to hooks under the wings and attached them to rings in the ground. Finally, he put the chocks under the wheels. He beckoned for her to follow and off he went.

He walked up to an Audi parked in the lot, withdrew a key from his pocket and unlocked the door. He even held her door open for her. The car was new and had everything a person would expect from a high end German sports sedan.

Twenty minutes later, driving down country roads, they came to a very German town. He quickly drove through the narrow streets, with their long narrow cream coloured houses with red roof tiles. He came to a stop in the parking lot beside a gymnasium of some sort. He opened her door for her and then walked, not to the gymnasium, but what turned out to be a restaurant next to it.

It was between the lunch crowd and the evening crowd. The place was empty. It was a large restaurant. While not the fancy upper end eateries Joss was used to, it wasn’t a small town dive like in Texas either. Rather a mixture of both. Unlike American style small restaurants, there were no booths, a few rows of tables were pushed together making long benches. Others were single. Only four chairs were at the bar. The woman behind the bar clearly knew Richard, she rushed around it and gave him a big hug.
She called him Rikhart and spoke to him in German. Then looked at Joss.

“This is Joss,” he said in English. “She’s American.”

The woman looked at Joss and frowned.

“Oh come on Elka,” he said. “She’s with me. She’s ok.”

“If you say so Rikhart,” Elka said. “Regular for you?”

“Ya,” he said. “Same for Joss, she’s from Texas, she can handle it.”

“Ja,Ja,” Elka said. “We see.”

Elka was soon back with two beer with the typical thick foam on top.

“Snitzel like normal?” She asked.

“But of course,” he said. “You think I came all this way just to ogle you? Beautiful though you are?”

“Ja, Ja,” Elka said and slapped him gently on his right cheek. “Always the charmer this one. You better keep a close watch on him Texas.”

A few minutes later, others arrived and joined their table. Two older men, two men about her age and two a bit younger. All of them knew Richard and they were soon laughing and joking. While accented, their English was understandable, only occasionally lapsing into German. The meals arrived. The food was outstanding and obviously prepared on site, not like the chain restaurants she was used to. The potatoes were fresh creamy mashed, the vegetables fresh, the meat tender and cooked just right. 

Joss saw how easily Richard switched seamlessly from speaking English, to German. He made sure she was included in the conversations. She was asked what it was like in Texas, how she liked Germany and Europe. No one asked her about what she did for work. For once, she was allowed to be a normal person, not a celebrity and she loved it.

After diner, the beer was flowing and soon the shot glasses of hard liquor, Schnapps and Cognac for the most part, arrived. Rikhart played along for a bit, but after the second shot he stopped them.
“You know this get the Canuck drunk game doesn’t work guys,” he said. “I drink you guys under the table every time.”

“Well maybe one day we get lucky hey,” Heiner one of the older men said. Every one laughed.

“How about you Texas?” He said.

“Sure, why not?” Joss said, grabbed the shot glass that had been poured for Rikhart and shot it back.

“Woa, good shit,” she said.

Several hours later they poured her into bed.
When she woke up in the morning, she found she was in a large soft bed covered with a down filled comforter. Her shirt was still on, but her pants and shoes were off. And her head was pounding. The bed was large and comfortable. Light came in the window filtered by slates partially open in the outside mounted window wide shutters. The window itself was open, slanted inward at the top, not to the side or upward like she was used to.

She found her shoes underneath a chair by the bed and her jeans folded nicely on top of it. Pulling them on, she saw a control beside the window and hit the top button. With an electric whine, the shutters began to rattle upwards and open. Looking outside, she saw she was on an upper floor. The street below was clear of vehicles. The houses across the street were two stories high and unlike in North America, there was no front green space. The houses coming almost to the front of the street. The street was quiet and very clean. Finding the bathroom, she saw it was neat and tidy. The bathroom included a shower and a bidet, along with a large sink and lighted large mirror over a large counter. Joss washed her face and digging through her small purse, applied some light make up and deodorant. She smelled breakfast being cooked and female voices. Following her nose and ears, Joss made her way down a set of stairs with a wrap around thick oak banister and oak clad walls and found the kitchen. A fourtyish aged woman  was sitting sipping coffee, while Rikhart was cooking breakfast. The kitchen was small, but well appointed.
“Well Texas,” the woman said, her English accented but very understandable. “We thought we would not see you until tomorrow at the earliest.”
“Now now Rosy,” Rikhart said. “Be nice. She woke up before your old man.”

“Ja, Ja,” Rosy said. “It will be noon before Heiner gets down here. Coffee Joss?”

“Oh God yes!” Joss said.

Joss found an open spot at the kitchen table and sat. She took a big gulp of the cup of coffee and looked uncertainly at the plate of eggs, sausages and a very large Pretzel Richard plunked down in front of her. Seeing Rosy begin to eat and Richard tying into his like he had not eaten for a week, Joss took a tentative small bite of the pretzel. It was not at all like the ones she was used to. This one was fresh and soft. She also realized how hungry she was.

She saw that Rosy had cut her pretzel in half lengthwise and had put butter and jam on it and did the same. It was delicious.

“The three of you came home last night arm and arm,” Rosy said between mouthfuls. “Walking down the centre of the street, or rather staggering, singing at the top of your lungs as you staggered in. Even as drunk as you were, you’ve got a good voice, for an American.”

Rosy laughed then.

“I haven’t seen those two bring a woman back home like you since that time with Matti right?” Rosy said.

Richard's demeanour changed. His face and eyes went blank and while he was staring at his plate, he wasn’t seeing it.
Then she was quickly beside Rikhart, putting her arm around his shoulders and whispering to him in German. He nodded his head, stood, then quietly walked out the back door.

“Who is Matti?” Joss asked.

“His wife,” Rosy said. “And my niece.”

Joss didn’t know what to do. Here she was going out with a married man in her relatives house.

“Rosy!” Heiner said walking in the kitchen door and interrupting them. “What have you said now? You like him Texas? Go talk to him. He will be by the back fence like always. He can use a friend right about now.”
That’s where she found him. A grain field was beyond the fence and he had one foot on a lower fence board and both elbows on the top one. He was looking out across the field.

“You ok?” Joss asked. “Something I did last night?”

“Nah,” he said. “Rosy is just pissed. She was at some church deal last night and missed the party
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