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Not Just Another Winter’s Tale 

Jessica Redland 

 

‘He’s coming!’ Ben’s chair fell to the floor with a clatter as he leapt to his feet, holding his 

mobile phone high in the air, his expression a mixture of jubilation and panic. 

 ‘Congratulations!’ Our manager, Paul, rushed over to shake Ben’s hand. ‘You’d best 

get going, then. Enjoy your paternity leave.’ 

 ‘Thanks, Paul.’ Ben grabbed his coat and dived towards the door. ‘I can’t believe I’m 

going to be a dad at last!’ 

Whilst delighted for my colleague (I’d seen him crumble after three failed attempts at 

IVF), my heart sank as he pulled the door open. Ben had driven me to the team-building 

workshop. How was I going to get home? As if reading my mind, he paused in the open 

doorway. ‘Oh! Emma. Lift.’ 

 ‘Go!’ ordered Paul. ‘Or you’ll miss the birth. We’ll make sure Emma gets home 

safely.’ 

 The door closed. I glanced around the room at my colleagues and did a mental 

count. Mike had four passengers already and Rachel only had two but her car was tiny and I 

remembered her saying it had taken five attempts to fit all their luggage in on Monday. Paul 

had come alone but I was sure he wasn’t heading straight back. Which just left one 

possibility. Oh crap! 

 ‘I can take Emma,’ he said. I didn’t want to look at him because, if I looked, I’d have 

to pretend I was grateful when the thought of a two-hour drive with Troy Zimmerman actually 

brought me out in a cold sweat. 

 Paul had announced on Monday that a new team member would be joining us for the 

final day but had refused to give anything else away. When Troy walked through the door 

and smiled his dazzling smile, I’d have been less surprised if a unicorn had galloped into the 

room with Elvis on its back. It was just as well I’d been sitting down because my legs actually 
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gave way beneath me and I had to take several big gulps of air to stop myself from passing 

out.  

 ‘Thank you, Troy,’ Paul said. ‘First day in the UK and already a team player. Now, 

where were we?’ 

 I mouthed a reluctant “thanks” across to Troy and squirmed as he smiled. Team 

player? Well, if the definition of “team player” was “completely untrustworthy and unreliable” 

then I guess he was an incredibly good team player. 

 As Paul continued to witter on about our team objectives for the year ahead, my mind 

drifted to the summer. It had all been Paul’s fault. If he’d been watching where he’d been 

going instead of jabbering on his mobile as usual, he’d have seen the raised paving slab. He 

wouldn’t have tripped. He wouldn’t have broken his right arm and leg. He wouldn’t have had 

to stay at home. As the only other team-member working on Project Phoenix, I wouldn’t have 

taken his place during the US roll-out. And I wouldn’t have met Troy bloody Zimmerman. 

‘Couldn’t I just grab a lift home with you?’ I whispered to Paul during the coffee break, 

hoping I’d misheard his plans. 

 ‘Sorry, Emma, but I’m not going back tonight. I’ve got family in Nottingham so I’m 

making a weekend of it while I’m in the area. Don’t look so worried. You’re in capable hands 

with Troy. Plus, you know him pretty well from the summer, don’t you?’ 

 I nodded and hoped he wouldn’t notice my cheeks colouring. Yes, I knew Troy pretty 

well from the summer. A bit too well perhaps. And capable hands? Yes, he had very capable 

hands. I knew that too. Far too capable. A tingle ran down my spine as I recalled those 

hands running through my hair, down my arms and … Eek! He just touched me! 

 Troy steered me away from Paul. ‘I have a conference call to The States after the 

workshop. I’ll be about an hour. Hope you don’t mind waiting.’ 

 ‘Waiting for you? Been there, done that, got the t-shirt,’ I muttered. 

‘I’m sorry.’ 

I sighed. ‘I need a lift so I guess I don’t have much choice, do I?’ 
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 ‘I’m sorry,’ he said again. His hazel eyes pleaded with mine and, for a moment, I 

wondered if he was apologising for more than the delayed departure. I shook my head and 

walked away. Of course he wasn’t. I was being stupid. He’d had plenty of opportunities to 

say sorry before now and he hadn’t taken them. He was clearly unrepentant. 

An hour later, my colleagues had left, Troy had disappeared back into the training 

room for his conference call, and the staff at the training centre were busy clearing up. I 

helped myself to a cup of tea then sank into one of the squashy armchairs in the large 

resident’s lounge. I rummaged in my bag for my Kindle but I couldn’t concentrate on reading. 

Every time I tried to focus on the words, all I could think about was the summer. And when I 

thought about the summer, I was back to those capable hands. And being kissed by that 

capable mouth. 
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