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For The French






arry hated flying. He always travelled across continental Europe

by train just to avoid flying. He looked around the waiting
lounge in Rome’s central rail station. It was busier than he expected.
He’d never known a sleeper service this busy. The conductor called for
holders of first-class ticket with priority boarding on the overnight
service to Paris. Harry stood and walked over to him, dragging his
luggage trolley in his wake, and handed over his ticket.

“Busy service tonight,” he said in confident Italian.

“Si, signore. The airport in Paris is closed. We have taken many last
minute bookings.”

“Then I'm glad I booked in advance. I’d hate sharing with a
stranger.”

“Si, signore.” The porter handed back the ticket and signalled
someone to show Harry to his compartment and carry his bags.

The cabin was like every other first class sleeper cabin he’d travelled
in. Two bunk beds folded into one wall. Against the opposite wall were
two chairs with a cabinet between them that the mini-bar. Harry watched
the porter haul his bags into the luggage rack, then handed him a ten-
Euro note and closed the door. He sat in the chair closest to the window
and stared out over the platform. It was still crowded. Most of the
passengers would be sharing cabins with up to five others. Once more
Harry was thankful for having booked his ticket weeks ago.

He’d been at the company’s Rome office for three years. Under his
stewardship, the office had seen significant growth. The bigwigs in
London called him their “steady hand”. When they offered him the
position in Paris, they’d made it clear that, while he was free to turn the
job down, he’d have to find work in another company if he did. He was
good, but replaceable. The operation in Paris was bigger than in Rome,
but he’d only be second in command, not the boss. Was it a step down?
He couldn’t make up his mind. At least his pay hadn’t fallen—quite the
opposite, in fact.

He looked at his watch. It was just after six. The train was due to
leave at six-thirty, but Harry suspected they’d be late. He really should
do some work—he had some reading to do before he took up his new
position. He could probably get it all done before dinner, after which
he’d turn in for the night. The train was due to arrive in Paris at nine the
next morning and he’d be expected at the office by the afternoon. His
laptop bag was on the luggage rack. He stood to retrieve it when there
was a knock at the door.



“Yes?” Harry wasn’t happy with an interruption before they’d even
set off.

A senior conductor pushed the door open and entered the cabin.
When he spoke in heavily accented English instead of Italian, Harry
knew it couldn’t be good news. “I’m a-sorry, signore.”

“Sorry for what, exactly?”

“It’s-a like this, signore. The people who sell-a the tickets, they did-a
not realise that you-a specifically requested a cabin to your a-self and...”

“Don’t even think it, let alone say it. I've paid good money for this
cabin. Top whack! If you’re planning to lump someone else in here, you
can think again. Find him another cabin!”

“I’m a-sorry, signore. There is-a no other cabin. I shall-a see to it that
you are-a compensated by our people in Paris.”

Harry grunted. Money wasn’t the issue. After all, the company was
paying. It was the principle. He’d booked early to ensure a cabin to
himself so that he could work. That would be impossible with a stranger
in the cabin. He’d be writing to the train company as soon as he was
behind his desk. He watched in dismay as the conductor stepped from
the cabin and a young porter hauled his new travelling companion’s
luggage into the rack. As soon as his work was done, the porter ran from
the room so fast that Harry was sure the boy must be terrified of his
reaction. Harry shrugged and turned to face the window. He stared at the
platform once more. It appeared to be clear apart from the well-wishers
there to wave their friends goodbye.

“Oh, mon Dieu. Un homme. Ce n’est pas vrai.” The voice was
female. Soft and sensual, it had a rich, warm, chocolaty tone.

Harry turned to view his companion. She was every bit as beautiful as
her voice had promised. She had a distinctly Parisian look—elegant and
effortlessly chic despite her expression of extreme annoyance. Her nose
was wrinkled and her eyes half-closed. She looked as if she’d just
stepped in something nasty.

“Monsieur, you are Anglais, non? 1 ’eard ze conductor speaking
anglais.” She sounded like every stereotypical Frenchwoman Harry had
ever heard. The accent was so strong it sounded fake—or at the very
least, exaggerated.

He stepped forward and offered his hand. “Harry Whitehead.
Pleasure.”



She quickly shook his hand with undisguised disdain. “C’est
dégueulasse, non? 1 am expecting to be sharing with une femme, pas un
homme.”

“I'm sure there has been a mistake,” said Harry. “I’ll call the
conductor back.”

“Don’t bother.” She sighed and shrugged her shoulders. Her whole
demeanour softened. She sounded almost sad—as if the whole world’s
problems were encapsulated in her predicament. “’E said that this was ze
only cabin with any place. It looks like we are going to be putting up
with each other?”

She pulled her hair free of the clip that held it place, and loose blonde
curls cascaded down over her left shoulder. She loosened them further
with her fingers and shook her head. Harry stared. He’d never quite
taken to Italian women—there was something about their manner and
their awareness of their own beauty that put him off. But here was a
woman as good-looking as any he’d encountered in Rome, and she was
happy to let her guard down in front of a complete stranger. If she was
indicative of the French, Harry suspected he’d be having a much happier
time in Paris. She collapsed into the closest seat and eased off her shoes.
“Ahhhh, c’est du bien. J’ai mal a mes pieds parce que les chaussures
sont merde.”

Harry sat back in the window seat. The train jerked into life and
slowly pulled away from the platform. The Frenchwoman closed her
eyes and rested her head on the back of the seat. Harry thought she
might be falling asleep. Perhaps he could get some work done after all.
Just as he was about to stand and retrieve his laptop, the woman opened
her eyes and turned her head slightly to address him. “You said you were
named ’Arry, non?”

“That’s right. Harry Whitehead.”

“Blanc téte,” she said absently-mindedly. She giggled. “Well, ’Arry.
We ’ave a long journey. We should get to know each other a little bit,
non? I cannot believe I ’ave to take ze train. Ze airport workers are cons,
non? C’est typique de cons.”

“I’m sorry,” said Harry. “What’s typical?”

“Ze airport workers! They are striking, non? That is why we are
’aving to take ze train. They are saying that one of them is putting ze
bags on ze wrong aeroplane, and when ze airport try to... er... bag ’im?”
She looked at Harry for confirmation.

“You mean ‘sack him’?”



“Oui. C’est ¢a. Sack im. They are trying to sack him, and all the
people in ’is club are stopping work too.”

“His club?”
“You know. ’Is club of workers.”
“Oh. You mean his union?”

“Oui. Oui. C’est ¢a.” She sighed once more. “’Arry, I would like a
drink. Would you like one?”

“I may as well. I’ll pop to the dining car and get it. What would you
like... Erm... I'm sorry, I don’t know your name.”

“Oh, mon Dieu. Je suis désolé. This is so rude of me. My name is
Céline. Céline de Montagne.”

“Pleased to meet you, Céline. Now, what can I get you?”

Harry fetched drinks and retook his seat by the window. Céline
sipped her dry white wine, stretched out her legs and relaxed into the
chair. Harry savoured his cold beer. The ice between them was broken
and he felt surprisingly comfortable in the company of a woman he’d
known for less than half an hour.

She rolled her head to the side to look at him. “So, ’Arry. Tell me
about yourself.”

“Tell you...?”

“Oui. 1t is what, quinze heures a Paris? 1 cannot be sitting in silence
for this many hours. So tell me about yourself.”

“There’s not much to tell really. I’'m thirty-eight, never married—"
“Why not? You are good-looking, non? Are all Englishwomen
blind?”

Harry was flattered that she though him good-looking. “Actually, I’ve
travelled around a lot. The company I work for has offices across the
globe, and I’ve worked in most of them. I’ve been in Rome for the past
three years.”

“This is a shame, non? Perhaps one day you will be meeting someone
and choosing to stay in one place?”

“I think they’ll have to be prepared to move with me.”
“Then you may always be alone.”

“Not alone. I’ve had my share of girlfriends.” He leaned across the
cabinet. “There’s this American girl called Ruth. She was working for
me in the Rome office. I swear...” He sucked in a breath through his
teeth and shook his head.



“Quoi? Allez.”
“I shouldn’t. It wouldn’t be very discreet.”

“Ah, oui, discrétion. But will 1 ever be meeting this American
woman? Je ne sais pas, but I am thinking ‘Non’. There is no need for
discrétion. Tell me.”

“I don’t think so.”
“Ah, tant pis. So, what is taking you to Paris?”
“I’m starting a new job.”

“Ah, c’est bien. Moi aussi. 1 ave a new job. Paris is my ’ome. I’ve
been away from her for far too long, and it is time I returned. A large
company is offering me a good job. and I am saying ‘Oui’ straight away.
We are having something in common, non?”

“I guess s0.”

An announcement interrupted them. Dinner was about to be served.
Harry looked at his watch. It was seven-thirty. Where had the last hour
gone?

He looked at Céline. “Join me for dinner? My treat.”

“It is being my pleasure, ’Arry.” She smiled—a wide smile that could
have illuminated the Eiffel Tower.

When they were seated in the dining car, they ordered food and wine
from the small menu. The wine was brought directly, and the food
followed in short order.

“Good service,” said Harry as he laid his napkin across his lap.

Céline huffed. “In my experience, if food is arriving quickly, then it is
prepared before and zapped in the microwave. Good food is like good
love. It is taking a long time to make.”

Harry already had a mouthful of pasta. He swallowed and then said,
“I don’t know. This isn’t bad. Sauce is nice, chicken’s well cooked,
pasta’s not overdone. I’ve had worse.”

Céline watched Harry shovel another forkful of food into his mouth
and muttered, “Les anglais mangent comme des cochons.”

She laid her own napkin on her lap and picked up her fork. Harry
watched with mild amusement as she pushed some pieces of pasta
around her plate before spearing one on the fork. She lifted it and opened
her mouth just wide enough to get the food in. The pasta brushed her
lips, leaving a trail of cheese sauce behind. She closed her lips around
the fork and slipped it out, leaving the pasta behind. She chewed slowly



and after she’d swallowed, she licked her lips clean with the tip of her
tongue. Harry shivered.

She picked up another piece of pasta on her fork and held it in front
of her. “’Arry, I think you have been spending too much time en [ltalie
eating ze pasta and ze pizza. Your palate has suffered, non? You can no
longer tell what is good food and what is not. En France, we are serving
better food than this in our prisons and our schools, non?”

Harry shrugged. “Like I said, I’ve had worse.”

Céline ate another delicate mouthful of food and then said, “I know
what to do ’Arry. When we are both settled in Paris, I will take you to
my preferred restaurant. Then you will know what is good food.”

The next few moments passed quietly as they ate. Finally, Céline
said, “So, ’Arry. Are you telling me about your American girl? Or am I
making up my own story?”

Harry smiled and thought for a second. What harm could it do?
Chances were he’d never see Céline again after they got to Paris, and
Céline would certainly never meet his fiancée. “Her name is Ruth.”

“Ruth is a nice name.”

“We met about a month after I moved to Rome, so we’ve been
together for nearly three years now.”

“You are still together? Are you in love with her?”

“I think I am. I don’t know if she still loves me, though. Last time I
spoke to her, she was still adamant she didn’t want to move to Paris. |
don’t even know if we are still engaged. She hasn’t given me the ring
back, so I guess we must be.”

“You are getting married? That is wonderful. Félicitations.”

“Like I said, I don’t know. It’s been nearly a week since I last spoke
with her. I tried to call her before I got on the train, but she didn’t answer
her phone.”

“This is bad. I think you should be trying harder to move her to Paris
when we arrive. Paris is a wonderful place for a girl to live. Le shopping,
la cuisine, I’ambience.”

“You’re right, of course. I should try harder. So what about you? Any
special men in your life?”

“Only mon Papa. 1 am young and at liberty. C’est magnifique.”

They continued to talk over the meal and by the time they returned to
their cabin, it was almost half-past nine.

“Which one would you like?”” Céline asked.



C‘I’m Sorry.”
“Ze beds? Do you want to go on top or below?”

“It makes no difference to me. You decide which you want, and I’ll
take the other.”

“Bon. 1 prefer to be below.” She went over to the luggage rack and
tried to remove one of her cases. It was stuck. As she struggled with it,
Harry rushed over to help.

“Oh, merci. C’est gentil, monsieur.” She put the case on the seat and
opened it. Harry could see her underwear in the case. Most of it was
black and looked skimpy at best. He quickly looked out of the window.
It was dark outside. All he could see was Céline’s reflection as she
rooted through her case. Eventually she found what she was looking for.
“Would you mind?” she asked, nodding to the case.

“Sure,” said Harry. He put the case back in the luggage rack and she
entered the tiny cubicle that passed for a bathroom to change for bed.
While she was locked away, Harry retrieved his own pyjamas from his
overnight bag.

Céline returned, fully clothed and looking annoyed. “C’est
impossible. This bathroom is far too small to be undressing.”

“I could wait outside, if you like?”

“C’est gentil, monsieur, but that would ’ardly be fair on you. And I
cannot be offering to do the same as you are changing. Non, perhaps if
you would mind to be facing the other way...?”

“Sure. I promise not to peek.”
“Merci.”

Harry couldn’t keep his promise. He closed his eyes at first, but
temptation got the better of him and he spied on Céline through one eye.
Her blouse came off first. Under it, she wore a white bra. Her reflection
in the window was too indistinct for Harry to make out any detail. Next,
she wiggled out of her skirt to reveal white French knickers. Harry held
his breath as she removed her bra and her magnificent breasts came into
view. She turned and picked up the slinky red nightgown she’d taken
from her bag and pulled it over her head. It slipped down her body,
clinging to her curves as it fell into place. Harry’s final treat came when,
still facing away from him, she bent over to remove her knickers. Her
nightdress rode up to reveal her bottom—and what a bottom it was.
Harry thought it one of the best he’d ever seen.

“D’accord,” she said. “l am finished. You are opening your eyes
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now.



Harry turned to look at Céline. She twirled around, causing her
nightdress to lift up and giving Harry a brief flash of the hair between
her legs. Then she stood with her arms held out slightly from her body.
“Do you like it? It is new. I am treating myself for my return ome.”

“It’s very nice.”
“Very nice? Is that all? You English and your reserve. Is it not sexy?”

“Oh, yes. Very sexy. I just didn’t think it was particularly appropriate
to say so0.”

“Ah, bon. Alors. 1 shall be going back in the bathroom to, what is it
your English women say? Powdering my nose? But of course, I mean Je
fait pee-pee.”

She slipped back into the washroom and Harry quickly changed into
his blue and white striped pyjamas. When Céline re-emerged, Harry
decided it best to go to the toilet himself before bed. The door to the
bathroom opened against the door to the cabin. Harry was just about to
enter the small cubicle when the train jerked violently. She fell against
him. Her head hit his chest and pushed him against the door. The door
handle hit him squarely in the back, and he yelped in pain. When the
train was stable again, he helped her to her feet and stood upright
himself. The pain in his back was unbearable. He rubbed it and swore.

“Oh, ’Arry. You ’ave ’urt yourself. Let me look. Lean against ’ere.”

Harry put his hands on the upper bunk and rested his head on them.
He felt Céline lift up his pyjama top. She gently rubbed the small of his
back. “Ca fait mal?” she asked. “Where does it "urt?”

“Down a little,” said Harry. “Ow! Yeah, there.”

“Oui, oui. Je vois. | am thinking you will be bruised tomorrow. Wait
here, I have some creme. It may help.” She went over to the luggage
rack and rooted through one of her smaller bags. She returned and Harry
shivered as she put some of the cold cream on his back. She rubbed it in
and Harry groaned. She added more cream and rubbed that in too. The
pain in his back eased to a dull ache.

Harry stood and pulled down his top. “Thanks. That’s definitely
better.”

“Oh, non. It is 1 who should be thanking you. If you ’ad not caught
me, ’arry, [ would have ’it my ’ead on the door ’andle. I could have been
knocked out. Or killed.”

“I doubt it would have been quite that...” The train jerked again and
threw both of them from their feet. Harry fell onto the bottom bunk.
Céline fell on top of him.



“Je suis désolé, ’Arry. This train is moving a lot, I think. Ze sooner
we are in bed, ze better, non?”

She began to rise but the train jerked again—this time more violently
—and threw her upon him again. The train juddered to a halt. Céline’s
body pressed against Harry’s. He could feel her heat. He became very
aware that his hands were on her soft, curvy hips. Her face was just
inches from his. He gazed into her hazel eyes. She returned his stare and
suddenly burst out laughing. Harry’s couldn’t prevent himself from
laughing as well—the situation was too strange not to. Céline rolled over
and struggled to sit up. Harry sat next to her.

Over the intercom, the conductor made an announcement in Italian,
then French and finally English. He apologised for the delay and
promised to resume the journey as soon as possible.

“Ah, well,” said Céline. “It looks like we will be getting to Paris later
than we expected.”

“I don’t know about you,” Harry said, “but I could do with something
to settle my nerves.” He opened the mini-bar and took out two glasses
and two small bottles.

“C’est du whisky?”

“Not just whisky. This is finest Scottish whisky. Best in the world.”
He poured the contents of the bottles into the glasses and then added ice
from the small freezer compartment. He sat back down and handed a
glass to Céline.

“Oh, that hit the spot,” he said after sipping the amber liquid. They
quickly finished their drinks and Harry put the glasses back on the
cabinet between the seats. “If you don’t mind, I think I might turn in for
the night.”

“I was thinking the same thing,” Céline replied.
“Okay. Well, good night.”

“Oui. Bonne nuit.” Céline turned the covers back on the lower bunk
and lay down. Harry tried not to stare. Her nightdress had ridden up and
he could see her patch of blonde pubic hair. He prepared to climb up on
the top bunk, but the train jerked back into life. The sudden movement
threw him off balance. This time, he landed on her.

She looked him in the eye and said, “It seems to me that we are being
thrown together all ze time.”

The train rocked and swayed as it picked up speed. Harry made no
effort to regain his feet—it was all he could do to keep from falling on
the floor. Besides, where he lay wasn’t at all unpleasant. The movement



of the train rubbed their bodies together. Céline’s nipples brushed
against his chest, and his cock nudged her crotch. The train’s motion
smoothed as the speed increased, but Harry didn’t move. Céline had
wrapped her arms around him so couldn’t even if he’d wanted to. He
looked into her eyes and saw his arousal reflected in them. He bent his
head and pressed his lips to hers. He pushed his tongue against her lips,
which parted to allow it in.

She slid her fingers down his spine, making him shiver, then slipped
them under his waistband. Her hands came around to his hips and she
pushed his pyjama bottoms down. They caught on his hard cock and
Harry reached down to free himself. He lifted his cock over the elastic
and guided it towards Celine’s waiting pussy. She filled her hand with
his fleshy buttocks and pulled him into her. They fucked slowly. The
gentle rocking of the train amplified their movement. Together they
performed a horizontal tango in time with the ‘chug-chug’ of the
locomotive.

“Faites |’amour a moi. Oh, faites I’amour a moi.” Her mouth was
wide open. He kissed her, forcing his tongue into her mouth once more,
and cupped her beasts through her silky nightdress. Their dance of
passion increased in vigour and tempo. She broke off the kiss, tipped her
head back and sighed. “Oh, oui. Oh, oui. C’est du bien. Baisez-moi.
Baisez-moi.”

She screamed silently and her body stiffened beneath Harry. She
stared sightlessly into eyes as she came, then her head fell to the side and
her body relaxed. Harry thrust into her harder as his own orgasm
approached. She moved with him again, and, after a few more hard
thrusts, he came.

“Oh, mon Dieu,” she said as his semen filled her.

Their movements slowed. She looked content. Her pupils were large
and her face flushed. Harry had remained erect, and Céline gasped in
surprise when he pushed deeper into her. She struggled and pushed
against him. Harry reluctantly allowed her to push him away. He sat up
but his cock was hard and aching for more. He wasn’t disappointed. She
pushed him onto his back and leant over to take his cock into her mouth.
He squirmed in pleasure when her tongue pressed against his shaft. She
bobbed her head up and down, sending waves of electricity coursing
through his hyper-aroused body. He twisted and reached around to pull
her on top of him. She complied and lifted a leg over his head. Her pussy
was directly above his mouth. He snaked his tongue out to her. The
sticky mixture of her juices and his ran down his tongue and into his



mouth. It wasn’t the first time he’d tasted his own seed. He licked her
pussy from end to end and probed her depths.

She shuddered, sucked his cock harder and pushed her pussy against
his mouth. His tongue went even deeper into her. The suction on his
cock was intense. It felt as if she were sucking at his soul. His cock
twitched and hot semen rose up and gushed into her mouth just as her
body tensed in climax.

They lay, locked in position, and recovered from their respective
orgasms. Céline finally let his wilting cock slip from between her lips
and gasped. She moved from above him and sat on the bed. Harry sat
next to her and licked her sweet nectar from his lips.

“Je suis désolé, ’ Arry. I am not knowing what is coming over me.”
“Looks like I just did. Twice.”

Céline laughed. “In me, oui, but not over me. Perhaps later, non?”
She turned her head to him. He held her chin in his hand and gently
kissed her lips. She wrapped her arms around his neck and melted into
his embrace. They tumbled backwards and began all over again.

They made love throughout the night. They explored each other’s
bodies with hands, lips and tongues. It was the early hours of the
morning when they finally collapsed into an exhausted sleep, side by
side on the bed.

sk s ke sk sk sk sk

A loud knock on the door woke them next morning. It was eight-
thirty and they were an hour from Paris. Céline took first turn in the
shower. Harry showered while Céline dressed then quickly dressed
himself while she sat on the bed. They breakfasted together, finishing
just as the train pulled into the station.

“Well, ’Arry,” Céline said as the porter hauled her bags down from
the luggage rack. “You were a very charming travelling companion.”

“So were you.”
“I am ’appy the aeroplanes were not flying.” She held out her hand.

“Me, too.” He took her hand and pulled her towards him so he could
kiss her cheek. “You promised to take me for dinner. Would you still
like to?”

“I would like that very much, ’Arry. It is a shame neither of us has a
telephone number for ze other yet. I am making promises that I may not
be keeping.”



Harry nodded. “Yes. It is a shame. Maybe we should agree a time and
place to meet up now. A Sunday afternoon rendezvous by the Eiffel
Tower, perhaps?”’

“’Arry, you ’ave still to persuade your fiancée to come to Paris, non?
Perhaps our meeting again would make for... complications?”

“Perhaps it would. Goodbye then, Céline.”
“Au revoir, Monsieur Blanc-téte.”

She left the cabin as dramatically as she had entered it the day before.
The porter followed in her wake. Almost as soon as she was gone, a
porter came to help Harry with his bags. Harry looked one last time at
the bunk he had shared with Céline, remembering her smell and her
touch, and then followed the porter from the train.

A large man, who Harry had only met once before, was waiting for
him on the platform. “Harry. So good to see you again. Journey okay? I
hear the train was more crowded than usual.”

“It was. I had to share a cabin. But the young lady was very pleasant.”
“Young lady, eh? Did you...? You know... Get to know her?”
“Now, Bob. I can’t tell you something like that, can 1?”

“True. True. Forgive me for asking. Well, this way. There’s a car
waiting. We’ll go to your new apartment first so that you can dump your
bags, then it’s straight to the office to meet your new boss.”

They left the platform and headed towards the station exit. The porter
pushed the bags on a trolley. “What’s the new bloke like? I hear he’s a
local.” Harry asked.

“She 1s a hard-nosed cow from what I’ve seen of her. Too full of her
own importance.”

“She?”

“Yep. They poached some Frenchwoman from a rival firm in Milan.
Of course, they wanted you to run the office, but by appointing the Frog,
Head Office is killing two birds with one stone, so to speak.”

Harry shook his head. “I don’t understand.”

“First thing you need to learn about France, Harry. The French like
their companies run by the French. Especially if it’s a successful foreign
company. It’s a lot less hassle if you appoint a French figurehead. Keeps
the authorities happy.”

“Okay. But why ‘two birds’?”



“Do you remember the opening at the New York office six months
ago? London parachuted in some guy from this side of the pond when
the woman who had been second in command was expecting the job?”

Harry nodded. “I remember. Didn’t she make sex discrimination
claim?”
“Yep. The evil bitch filed a lawsuit. This is the company’s way of

proving it doesn’t discriminate. Appoint a woman as head of another
large office. They think it will help the case in New York.”

“Will it?”

“Who knows? Anyway, you’ll meet her soon enough. She’s arriving
in Paris today too. Should be at the office by the time we get there.”

They stopped by Harry’s new apartment on the banks of the River
Seine and then went to the office on the Champs Elysées. Bob
introduced Harry to his personal assistant. She showed him to his office
where they had a brief meeting before Bob returned.

“She’s ready for you now.” Bob grinned. “Would you like to come
and meet the boss?”

He led the way to the boardroom and Harry was very surprised at
who stood there waiting for him.

“Harry, can I introduce our new Head of Operations here in Paris,
Céline du Montagne.”

Céline beamed and held out a hand in greeting. “’ Arry, it is so good
to meet you.” She winked as they shook hands.

“Excellent!” said Bob. “T’ll leave you two to get acquainted while I
see about sorting out some decent coffee, shall 1?”

“Yes, Bob. You do that. Run along, there’s a good boy.” She waited
until Bob had left then said, “’E is such an irritating man, don’t you
think? Not like you. Please, ’ave a seat. We “ave much to discuss.”

Harry was still too shocked to know what to say. He sat. Céline sat in
the chair next to him. He looked at her with a critical eye. “Did you
know? Last night, did you know we’d be working together?”

“I promise you, ’Arry, I ad no idea until I arrived at the office and
they gave me your name.”

“So what do we do? Pretend last night never happened and
concentrate on a working relationship?”’

“Well, that will depend, will it not?”
“On what?”



“On if your American Ruth will be joining us in Paris.” She raised her
eyebrows and smiled. With a sigh, she crossed her legs and leaned
forward to place a hand on his leg. “Either way, ’Arry, it seems that
from now on, it is you who will be underneath me. Although not all the
time, I "ope.”
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