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      Sabrina and Shelly for always having my back and coming with me on this crazy wonder journey.

      We will always have Paris....
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        Meghan

      

      

      “Ladies and gentlemen, we are now boarding Air France flight number eighty-two forty-five, direct to Paris,” the lady on the speaker announces. “At this time, we are boarding all passengers seated in zone one.”

      I look down at my boarding pass to read the printing in the corner. “I’m zone five,” I tell my two best friends, Kate and Diana, as they look at their boarding pass.

      “Zone five for the win,” Diana says, putting up her hand and waiting for us to high-five her. Kate is closest to her, so she holds up her hand and slaps it.

      “Why didn’t we do first class again?” Kate asks, and I just laugh, shaking my head as I turn to her.

      “Because it was four thousand dollars?” I point out to her, and she just nods.

      “Oh, yes, that,” she says, and we all laugh. I look at the people handing over their boarding passes as they walk onto the plane.

      The three of us have gotten really close in the past four years. We met when we were all bridesmaids for our mutual friend Sonia. Between the bridesmaids lunches, the bachelorette party, the bride’s shower, and the groom’s picnic, the three of us just kind of migrated toward each other. We just clicked and have been best friends ever since. Now they are the first people I call when stuff goes down or I have a great day.

      “Are you sure the Airbnb place will be okay for the three of us?” I ask them, and they both nod, the two of them on their phone scrolling through Instagram.

      “Yes, it says one bed, but it has a couch. Besides, who cares? We are in Paris,” Diana says, and my eyebrows scrunch together.

      “Well, I think we are all going to care when one of us is sleeping on the floor,” I tell them, and then I hear the woman on the speaker again.

      “We will now be loading zone two,” she says, “and anyone with children or who needs extra assistance.”

      We all sit back in our chairs. “How long is the flight?” Diana asks.

      “Seven hours,” I tell her. “We arrive in Paris at ten a.m.”

      “Thank god, we dressed comfy,” I tell them, looking at our yoga pants, white T-shirts, and running shoes. “I also downloaded the whole season of Shameless. Thank you, Netflix.”

      “I’m going to sleep,” Diana says.

      “I really hope I can sleep,” Kate says, and we all nod our heads. When it’s our time to finally board, we walk in one after another down the carpeted ramp toward the plane. We pass an entrance that says Zone One. “I guess this is almost like the Titanic.” I look back at them, and they laugh.

      “Fucking Rose,” Kate says. “She could have shared the door.”

      I shake my head and continue walking down the ramp. As we approach the airplane door, we slow when we see a line and creep slowly in and the flight attendant smiles at us. “We are in row twelve.”

      “Straight and to the right,” she says, pointing at the end of the plane. When I walk down the aisle, I see three seats on the right and left side, and five seats down the middle, realizing how big this plane really is. I look up and find our seat to the right. “Do I take the window seat?” I ask them over my shoulder, and they both shrug. I slide into the window seat, Diana slides into the middle, and Kate has the aisle seat.

      I put my bag under the chair in front of me, then grab my iPad and earphones. “Why did you bring the big Louis?” Kate asks me. “If we get kidnapped and taken, it’ll be because of that purse.”  She points down at said purse.

      “Why aren’t you giving her the third degree?” I say, pointing at Diana as she stuffs her Gucci under her seat, leaning forward and trying to get her earphones out.

      “Both of you,” she says, sitting back and shrugging off her black sweater. “If I end up in a sex trafficking ring, it’ll be because of both of you.” She reaches up and opens the air on her. “I’m fucking melting.”

      I’m about to say something to her when the flight attendant begins her announcement.

      “Ladies and gentlemen, my name is Tamara, and I’m your chief flight attendant. On behalf of the captain and the entire crew, welcome aboard Air France flight eighty-two forty-five, nonstop service from Toronto to Paris. Our flight time will be seven hours and twenty minutes.

      At this time, make sure your seat backs and tray tables are in their full and upright position and that your seat belt is securely fastened. Also, your portable electronic devices must be set to airplane mode until an announcement is made. Thank you.”

      She goes on to repeat the instructions in French. “I think the flight is full,” Diana says as she looks at the back of the plane and then at the front. “Oh my god, look at that. First class has beds.” She turns around to look at us. “Pods.”

      “Shut up,” I say and try to lean over to see, squishing Diana who groans. “You think we can sneak in?” I huff out, trying to strain my neck so I can see what she sees.

      “Yeah,” Kate says, putting her head back and closing her eyes while the plane moves back. “’Cause no one is going to notice three empty seats in the middle of the plane.”

      “Buzzkill,” Diana and I both say at the same time, and she laughs.

      “I can’t believe we are actually doing this. Like we are actually going to Paris,” I say, looking out my window. I watch us drive away from the gate, thinking of how we got here.

      The three of us were sitting in Diana’s living room, drinking wine. That in and of itself should tell you how the night went. The wine was our downfall; you always think you’re invincible once you have some liquid encouragement. The truth of the matter is you’re not that brilliant; the wine just makes you think you are.

      “What’s one place that you want to go visit?” I asked the girls while I lay on my back on the couch, one foot dangling off and one foot resting on the couch with my knee bent.

      “Greece,” Kate said. “Santorini.” She was sitting on the floor leaning on the couch as she took another sip of wine. “Like the Kardashians,” she said, and the three of us laughed.

      “Well,” I said, sitting up now, “when one of us makes that sex tape that blows up the internet, then we can take that trip.”

      “Fine.” She rolled her eyes. “You are such a buzz kill. Where would you go?” she asked me, and I didn’t even have to think about it or contemplate the answer.

      “Paris,” I told them with no hesitation. “I want to go to Paris.”

      Kate and Diana both sat up, and at the same time, their eyes went wide. “Paris.”

      “Yeah,” I said, putting my wine glass on the coffee table. “Paris. The city of love, the Eiffel Tower, Place Versailles, the Louvre,” I sighed. “I could go on for days.”

      “I’ve never been to Paris,” Diana said, looking at both of us.

      “I have,” Kate said, “but it was an in and out.”

      “So what do you think?” I grabbed the laptop that was next to the almost empty second wine bottle. “Shall we book?”

      The three of us laughed, and in a matter of five minutes, I had bought us three tickets to Paris. “We are going to Paris,” I said, jumping up in the middle of the living room. “Parlez vous le francais?” Do you speak French? I giggled.

      “This is going to be amazing,” Diana said, getting up and joining me in my dance. Kate got up and turned the radio louder, blasting Pink’s “What About Us” through the speakers.

      The sound of the captain’s voice brings me back to the here and now. “Flight attendants, prepare for takeoff please. Cabin crew, please take your seats for takeoff.”

      “Here we go,” Diana says, and we’re all smiles as the plane goes faster and faster till we are wheels up. My heart speeds up as I close my eyes, and my stomach dips a bit.

      “Why does this idea suddenly feel ridiculous?” I say after a while, looking at the two girls.

      “Because the wine has worn off,” Kate says, laughing, and I shake my head, laughing at her. I look out the window, but all I can see are the blinking lights on the wing. “Are we there yet?” I ask jokingly when the flight attendant approaches us.

      “Would you like something to drink?” she asks me first.

      “I’ll have water please,” I tell her. She looks at Kate, who orders wine, and then at Diana, who does the same.

      She hands me the water. “There is no charge for the wine on transatlantic flights,” she tells us, and they both look at me as I smile.

      “She’ll have wine also,” Diana says and then winks at me. “I’ll save it for you, for later.” I know damn straight she isn’t saving that bottle of wine for anyone.

      I shake my head with a smile, then put my earbuds in and watch Shameless. I lean my head back and listen to the show, closing my eyes. I don’t know how long I sleep, but when I open my eyes, there is a soft light outside. I look over at Diana and Kate, and they are both sleeping, so I take out the earbuds and revel in the quietness of the plane. I lean my head on the side of the plane and gaze outside as I try to go back to sleep. I don’t actually fall asleep before I feel Kate and Diana stir awake next to me. I look over. “Did you sleep?” I ask them, and they both give me the side-eye.

      I’m about to say something when the pilot speaks. “Flight attendants, prepare for landing please. Cabin crew, please take your seats for landing.”

      “It went so fast,” I say, leaning down and putting my stuff away. The wheels touching down jerk me forward.

      “Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to Charles de Gaulle Airport. Local time is nine thirty-six, and the temperature is fifteen degrees. For your safety and comfort, please remain seated with your seat belt fastened until the captain turns off the fasten seat belt sign. At this time, you may use your cellular phones if you wish. Please check around your seat for any personal belongings you may have brought on board with you and please use caution when opening the overhead bins, as heavy articles may have shifted around during the flight. If you require deplaning assistance, please remain in your seat until all other passengers have deplaned. One of our crew members will then be happy to assist you. On behalf of Air France Airlines and the entire crew, I’d like to thank you for joining us on this trip, and we look forward to seeing you on board again soon.”

      I switch my phone off airplane mode. “We have to contact Nicolas for the key,” I tell them, looking through my Airbnb app to find his number. The ding from the fasten seat belt indicator makes everyone spring into action. I stand, stretching my legs, finally. “I’m so tired.”

      “I think I could sleep for a year,” Diana says, grabbing her bag. I tuck my phone into my side pocket on my yoga pants. I follow Kate and Diana down the aisle and smile at the flight attendant as I walk off.

      The three of us walk off the plane, and it’s no surprise when a couple of men turn and look at us. We are all average height and thin with long hair. Kate has long blond ash hair and crystal blue eyes, Diana has long brunette hair and brown almost black eyes, and then I have long red hair and blue or green eyes, depending on how the light shines on them.

      “That way,” Kate says, pointing at the sign that says exit. We follow the sign, going down the escalator to the customs agent. “Passports,” she says, and I just nod my head, opening my purse to grab mine. We stand in a line with three booths open. I step up to the glass, waiting for the customs agent to ask me something, anything. Except I get nothing. He speaks to the officer next to him, not even paying attention to me or questioning why I’m even here. He stamps my passport and hands it to me, then motions for the next person.

      “Well, then,” I say, walking to the right through a door where Kate and Diana wait for me. “Did they ask you anything?”

      “Nothing,” Kate says. “Not even a bonjour.”

      I take my phone out of my pocket and try signing into Airbnb as we walk to the carousel with about six hundred people crowded around it. It’s moving with no luggage on it yet. “Look around,” Diana says. “See if we were followed.”

      “Are you kidding?” I tell her. “Have you seen us? We look haggard; no way would anyone want to kidnap us.”

      “Speak for yourself,” Kate says. “I put on lip gloss.” She points at her lips.

      I raise my eyebrows. “Yeah, they can get extra for your non virgin ’gina and perfect tits.” I laugh.

      “Aww, you think my tits are perfect.” She squeezes her arms together, looking down at her boobs.

      “You paid ten thousand dollars for them,” Diana says. “If they aren’t perfect, you need to go back to him and demand a freaking refund!”

      I laugh to myself, then look up at them. “I got the number; should I add him to whatsup?” I ask them.

      “It’s WhatsApp,” Diana says, “and unless you added him before, he won’t even know.”

      “Fuck,” I say, copying his number and sending him a text.

      Hello, Nicolas. It’s Meghan. We just landed.

      “Okay, I texted him,” I tell them and look around when I see that some of the bags have started coming out. “I’m going to go and look for our bags.” I give Kate the phone. “Watch in case he texts us back.”

      I walk to the carousel and try to squeeze myself in so I can see. I’m watching the bags come out when I feel someone at my back. Turning, I see it’s Diana. “I came to help. Anything?”

      “Nothing yet,” I tell her as I look over at Kate who just shakes her head.

      “That’s Kate’s,” Diana says from behind me as she elbows her way to the front to grab the bag. Lifting it off the conveyor belt, she tries not to smash anyone while she puts her bag down.

      “That’s mine,” I say, pointing at the purple luggage coming out. She grabs the bag and then bends down to grab her own luggage. She knocks into a couple of people as she puts the luggage down, excusing herself and rolling the two suitcases to us. We walk toward Kate.

      “No text message,” she says. “Why don’t you just call him?”

      “Fine,” I hiss and call the number I was given. It rings once, and then a man answers right away.

      “Allo,” Hello, he says.

      “Nicolas,” I say, “it’s Meghan. Tina told me to contact you once we got in today. We have just arrived and got our bags. We are on our way to grab a taxi.”

      “Ah, yes,” he says in broken French. “Okay, perfect. I will head there and meet you at the studio.”

      “That sounds great. Thank you,” I say and disconnect as we walk out the door and see people waiting for their loved ones.

      “Okay, we need a taxi,” Diana says as she wheels her luggage, and I look down.

      “Taxi.” A man’s voice makes me look up. He’s wearing jeans and a turtleneck and is holding the keys to a Mercedes. “I can take you. Seventy-five euro.”

      “No, thank you,” Kate answers him, trying to walk away.

      “Okay,” he says, “sixty-five but final offer.”

      I look at Kate and then Diana, opening my Uber app. I put in the address to the apartment and calculate the fare. “It says sixty,” I tell them, then look at the man. “You take cards?” I ask him, thinking about how we only have credit cards.

      “No.” He shakes his head. “The bank machine is over there.” He points at the ATM right next to the exit door.

      “Walk.” I hear Kate motion to me with her head, and we all start walking. “Let’s go outside and see what the cabs charge.”

      We walk outside, the breeze of the wind making our hair fly all over the place. “I guess this is what Beyoncé feels like,” Diana says, laughing as she turns her head so the wind pushes her hair away from her face. We approach the lady standing right in front of the taxi line.

      “Excusez- moi.” Excuse me, I say in my half-broken French. “combien is the taxi?” How much is the taxi?

      “Good try there,” Kate says, laughing. “You used one French word, and you think you can speak French?”

      “Where are you going?” the girl asks, and I pull up the address on my phone and show her. “Fifty euro.”

      I roll my eyes. “That guy was going to charge more.”

      “He had a Mercedes,” Diana says. “It’s about style, you guys.”

      “We’ll take it,” Kate tells the girl. She raises her hand, and a man with a minivan pulls up to the curb. “We have a limo,” she says, laughing as she walks to the back of the minivan where the driver is waiting.

      “Bonjour,” he says in French. “Welcome to Paris.”

      “Merci,” we all say at the same time. He grabs our luggage to put in the back, and we climb up in the van.

      He gets in and turns to look in the back. “What is the address?” he asks. I give him the phone, and he enters the address in his GPS. “Oh, le 15e arrondissement, good,” he says, putting the car in drive. I look out the window as he makes his way from the airport to the city.

      The three of us are lost in our own thoughts, and no one is really talking till we get into the city. “I’m so tired,” I say, looking at the girls. They both just nod.

      We pull up to the apartment, and I look up at the buildings on both sides. “It’s so French,” I say when we finally stop at the address I gave to the driver. I pay the driver while the girls get out and grab our bags.

      Making my way to them, I stand with them on the sidewalk and look up. “This looks so European,” Kate says while she takes her phone out and starts snapping pictures.

      “It does,” I say. Looking to my right, I see a man coming in my direction with a raised hand, smiling.

      “Allo,” he says when he is close enough. “I’m Nicolas.”

      I reach my hand out to shake his. “I’m Meghan.”

      “Oh vous êtes trois?” He asks if we are three, his finger pointing at all three of us.

      “No,” Kate says. “We are waiting for her hotel room to be ready,” she says, pointing at Diana.

      “Ah d’accord,” All right, he says, turning to the front door. “There are two key pads to get in,” he says of the big glass door with cast iron decorations right in front of the glass. We walk into the entrance and see another locked door. He enters the code and tells us as the big glass door opens.

      We don’t have to go very far because the door to the apartment is the first one off the entrance. “Welcome to Paris,” he says as he opens the door to the apartment. He walks in first, and I follow him down one step and into the aparment, seeing this really is a studio.

      “Oh my god,” I say under my breath, stepping in so Kate and Diana can follow me onto the black-and-white checkered ceramic floor.

      Against one wall is the queen-size bed with white covers and a red-and-white checkered blanket and pillows. The couch that Diana thought we could sleep on is against the wall that has a door to it and two windows. “That door doesn’t open,” Nicolas tells us, stepping to a little crank in the wall. “You need to crank this to open the shutters outside.” He motions, turning it while I look at the little television right next to a burner on the counter facing the bed.

      “If you have any questions,” he says, handing me the key, “my number is on that paper.” He points at the paper right in front of the television.

      I smile at him as he wishes us a great vacation and leaves. “What in the fuck?” Kate says. Going over to the little couch with two throw pillows, she plops down and groans while Diana laughs. “There is no way in fuck you can sleep on this couch; it’s metal.” She gets up, closes her fist, and knocks on the metal.

      I sit on the bed and fall back laughing. “This place is smaller than a New York city closet.”

      I rub my face. “Okay, I need to eat, and then we need to take a nap.”

      “Deal,” Kate says. “How about we walk around the block and see what there is?”

      Since we’re all in agreement, we dump our bags and grab the key, then walk outside and turn left. “Did you see his face when he saw three of us?” Kate says, and we laugh.

      Walking to the busy street at the corner, we look left and see a boulangerie. “Oh, look, we can get sandwiches there.” I point, walking to the door. As we make our way inside, the smell of sugar hits us right away along with the smell of fresh bread. I look around, seeing baskets of baguettes on the side.

      Half baguette sandwiches filled with different types of ham and cheese are on display in the glass case. “What do you think?” Diana asks. “Should we get two sandwiches and share them?”

      “Yeah,” Kate says.

      “I want an almond croissant,” I tell them when my eyes land on the golden croissant that is pressed flat and covered with slivers of almonds and powdered sugar.

      “We can get one to share,” Kate says, and I just shake my head.

      “Nope, not doing it,” I tell her. “You two can share one, but I want one all to myself. All mine. I did extra crunches this week just for this moment!”

      “Fine,” she says, turning to Diana. “We can share one.” We order two ham and cheese sandwiches and two almond croissants.

      After Kate takes the bag from the lady, she takes a bite of the croissant on our way out, stopping in the middle of the doorway. “Oh my god,” she says with her mouth full. “We need to share this.” She looks at Diana, chewing and groaning the whole time. “But a bite for a bite,” she tells Diana, and I just laugh, thinking I’m glad I have a whole one to myself.

      “How are the three of us going to share a queen-size bed?’ I ask, taking a bite of the sandwich, passing it to Diana, who takes a bite, and passes it to Kate as we walk back to the apartment.

      “I think we need to sleep diagonal,” Diana says, chewing, looking at us.

      Back in the apartment, we all change out of our travel clothes and look at the bed. “I’ll sleep by the wall,” I say, lying down with my front to the wall. Kate is next to me, and then Diana next to her. “I guess this is how supermodels feel,” I say to them. “My feet have never been off the bed before.” I laugh. “Someone set the alarm.”

      “On it,” Diana says. “Three hours should be good, right?” She turns her head to us, and we both nod. I pull the blanket up to my shoulder and place my head on the down filled pillow.

      “See you in three hours,” I say, and before you know it, I’m asleep.
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        Meghan

      

      

      “Are you almost ready?” I ask Diana, who is in the bathroom, while I scroll through Instagram sitting on the metal couch. The nap was heavenly even if my feet did hang off the bed, and the sound of the alarm had us all groaning. I would have slept till tomorrow if they gave me the option.

      “Almost,” she says as Kate gets up from the wooden stool by what’s supposed to be the kitchen table but is the counter.

      “My friends are in town,” she says to us.

      “You have friends?” I joke with her, and she rolls her eyes.

      “She’s a buyer for Zara,” she says, looking at her phone. “She’s here with co-workers. Do we want to do dinner?”

      “That sounds like fun,” Diana says from the bathroom, where she has been getting ready for the past twenty-five minutes. Kate was the first one in the shower as soon as the alarm woke us up, and I was the second one in there. I lingered as long as I could before it was my turn.

      “I’m not changing,” I tell her when she looks at me, checking my outfit.

      “You don’t have to change,” she says and takes in my outfit of tight jeans, a white T-shirt, and a black jacket that I’m going to zip up.

      I look down at the black booties I have on. “I’ll throw on a necklace if I have to dress this outfit up a little,” I tell her, and she just shakes her head.

      Diana comes out of the bathroom, and I’m happy to see that we all are dressed semi alike in jeans. “I’m done,” she says, grabbing her own booties from the door and slipping them on.

      I grab a black scarf instead of a necklace and wrap it around my neck. “Okay. Where to?” I ask, ready to take in all that Paris has to offer.

      “I want to go to Galeries Lafayette,” Diana says, grabbing her white backpack and shrugging it on.

      “You look like Dora the Explorer,” Kate says, then starts to sing “Backpack, backpack.” I hold my stomach as I laugh, and Diana glares at her.

      “Grab the key,” I tell them as I grab my purse and slip it across my body. “On y va,” Let’s go, I say, and we all walk out. I pull out my phone and type in the address of the mall they want to go to. “It’s about a forty-minute walk.”

      “Let’s walk,” Kate says. “We can burn off all the calories from those croissants.” Then she looks at me. “You especially since you didn’t share.”

      “Me?” I point at myself, laughing. “I left half on the counter to go take a shower, and when I got back out, there was nothing left.”

      Kate shrugs. “They are so good. Think we can order some to go home?”

      “Probably,” Diana says while I look down at the phone and start walking. We take our time walking, stopping at little stores along the way to check things out.

      “Look,” I say. Stopping in the middle of the sidewalk, I look up, pointing at the Eiffel Tower peeking out from between the buildings “It’s so pretty,” I say with a huge smile on my face. “Scratch that off the bucket list.” I take a picture of it through the trees, posting it to Instagram.

      “It is pretty,” Kate says, taking her own picture.

      As we continue walking, the whole thing just seems magical. People walking down the street, scooters zipping through the traffic, sounds of sirens in the distance. “We need to turn up here,” I tell them when my phone buzzes in my hand. We come face-to-face with the huge mall. “How is that a mall? It can’t be.” We walk across the street as I take in this building with the huge gold dome on the top, then open the door, and make our way in.

      The three of us stop once we get inside. “This looks like a church,” Kate says as we look up at the huge painted glass dome ceiling. Every single floor is open, and you can look down; the painting on the arcs is almost like we are in a museum instead of a mall.

      Kate’s phone dings, and she pulls it out. “Okay, she said she is going to meet us at Chez Louis”—she types something—“in forty minutes.”

      “That sounds good,” I say while I continue to admire all the designs. “How far is it from here?”

      “Oh my god,” Diana says, “look.” We both look over at her as she picks up roller skates. “Paris is so my style,” she says, looking to see if they’re her size.

      “The restaurant is eight minutes from here,” Kate says as she joins us. “You know that Paris has fashion that will only get to us in a year. It’s almost like we are in the future but not.”

      I roll my head. “No way.”

      “Yes way,” Kate says. “They are avant-garde.”

      “So you’re telling me that next year, all this neon shit is going to be in? That these fluorescent yellow overalls suit will be what everyone is going to be wearing?” I ask Kate, and she nods. “Then I’ll move here for the year.”

      They both laugh at me as we walk around the mall till it’s time to go. When we walk outside, I stop and stare at the lights that are illuminating the night. “I thought Times Square was amazing at night, but this,” I say, spinning to take it all in, “this is so much more.”

      We walk to the restaurant through the small streets. “This should be it,” Kate says, looking at the white awning covering some tables at the corner of the street.  All tables outside are side by side, and the chairs are all facing toward the road.

      “Look at that,” I say, pointing to a group of people who look like they are dancing. “You guys go ahead,” I tell them, walking toward the music. I get close enough to see that it’s a roller-skating exercise class. The instructor talks on a headset while she skates from right to left. I grab my phone to record it for a couple of seconds. Putting it back in my purse, I walk back to the restaurant.

      I open the door, and the little bell above it rings. Stepping inside, I notice that there is glass all around us with tables. A man on the phone sits in the corner, and he glances at me. His dark eyes meet mine, and I smile. I don’t know why, but I do, then turn to walk up the three steps to the hostess desk. “Bonsoir.” A man in a suit smiles at me as I look around and spot the girls.

      “Oh,” I say, “je suis avec les filles.” I am with the girls. I point at the table.

      He smiles and nods at me while I walk to the table of four girls. “Hey,” I say, smiling and sitting in the empty chair at the end of the table.

      Kate starts talking. “This is Meghan.” She looks at me and then at the girls. “This is Isabelle and Leigh.”

      “Hi.” I smile at them. “Nice to meet you.”

      The waiter arrives and pours us water. “Avez-vous des questions à poser sur le menu?”Is there questions on the menu? he asks, and I pick up my menu, looking at it.

      “Avez- vous la carte des vins?” Do you have a wine list? Kate asks him, and he nods. Walking to the hostess stand, he brings back another brown menu. I smile at him. “Merci,” Thank you, I say, looking at the menu. “Here, they only have French wines.” I hand it to Kate.

      “I’ve never heard of these wines,” she says, handing it to Diana. “They are all from France.”

      “We should order the Chateau Alexandre,” Diana says.

      “You’ve had it before?” Kate asks her.

      “No, but it’s the middle of the board in price,” she says, grabbing a piece of bread the waiter just put down. Biting off a piece, she moans. “I would weigh seven thousand pounds if I lived here because all I would do is eat bread.” She smiles at us. “And almond croissants. Everyday. Bread and croissants.”

      We start talking about our plans for the week. “We are definitely going to the lock bridge,” Diana says as the waiter comes back and uncorks the wine we ordered from him, pouring a bit in my glass.

      I take a sip and nod at him, the warmness of the wine sliding down easily. “Perfect.” I smile and then look back at the menu while he pours the wine in the other glass. “on va prendre une autre bouteille.” We will take another bottle, I tell him. “avec le plateau de charcuterie pour commencer.”  With a platter of meat and cheese.

      He doesn’t say anything; he just nods. “Est-ce que je pourrais avoir un verre remplis de glaçons?” Kate asks for a glass of ice while he walks away. He looks a bit disgruntled.

      “I think he’s overwhelmed,” Diana says, picking up her glass and raising it. “To one week in Paris with amazing friends.”

      We all hold up our glasses and click them. “This wine is so good,” I say, taking another sip.

      The talk is all about the week. “Where is my ice?” Kate asks, looking around and raising her hand for the waiter who stands at the counter as the chef in the back puts out a platter in front of him. He grabs it, then comes over, and places the wooden block in the middle of the table.

      The square platter has five different meats on it with a little bowl of olives on one side and pickles on the other.

      “Voilà” he says, and I look up at him while Kate smiles at him.

      “Merci,” she says, still smiling. “Est-ce que je pourrais avoir un verre rempli de glaçons?” she asks again, and he just nods.

      “Avec une carafe d’eau.” Diana asks him for some water.

      I look around and notice that the restaurant has pretty much filled up. All the tables are now full, and I only see him working. “I think he’s the only waiter.”

      “Okay,” Kate says, “but it’s not my fault.”

      I take my glass of wine and finish it, picking up the bottle to pour myself just a drop since the bottle is empty. “Did he bring the other bottle?” I ask as I look at the table, wondering if he dropped it off without me knowing or seeing.

      “No,” Diana says, grabbing a slice of salami. I look at the waiter as he comes back to the table this time with the bottle in his hand and a glass of ice cubes.

      He places the cup of ice cubes in front of Kate, who smiles at him, and then uncorks the wine and places it on the table. Before we can even ask him anything, he takes off. “Seriously?” I say, grabbing my glass and pouring it myself.

      “I think he’s all alone, and this place is rocking,” Diana says as I drink a sip of the wine, and my face grimaces.

      “This isn’t good,” I say, putting the glass down and picking up the bottle to see if maybe it was a different name. “Taste this,” I say, giving Diana the glass and watching as she takes a sip.

      “That’s bubbly,” she says, putting it down. “Look, there are bubbles in the wine.”

      I look up and see the waiter zoom by with two plates in his hand, placing them down at a table nearby. “Excusez- moi.” I say while he walks back, and he turns to come back.

      “Oui,” he says almost as if I bothered him.

      “Le vin n’est pas bon,” The wine is not good I tell him, and he looks at me as if I just spit in his face.

      “Pardon?” he asks, putting a hand to his chest.

      I look at Kate who sits up. “C’est imbuvable.” you can’t drink it she says, and the look on his face is even worse than the last one. He puts his other hand to his chest, looking at us like we just spit in his face.

      “Oh, dear god.” I hear Diana mumble from beside me, and I try not to laugh, looking back at the horror on his face.

      “Try it,” I tell him. Forget about speaking French, I’m hoping to get him away from looking at Kate and back at me. “Look, it has bubbles in it.” I pick up my glass as he grabs the bottle and my glass and turns around, walking away without a single word. Not even a little grunt. I watch him go to the man who was sitting in the corner when I walked in. I watch them exchange words, and then I see him look at the wine and take the glass from him and smell it. “Is this guy for real?” I ask, and then I see him look up at me. “Oh, shit,” I say, seeing him look at me. He walks over or, better yet, he swaggers over. His blue suit fits him perfectly with the white button-down shirt without a tie at the neck. Instead, two open buttons show his bronze skin underneath. His midnight black hair is perfectly styled to the side, his face with a short beard.

      He makes his way through the tables, straight to ours. “quel est le problème?” What is the problem, his voice comes out gruff, the smell of his musk hitting my nose.

      “Le vin n’est pas bon,” The wine isn’t good, I start saying, and I look at his eyes that look almost black. I’m not sure if it’s his natural color, or if the restaurant is dimmer now than before, or maybe it’s just his form blocking the lights. “il a un goût de vinaigre.” It tastes like vinegar, and I’m not sure it was the right thing to say or not. He stares at me, not saying a word. “Taste it.” I give up on my French and switch to English. “You’ll see.”

      I’m waiting for him to say something back, but he doesn’t. Instead, he turns around and walks away from the table, going into the back. “What the fuck just happened?” Diana says in a whisper. We all turn to see where he went, checking to see if he is going to storm back in.

      “She insulted his wine,” Kate says, leaning in and speaking softly.

      I throw my hands in the air. “It was shit,” I say louder than I wanted to. “You guys said it yourself.” Looking around, I see that a couple of the tables are looking at us, but the majority of the tables are deep in their own conversations and not paying attention.

      We don’t say anything else when we see the waiter come back with a new bottle in one hand and a new wine glass in the other. He uncorks the wine, then pours a touch in and waits for me to taste it. I don’t say anything to him; I just nod my head, and he puts the bottle in the middle of the table. “I guess I will pour the wine,” Kate says, picking up the bottle and pouring it in everyone’s glass. I pick up the glass of wine and bring it to my lips. The cold glass is resting on my lips when I feel someone staring at me. I look down and take a sip, then look around, and I guess it’s just me because no one is looking in my direction.

      By the time we finish dinner, we’ve drunk two more bottles. and everyone is laughing and having a great time. The food was amazing. “We need a taxi,” I say. Getting up, I grab my jacket, shrugging it on.

      “I think we can walk to the corner that way,” Diana says, pointing at the sky, “and flag one down.”

      “If we go that way,” Kate says, pointing at the sky, “we need to call NASA.” We all laugh out loud while the waiter comes to take the bill from us.

      “Merci.” We smile at him as he walks away, still not saying a word.

      “Yes, thank you for my glass of ice cubes that you only brought me one of even though I asked for seven,” Kate says, laughing while trying to whisper. “And thank you for pouring our wine.”

      “Okay, let’s go,” I say, walking to the front door.

      “I’m going to ask him for a taxi,” Kate says, going to the waiter who stands at the hostess counter and asking him for a cab.

      I watch from the front door as Diana stands behind her while I look in my bag and pull out my lip gloss.

      “Pardon.” I hear Kate say loudly, and I look up.

      “Vous pensez qu’après tout ce que vous avez fait ce soir vous méritez que je vous appelle un taxi ?” I stand here with my mouth open in shock when he answered her. Do you think after everything you did to me tonight that you deserve that I call you a taxi?

      Kate starts. “What did I do? Expect you to do your job?” she says, and Diana grabs her arm, pulling her to the front door.

      “Did he just say …?” I ask her when we are standing outside in front of the restaurant, the wind blowing my hair in front of my face. I turn my head, making it fly back the other way.

      “So it’s safe to say,” Diana starts with a laugh, “we aren’t coming back to this restaurant.”

      “Take a picture of it, and tomorrow we can go on Yelp and leave a bad review,” Kate says, grabbing her phone from her pocket.

      “Let’s just go,” I say, and the three of us look around at the desolate street.

      “What time is it?” I ask and take out my phone. “Shit, it’s one a.m.”

      “Yeah,” Diana says. We look right down the dark street and see some traffic coming from up ahead. “We should walk to that street and flag down a taxi.”

      We all nod and start walking with Kate in the middle. “He was such an ass,” Kate says, “and the boss or manager was an even bigger ass.”

      “Seriously,” I say, turning to them. “It’s like it was my fault his wine was shit,” I say, and then we all stop when a white four-door Audi stops next to us, surprising us.

      “Get in.” The voice sounds familiar, but the street is so dark it doesn’t help. I lean in a bit to see his face, and I’m shocked when I see it’s the manager from the restaurant.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Alex

      

      

      My pounding headache has now come full-blown, so when the plane touched down in Paris, it was almost like a sigh of relief. That slowly came crashing down when I got the phone call from my mother, followed by the second phone call from my father.

      I was just hanging up with him when the redhead stepped inside the door, looking around, and smiled at me, making me groan. For once, I wish people didn’t know who I was. I put the phone on the table and checked my schedule for the next week. We have seventy-five restaurants in Paris, and I have to visit fifty of them.

      I’m making my notes when I get up and go to the kitchen to see how things are going when Frederic comes to see me. “les quatres femmes canadiennes ont dit que cette bouteille de vin était ‘imbuvable’.”  The four Canadian women said that this bottle isn’t drinkable, he says, air quoting drinkable. I grab the wine from him and smell it, noticing it smells a bit stronger than it should. Looking at the table, I spot the redhead watching me, so I grab the bottle and go to the table.

      “Quel est le problème?” What is the problem I ask, not even trying to be nice about it.

      “Le vin n’est pas bon,” The wine isn’t good, she says. “Il a un goût de vinaigre.” It tastes like vinegar. I stare at her, not saying a word. “Taste it,” she finally says in English. “You’ll see.”

      I don’t say anything to her, trying not to draw any attention to myself, so I turn around and walk into the back. Grabbing her glass, I taste it. “Elle a raison.” She is right. I look at Frederic. “Ça un goût de merde,” It tastes like shit, I tell him and grab my phone, taking a picture of the label. I send an email to the house, telling them of the problem while Frederic takes them another bottle. I watch her as she brings it to her lips. The wine causing her cheeks to pink. I walk into the wine cellar, making sure that the rotation of the wine has been done.

      The rest of the night goes off without a hitch. I’m in the back going through the orders and checks when I hear Frederic laugh. “Bande de connes.” Bunch of bitches, he says, laughing.

      “Que se passe-t-il?” What’s going on? I ask him.

      “Elles m'ont demandé de leur appeler un taxi, je leur ai dit d’aller se faire voir.” They asked me to call them a taxi, and I told them to fuck off, he says, thinking he is the smartest idiot in the room.

      I look out and see them standing in front of the restaurant, trying to decide what to do. The blonde laughs while the one with the white backpack points to the end of the street.

      “Imbécile.” Idiot I shake my head, grabbing my stuff and going to the front. “J’appellerai George demain,” I’ll call George tomorrow, I say, going out the back, the heavy door shutting with a bang. I grab the keys out of my pocket, pressing the button to open the door. I get in, then pull out of the parking spot, and see them walking arm in arm down the pitch fucking black street. I pull in next to them, scaring the shit out of them, no doubt. I roll down the window. “Get in,” I say in English. The three of them just look at me, not sure who it is.

      “Oh, fuck,” I hear the blonde say.

      “No way,” the redhead says, “not a chance in hell.” She turns to walk away. I put the car in park, opening the door, and they stand together. It’s almost comical.

      “Get in the car,” I tell them. “It’s not safe for you guys to be wandering around a strange city in the middle of the night.”

      “Damn straight, it’s not,” the backpack girl says as they huddle together.

      The redhead laughs. “This is funny since your asshole waiter just told us to fuck off.”

      I put my hands in my pockets. “Let me take you to wherever you’re going to.”

      “Is he crazy?” the blonde asks. “Can they sue him if we end up dead?” she asks and laughs. “We’ve seen Taken,” she says. “We know how this works. You drive up to our place and then bam, you ransack the apartment, and then we are taken and sold.”

      “Nom de dieu,” Fucking hell, I say, looking up at the sky.

      “He looks like he’s from Albania,” the backpack lady says, trying to whisper. “Doesn’t he look Albanian?”

      “My name is Alexandre, and I’m French,” I tell them. “My whole family is from France.”

      “Don’t believe him, Meghan,” the blonde says to the redhead.

      “He knows my name now, Kate,” she says, looking at the blonde who puts her hand in front of her mouth.

      I take my hands out of my pockets and hold them up. “I swear I only want to give you a ride.”

      “Yeah, right,” Kate says, rolling her eyes. “Then you will call your friends, and they will come and take us.”

      “Shut up,” Meghan says while the other one laughs. “Okay, fine,” Meghan says. “But before that …” she says, walking to the back of the car and then to the front, taking a picture of the license plate. She does something on her phone. “I sent an email to myself with the license plate, so if anything happens to us, they know who you are.”

      “High-five, Diana,” Kate says to the other one.

      “Also, we aren’t giving you our address,” Meghan says, going on her phone. “I’ll give you an address close to where we are staying.”

      “Fine,” I say. “Can we just get going?”

      The three of them walk to the back of the car. “We are still giving you a bad review on Yelp tomorrow,” Diana says, and Kate just nods her head.

      “I swear to god, you two,” Meghan says, getting in the car with the other two following her. I get in the front and turn around.

      “Where to?” I ask them, and she gives me an address that I have to plug in.

      “What if he has a gun?” One of them tries to whisper in the back, but it’s not a whisper. “What if he rapes us?”

      “He’s not going to rape us,” Diana says. “If he does, we aren’t going to be worth selling.”

      Meghan lets out the biggest laugh. “Do you think any of us are going to be sold to the highest bidder for our virginity?”

      “You never know. How do they know?” Kate asks. “He doesn’t know. Maybe I’m saving myself for marriage.”

      “Okay, there,” Meghan says, looking out of the window, and I watch her in my rearview mirror.

      “Does any of this look familiar?” Diana asks.

      “How the hell should I know?” Kate says. “We’ve been here since this morning.”

      “Why don’t we just give him our social insurance numbers while you two are at it?”

      Meghan says, and I come to a stop at a corner.

      “This is it,” I tell them, and they look out.

      “Oh, is this the place around the corner from the apartment?” Diana asks, and Meghan throws her hands up.

      “We might as well have given you the address,” she says, getting out of the car, the two friends following her out, and I get out also. “Thank you for the ride.”

      “You’re welcome,” I tell her, and she smiles shyly.

      “I’m sorry about the wine,” she says, turning to walk away from me in the middle of her friends, and then turning to walk backward. “It did taste like shit.”

      I shake my head, putting my hands in my pockets, trying not to smile, but it slowly fills my face. “Yeah, I know.”

      “Are you flirting with the Albanian?” Kate asks, pulling her arm, and she turns around to walk with them away from me. “We should go to La Durée tomorrow for breakfast,” she says, and her voice carries in the empty street.

      I watch them walk around the corner, then count to ten and get back in the car to follow them. When I get to the corner, I see they aren’t on the street, so I look at the tall buildings and figure they must be staying in one of these. I make my way to my own apartment, finding the street empty with just a couple of cars on the road.

      I park in the underground parking, then make my way to the elevator. Taking out my key, I put it in so they know which apartment I’m at. There are ten apartments in the whole building, and each apartment takes up the whole floor. The elevator doors open and then close as soon as I get in, taking me all the way to the tenth floor. The doors open, and I step into my foyer. The staff knew I was coming in today for the week, so there are a couple of lights on throughout the apartment as I make my way to the bedroom.

      My robe is placed on the bed, and I see that my luggage has been taken care of. Sliding the jacket off my shoulders, I toss it on the chair in the corner of the room. I grab my phone to look at the time and see it’s almost two a.m.

      I send him a text.

      J’ai besoin que vous me rendiez un service. Il y aura un groupe de trois canadiennes, Kate, Diana et Meghan. Je ne sais pas à quelle heure elles vont venir, mais réservez-leur une table et l’addition est pour moi.

      I need a favor. There will be a group of three Canadians coming in, Kate, Diana, and Meghan. I don't know what time they will be coming but save them a table and put it on my tab.

      I don’t have to wait long for him to answer.

      Envoie-moi une caisse du vin spécial.

      Send me a case of the special wine, he tells me, and I reply with an okay.

      I walk back to the kitchen to grab a water bottle and take my phone out again.

      Envoie-moi un SMS quand elles arrivent.

      Text me when they get there.

      D’accord.

      Okay, he says, and I put my phone away.  I don’t know why I asked him to text me. Maybe I just need to know that they made it home okay. Maybe it’s just to put my mind at ease. I don’t have the time for this internal debate. I grab a shower and slide into my sheets naked. I set the alarm for nine, and by the time my head hits the pillow, I’m fast asleep.

      The alarm goes off at nine, and I roll out of bed, grabbing my robe and making my way over to the coffee machine. Grabbing the newspaper that is on the dining room table, I walk to the living room and sit on the couch as I read through the paper, skipping over certain parts.

      My phone dings again, notifying me of an incoming email. I grab my computer and open it up to see it’s from the plant manager. He says there hasn’t been any feedback other than the bottle I sent them a picture of. The bottle came from a batch that was sent out to over one hundred restaurants and so far, only this one complaint.

      I’m emailing him back when the phone rings. “Allo,” Hello, I say.

      “Alex,” a woman says, “c’est Maude de La Durée.” I’m Maude from La Durée.

      “Oui,” Yes, I answer her.

      ““c'est pour confirmer que vos invités sont arrivés.” It's to confirm that your guests have arrived, she says, and I look at the time on the computer. It’s just after ten.

      “D’accord  merci, je serai là dans trente minutes.” Good, I say, I’ll be there in thirty.

      I hang up the phone, then walk into the bedroom and grab a pair of blue slacks and a black polo shirt, tucking in the front. I grab my blue Adidas runners, my keys, my phone, and my sunglasses as I make my way to the elevator.

      I find parking right in the back, and I walk in the front door, keeping my glasses on. I smile at the girl at the hostess stand while I look past the two draped curtains. I don’t have to look long when the sound of Meghan’s laughter fills the room. I look over and see that her head is thrown back, and she’s laughing at something either Diana or Kate said.

      They are sitting at the table right in the middle of the room but closer to the window. It’s what we call prime seating, so I point at the table and walk toward it. Meghan doesn’t notice me until I’m almost standing in front of her.

      Her mouth opens, making the other two turn and see what she’s staring at. “Holy shit,” Kate says. “It’s the Albanian.”

      I shake my head when I get to the table. “Nope, just Alexandre,” I say.

      “How?” Diana asks, and I walk around Meghan to sit in the only empty seat facing the door.

      “He put a tracker on us,” Kate says, looking at Meghan who still hasn’t said a word.

      The waiter comes to the table. “Bonjour Monsieur,” He stands there smiling.

      “Did you guys order?” I ask the table while I look at them, and they just nod.

      “Un Café svp, et ce sera tout pour le moment.” Coffee please, for the moment.

      He nods at me and walks away. “So isn’t this a surprise?” I say, grabbing the white linen napkin and placing it on one leg.

      “What are you doing here?” Meghan finally asks, her eyes blinking.

      I take in her outfit today, and she isn’t wearing anything that I haven’t seen before. A white shirt with a flowered scarf around her neck. Her hair is hanging long.

      I was wrong yesterday; she isn’t just breathtaking. She’s so much more than that. There are no words that I can say to make you see her beauty. Her eyes that were a smoky gray last night are now green with a touch of blue. She looks like an angel.

      “I heard you three talking last night about having breakfast here,” I tell her, and Diana slaps the table.

      “I knew it. He’s going to kidnap us,” she says, taking the bottle of champagne that they ordered and pouring some in her glass, then adding a splash of orange juice.

      “Can you not drink so much?” Meghan leans forward. “We have lots to do today.”

      “If I’m going to be kidnapped, I want to do it semi blitzed,” Diana says, and Kate then picks up the bottle, adding it to her orange juice.

      “She has a point,” Kate says, taking a big gulp. “I mean, how do you know we’re tourists?”

      I smile at her. “It’s ten a.m., and you’ve almost finished off a bottle of champagne,” I point out to them.

      “Do people not drink in Paris?” Diana asks. “I can never move here.”

      “We drink,” I tell her and stop talking when the waiter comes back with my coffee. “Did you guys order some macarons?” I ask them, and they shake their heads.

      “I don’t like them,” Meghan says, and I smile at her.

      “That’s because you haven’t had them from here,” I say, then turn back to the waiter. “On va prendre quatre macarons pour commencer, un à la rose,  un à la pistache, un au caramel salé et le dernier à la framboise.” I order one each of rose, pistachio, salted caramel, and raspberry.

      “D’accord,” Okay, he says, nodding his head at me.

      “So what’s this no drinking rule?” Kate says, and I take a sip of the coffee.

      “It’s not a rule. It’s just that French women who order a glass of wine, well,” I say, looking at all three of them, “it takes them about an hour to finish it.”

      “An hour?” they all say in shock. “Like sixty minutes?” Diana says.

      “Yes,” I say, nodding.

      “Why?” Kate asks. “I mean, sixty minutes? That’s at least four glasses if not five on a good night.” She turns to Meghan. “When we decided to book this trip, how long was it?”

      “Forty-five minutes and almost two bottles,” Diana says, smiling and picking up her drink. “To Canada!” Kate picks up her glass, and I look at Meghan who sits back in her chair, crossing her arms over her chest.

      “Why are you here?” she asks, and the other two stop what they are doing to listen to what I have to say.

      “Well,” I start, trying to find the words of exactly why I’m here. “I wanted to make sure you guys were okay.” I don’t have time to say anything else before the waiter comes back and puts the plate with the four macarons in front of me. “Merci.”

      Kate leans in. “You should hire him. He is really good.” I laugh at her and then take my butter knife to cut the first macaron in four.

      “This one is rose,” I tell them, passing the plate around, and they each grab a piece, putting it in their mouth.

      “It legit tastes like I’m eating a rose petal,” Kate says, picking up her glass of water and drinking it to get the taste out of her mouth.

      “It’s an acquired taste,” I tell them, cutting the pistachio next. They don’t say anything; they just nod.

      “That one is good,” Diana says. The next one they taste is the salted caramel. “Yup, that one is my favorite,” she says, and the other two just nod. The last one is the raspberry.

      “Oh my god,” Meghan says, closing her eyes. “It tastes like a fresh raspberry you just picked from the bush.”

      “Still don’t like macarons?” I smile at her, and she scrunches up her nose, and for the first time in a long time, I actually laugh.
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        Meghan

      

      

      “Meh,” I say with a shy smile, grabbing my mimosa and taking a drink. When we walked in this morning, the lady was about to turn us away, but then she asked if we were from Canada. We just thought it was a funny question, but now, I’m not so sure.

      I’d be lying if I said I didn’t think of him last night while I was falling asleep. I’d also be lying when Diana asked if I remembered what he looked like, and I just shook my head. I couldn’t forget his midnight black hair, cut short on the sides and falling over the front. I couldn’t forget his brown eyes even if I wanted to; I definitely didn’t forget his strong jaw covered in whiskers, or the way he looked at me.

      Seeing him walk toward the table, I thought my eyes were playing tricks on me until he got much closer, and I smelled it. My body recognized his smell. “So seriously, why are you here?” I ask him. I can’t see his eyes because he has his sunglasses on, but when I look at him, he takes off his glasses, folding them and putting them on the table.

      “I wanted to make sure that you guys made it here safely,” he says, drinking his coffee.

      “Why?” I ask the big question. “You don’t even know us.” I look at Diana and Kate and see their eyes going back and forth from Alex and me. Almost like watching a tennis game and watching the ball volley from one side to the other.

      “Can’t a man be a gentleman?” he asks, leaning back in his chair, and he laughs again when I roll my eyes.

      I don’t get a chance to ask him anything else before the waiter approaches and places my eggs Benedict in front of me and Diana and also Kate’s. It looks like art, but where English muffins are supposed to be, there is a thick croissant with a thinly sliced piece of ham, and then the egg and hollandaise sauce on top.

      I grab an empty plate and put one of them on the plate to hand to him, and he smiles at me. “I’m not really …”

      “Eat,” I tell him as I cut my own. “So what do you do?”

      He looks down and then cuts into his own piece. “My family owns restaurants.”

      “Oh,” Kate says, “are they all like the one yesterday?”

      “No.” He shakes his head. “The one last night was Italian; we have different ones.”

      “Which one is the best?” Diana asks. “That’s including service also.”

      He laughs and looks at me, then them. “It’s hard to choose,” he says honestly. “I would have to say Chez Pascal is the best one based on location. It’s right in front of the Eiffel Tower.”

      “Oh,” Diana says, getting her phone out.

      “Add that to the list,” Kate says.

      “The ratings on Yelp are amazing. Let’s reserve it for tonight.” She looks at us, and I just shrug.

      “If you want to eat there, let me know. I’ll call and let them know,” Alex says, and Diana and Kate high-five each other.

      “Tonight at eight,” he says, and I look at him with my mouth open. “Unless you want later?”

      I look at the girls. “No, that should be good.”

      He picks up the white linen napkin from his lap and places it on the table. “It’s been fun, girls,” he says, and I’m suddenly sad that he’s leaving. “But I have to get to work. Apparently, I need to find better help.”

      “Cheers to that,” Diana says.

      “We even tipped that guy,” Kate says, “twenty percent.”

      “Good to know,” he says, grabbing his glasses. “Ladies, be safe.” He nods and walks away.

      “He is all that and a bag of chips with dip,” Kate says, watching him walk out.

      “He really is hot,” Diana says, watching me. “You,” she says, pointing at me.

      “Me?” I ask, pointing at myself.

      “He’s here for you,” she says, picking up her glass.

      I roll my eyes. “You’re crazy.”

      “Really?” She leans back with a smile. “We could have been here naked, and he would have had eyes just for you.”

      “Whatever,” I say, not even bothering to argue with them. “Let’s just get the check and start the day.”

      I raise my hand for the waiter. “l’addition s’il vous plaît.” The bill please.

      “Elle a déjà été réglée.” It’s already been taken care of, he tells me, and Diana looks at the waiter.

      “We should have ordered another bottle of champagne,” she says. “Fuck.”

      “You guys,” I say, getting up and pulling my green long jacket on. “Let’s go.” I open my purse and grab my sunglasses as I walk out. “It’s such a beautiful day.”

      “Where should we go?” Diana asks, and Kate grabs her phone.

      “L’Arc de Triomphe is to the left, and the Seine River is to the right.”

      “Let’s do the left and walk down to the right,” I say, grabbing my lip gloss. We walk down Avenue des Champs-Élysées, taking our time and going into stores that look cute. We buy little knickknacks, but nothing too big since we have to carry our purchases.

      When we get to the circle, we check the direction to get to the other side as horns blaze and people zoom around. “How the fuck hasn’t there been a million accidents?” I watch as cars go around in the circle, some of them rushing from the outside lane to the far end, and the endless honking.

      “No clue,” Kate says, pointing at the brown sign with the arrow leading to the underground walkway to get across the street. “Apparently, you need to watch for pickpockets.” We walk down the long cement tunnel.

      “I heard that,” Diana says, and we make it to the ticket booth. “Do we want to go to the top?”

      “Um, yeah,” Kate says, grabbing her wallet. “Trois,” Three, she tells the teller and hands over her credit card. She grabs the receipt, and we walk up the steps, and all of a sudden, we are in the middle of the circle. I look up at the stone pillars, taking in the beauty of it. Stone angels are on one side, and I look up at the gold ceiling, taking in what looks like flowers. “Over there is where the stairs are to go up to the top.”

      I follow Diana and Kate into a small room with a spiral staircase leading up. “Okay, here we go,” Diana says, and I swear, ten minutes later, we’re still climbing. “My thighs burn,” she says, and I’m too busy huffing to even comment or talk.

      “This better lead to something fucking spectacular,” Kate says. “Is there any water in that backpack, Dora?” she asks, and we all laugh out loud.

      “It’s all poking fun at my backpack until you need it,” Diana says and then squeals. “I see a light.”

      “Don’t go into the light,” Kate jokes with her, and I laugh as I look up and see glass covering the last step. I walk onto the roof, and it’s a panoramic view of the city. “Look.” Kate points at the Eiffel Tower in the distance. I walk to one side of the railing, looking over at the cars driving in the circle. I look out into the distance, my mind running.

      “How beautiful is this?” Diana says as Kate takes a picture from next to her.

      “It’s peaceful,” I say, grabbing my own picture of the view. I walk around to the outside, seeing what I think is the countryside.

      “I think that is where they make all the wine,” Diana says, pointing at the green in the distance.

      We spend a good thirty minutes just enjoying the view and taking pictures. “Do you guys want to go walk along the Seine River?” I ask them, and they both nod.

      We walk down the stairs. “It’s always easier going down than up,” Kate says.

      “I don’t know about you,” Diana starts. “It may be easier when he goes down, but I like him when he’s up.”

      I laugh at her as we walk down. “I can’t argue with that,” I tell her, and we walk side by side down the street. I look around at the tall buildings and the cars parked on one side of the street. We pass little cafes with tables outside and the chairs all facing out—some vacant, some not.

      “Look into the house,” Kate says, pointing at an apartment on what looks like the third floor. The ceiling is white, but it’s the molding all around the room that sticks out.

      “It looks like it’s been hand-carved,” I tell her, pointing at the molding.

      “It’s magical almost,” Diana says as we continue our walk toward the river. We get to the beginning of the Champs-Élysées with the gold statues on top of the columns.

      “I swear I feel that if you look too closely at them, they will fly off,” I say of the dragon statue as Diana and Kate laugh at me. I duck to the side slightly while I walk by them. “What? It’s true. Look at it.” We walk on the bridge where tourists are taking pictures from every angle. Once you get on the bridge, the cement railing on each side has gold on it, and after each five steps, it has tall black lantern lights. “Isn’t it crazy that it’s so old, yet looks so new?”

      “I’m sure all old people would love to hear that,” Kate says, laughing.

      “I mean, think about it,” I say. “How many people have walked this path or were in their horse and carriage?” I outstretch my hand for her, spinning in a circle on the sidewalk.

      “Look,” I say, pointing at a black boat floating along the Seine River. A wooden plank leads out of the boat, and two people are walking up. “Let’s see if we can have lunch there.” We walk down the cement steps, walking past fifty tables with white chairs and white sun umbrellas scattered throughout.

      “What is this place?” Diana asks as we walk past the white tables toward the boat. Right in front of the boat are tables also. “Do we want to eat on the boat or at those tables?”

      “Um, we are in Paris, and if there is a boat, we sit on the boat,” I say, so we walk up the plank toward the boat, opening the door. I step onto the boat, seeing it transformed completely. A long wooden bar faces us with tables in front of them.

      “Bonjour c’est pour manger?” Hello, the man asks, is it to eat?

      “Oui,” Yes, we answer, and he turns to the left, going to the front of the boat. Walking through the door, they have transformed the outside also. All along the boat is a bench with cushions and tables in front of them with chairs scattered.

      “Let’s go to the front of the boat, and we can do I’m the king of the world,” Diana says, and we just laugh. Walking to the front of the boat, Diana and I take a seat on the bench, and Kate sits in front of me.

      “It’s so pretty,” I say, looking around as people walk along the Seine River, some even running. The wind blows my hair everywhere, so I tie it on the top of my head. “We should order some wine.”

      “Oui, madame,” Yes, ma’am, Diana says, grabbing the menu and opening it. “There are so many wines from Chateau Deville,” she says. “I guess it’s the loyal vineyard or something.”

      “I think the one I ordered last night was a Deville,” Kate says. “Then Mr. Dark, Hot, and Scary became the Hulk and almost turned.”

      We all laugh, and my mind goes back to the man who drove us home; the man who showed up at breakfast almost as though he’s a figment of my imagination. “Earth to Meghan.” I hear Kate laugh while she waves a hand in front on my face. “Can you see me?”

      “Very funny,” I say, pushing her hand away and then grabbing the menu and opening it. “What do you think we should have?”

      “Charcuterie board,” Diana says. “Even though I’m still semi full from breakfast, I feel the need to eat bread. Lots and lots of bread.”

      “I agree,” I say when the waiter comes over and smiles at us, taking our order.

      “It’s so pretty,” I say, looking around. “That place is happening, and it’s not even four.” We look over at the white tables that are filling up. Most of the people have buckets of wine on their table and are laughing. Dancing music softly plays in the background.

      “Holy shit,” Diana says while I see her on her phone. “It’s a club, and it closes at five a.m.”

      Kate grabs the phone from her, covering the screen with her hand to block out the sun and see the pictures on there. “This is where we are going tomorrow night.”

      She hands me the phone, and I see the pictures. “I wonder if we can make reservations for dinner and then get into the club?”

      “Well, either way, that is the place to be on a Saturday night,” Kate says. The waiter comes back and uncorks our bottle of wine, then pours some into the glass. She picks it up and tastes it. “Perfecto.” She smiles at him, and he fills our glasses.

      “Perfecto?” I laugh. “I think that’s Italian.”

      She shrugs her shoulders. “What can I say? I’m multilingual.”

      “I don’t think knowing one word in a language is considered multilingual.” Diana laughs, picking up her glass. “To Paris.”

      We all raise our glasses and clink them, saying, “To Paris,” at the same time.

      I take a sip of the white wine, and it slides down smooth. “Oh, this is good,” I say, grabbing my phone and taking a picture of the bottle. “It’s called Amour.”

      “Fitting,” Diana says. “Because I amour the shit out of this wine.” She turns and raises her hand to the waiter who comes over. “un autre s’il vous plaît.” Another. She winks at him, and he just nods his head.

      “We aren’t even done with this one,” I tell her, and she drains her glass and pours another full glass, emptying the bottle.

      “You were saying?” She laughs and sips the wine when the waiter places the food in the middle of the table.

      There are three rows of meat—prosciutto, salami, and what looks like a hot salami. Three cheeses are also included; I know one is brie, but I’m not sure of the other two white cheeses. A little bowl on the side with a marmalade spread. I look up and see him coming over with two baskets of bread.

      “Merci,” I say when he places it on either side of the board. We devour the meat in record time and the cheeses also. By the time we look around, the second bottle is also finished.

      “I could totally live here,” Kate says, leaning back in her chair. “Running by the river.” We both laugh at her because she hates to exercise. “With a baguette under my arm.”

      I close my eyes and let out a huge belly laugh. “To snack on while you run.”

      “I mean, it can’t hurt, right?” she says, and Diana looks for the waiter. “I think we should get the bill and go home and nap so we can be in full form this evening.”

      “Oh, I so want to nap,” Kate says. “Three pigs in a blanket,” she says, getting up. We make our way off the boat, all three of us focusing really hard not to trip.

      We interlock our arms as we walk down the path. “Oh, we have to stop,” she says, pointing at the restaurant.

      Walking to the girl standing at the hostess stand, we smile at her. Her blond hair is tucked into a low tight bun, her outfit is a white button-down shirt and tight pencil skirt, and she wears minimum makeup with her blue eyes. “Bonjour,” she says, and we look at her.

      “Parlez-vous anglais?” Do you speak English? Kate asks her, then looks at us. “I’ve had too much wine to think of French words, and knowing our luck, I’ll probably book us the whole place for a million dollars.”

      “I speak English,” she says with an accent.

      “Perfect,” Diana says. “We would like to book a table tomorrow to eat and then enter the club.”

      She looks us up and down and that makes me stand; she was checking us out. “I don’t have tables.” She smiles.

      “Really?” I ask. “You don’t have one table available the whole day?”

      “No, but if you want to book a table in the club, it will be seven hundred and fifty euro.” She crosses her hands on the top of the table.

      “Done,” Kate says. “I’m assuming you take Amex?” She opens her purse and throws her gold Amex on the table. The woman looks her down and then up, raising an eyebrow.

      “I’ll be right back,” she says, turning and walking away on her perfect black Louboutins.

      “Are you insane? That is like fifteen hundred dollars,” Diana says.

      “Did you see the way she looked at us?” Kate says. “I’ll eat ramen for the year; I wasn’t letting her get the upper hand.”

      “I’ll pay half,” I say, thinking in my head. “I like ramen anyway.”

      “Fine. We can split it three ways,” Diana says. “The spicy beef is my favorite flavor if we are buying ramen in bulk.”

      We shake our heads and laugh and see her coming back. “Here you go. Your reservations are set for tomorrow night at eleven, and the fee covers a bottle of Grey Goose.”

      “It better be seven liters,” I mumble under my breath.

      “There is a dress code,” she says, and now I’ve had it.

      “Really, I didn’t think bitchy was a code,” I say to her, smirking. “Let’s go, girls.”

      We turn and walk away. “We so need to go shopping and buy dresses that kill.”

      “And are slutty,” Diana says, and I look over at her. “You know, in case someone wants to pay for our table!”

      “Okay, plan for tomorrow to get slutty dresses,” Kate says as we walk up the cement stairs to the bridge, and she puts her hand up to flag down a cab. “But, first we nap.”
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      “We have to be there by eight,” I say from the bathroom as I fix my makeup. I’m dressed in my bra and panties when Diana comes in dressed the same. “What time is it?’

      “Seven fifteen,” Kate says from the bed.

      We got back to the apartment around five and slept till six thirty. Honestly, if the alarm wasn’t set, I would have slept till tomorrow. I got up and showered first, and the other two followed me. “What are we wearing tonight?”

      “I’m wearing shorts and a top,” Kate says.

      “Me too,” Diana says. “My red shorts with my leopard shirt. I think that screams Paris.”

      “It screams something,” I say, putting the last touch of mascara on. “Okay, you’re up,” I say to Diana as I walk out of the bathroom, giving her room to get ready. I walk over to my bag, throwing things around until my hands find the gold and black sequined shorts, and then I look for the white silk blouse that I pair with it.

      I change my pale pink bra for a white one and slip on the shorts, zipping it on the side. I grab my white silk long-sleeved shirt and throw it over my head. I button the front, leaving the top two buttons open. The shirt has a pocket on each side, each zipped with a gold zipper. I grab the sleeves and roll them up to my elbow, attaching them with the button there. I tuck the shirt in, then bring a bit out. “Holy shit,” Diana says, coming out of the bathroom. “Your legs look incredible.”

      “It’s all the fucking lunges I do,” I say, turning to the bag of jewelry in the corner of my bag. I grab a big chunky pearl necklace and three pearl bracelets with my rose gold watch.

      Sliding on my nude one strap heels, I tie them around my ankles. “I’m ready,” I say, grabbing a black purse to match the outfit. I put my wallet inside with my pink lip gloss.

      “I’m ready also,” Diana says, and I look over at her. She’s wearing her high-waisted red shorts with a tiny black belt around her waist. Her V-neck button-down leopard print silk shirt is tucked in with her sleeves rolled up and pushed to the elbow. “How do I look?”

      “Like you’re on the prowl.” I laugh at her, and she slips on her nude shoes.

      “I’m ready,” Kate says, coming out of the bathroom with her tan linen shorts tied at the waist in a big bow with the same material. Her white button-down shirt is tucked in but only buttoned up to the middle of her chest. The white lace bralette underneath gives her just a hint of cleavage.

      “Too bad we didn’t dress like this when we went to make reservations with that blonde bitch,” Diana says, and we nod.

      “It’s seven forty-fifteen.” I look at my watch. “How about we get an Uber and go sit at the bar?”

      “I like that idea a lot,” Kate says, looking down at her phone. “He will be here in four minutes,” she says, and we all grab our purses and the keys. “Selfie,” she says before we walk out, and the three of us pose in front of the floor-length mirror. “He’s here,” she says when her phone dings.

      We lock the door and walk outside, the warm breeze blowing our hair once we open the door. Our Uber driver is waiting outside. “Jean Paul?” Kate asks him, and he smiles and nods. She opens the back door and gets in, and we both follow her.

      The Uber driver doesn’t make small talk nor do we talk to each other. I look out the window, and Kate does the same, but Diana is on her phone. The driver stops the car in front of a restaurant, and I look up at the red awning with the name “Chez Pascal” in clear block letters.

      I open the door and get out on the sidewalk where people are walking all around us as we stare up at the building. Potted plants decorate the sidewalk in front of the restaurant, and the tables have red umbrellas opened. We walk down the red carpet to the front door where a man dressed in a tux opens it for us. “Bonsoir.”

      I smile at him and walk in after Diana, who stops at the hostess stand “Sorry, we have reservations at eight.”

      The woman looks at her and then down. “It is just seven-thirty,” she says in her accent.

      I take the time to look around; the place is packed, not a free table in sight. I look to the left and see a U-shaped bench in red leather, tables spread out around with little candles. Red lamps hang from the ceiling. Mirrors line the walls so you can see everything going on. “We would like to have a drink at the bar,” Kate says, and I look into the back of the restaurant where the bar is across the whole back wall. A big half circle is lit up with numbers; it looks like a huge half clock. I walk into the restaurant toward the bar when the lady behind the stand asks our name.

      “Um, I think it’s under my name, Meghan,” I tell her right before I turn around and see three open chairs at the bar. I point them out to the lady. “Can we take those seats over there?” I ask her while she looks down at her book and then her head flies back up.

      “Your table is ready.” She smiles at me and then grabs the menus and says, “Follow me.”

      We look at each other with big eyes as we follow her to the left of the restaurant, passing more tables that are full. She walks through a doorway, and I stop as soon as I get in and look around. The whole room is a circle with windows all the way around from top to bottom. Only one table is in the whole room with four chairs.

      “Um,” I say to her, not sure what else to say.

      “I’ll tell Sandrine you’re here,” she says, and I just nod. We wait for her to walk out of the room before Diana starts.

      “Holy shit,” she says, walking to the window. “It’s the Eiffel Tower.” She points, and I see it, but I’m not sure.

      “Maybe it’s a mistake,” I say, and Kate just laughs.

      “You are going to have to let him cop a feel of something,” Kate says over her shoulder. “This must have cost him a shitload.”

      I don’t say anything because I can’t; the only thing I can do is look out the window at the Eiffel Tower. The sun sets on one side of it, shooting the light through it. No words can justify the beauty of it. Kate and Diana turn and walk toward the table. “This is crazy,” Diana says, taking out her phone and snapping a picture. Kate sits facing the Eiffel Tower; Diana sits on her left.

      “Bonsoir,” the waitress says, coming in dressed in a white dress shirt and black skirt. “je m'appelle Sandrine, et je suis votre serveuse attitrée ce soir” My name is Sandrine, and I’ll be your waitress tonight, she tells us, and I walk to the table and sit down on the chair to Kate’s right.

      “Bonsoir,” we all say to her when I grab the black cloth napkin and place it on my legs.

      “Oh, we need wine,” Kate says. Grabbing the wine list, she opens it, then looks at  Sandrine. “Quelle est la spécialité de la maison?” What is the house specialty? she asks her.

      She smiles at us. “tout est vraiment bon. Tout dépend si vous voulez du poisson ou de la viande. Personnellement je recommanderais  le filet.” Everything is really good. It all depends if you want fish or meat. I prefer the filet myself.

      I grab a menu and open it. “I think I’m going to go with steak also,” I tell them.

      “Then let’s do a red wine,” Kate says, then looks at Sandrine Vous recommanderiez quel vin rouge?” What would you recommend for red wine?

      She speaks but is interrupted by a male voice. “Sandrine vous pouvez apporter une réserve de Deville rouge s'il vous plaît.”  Sandrine, you can bring a reserve de Deville red please.

      I look behind her, and I don’t know why I’m surprised he’s here. I also don’t get why I’m holding my breath. As I watch him, he takes off his black aviator glasses and smiles at Sandrine, and she returns the smile.

      “Bien sûr, Alex,” Of course, Alex, she says and walks out of the room.

      “Well, well, well,” Diana says with a smile. “Look at what the cat dragged in.” Kate laughs with her. I am still looking at him, my mouth suddenly dry.

      He stands there in tight black dress pants and a black button-down dress shirt with the first three buttons open. His black-and-white small checkered jacket is closed with one button, and it molds to his shoulders and chest with a black-and-white handkerchief in the breast pocket of his jacket. “Ladies,” he says to us, the smirk on his face making his brown eyes light up. “I hope you don’t mind me joining. I was in the neighborhood,” he says, looking at Diana and Kate and really not even looking at me. He goes to the empty chair, lifting his left arm to undo his button, showing us his Rolex and a black beaded bracelet. His woodsy smell is all around me; I can’t get away from it.

      I watch him as he sits down, then places his phone on the table face down and his glasses on his phone. I look at Kate and Diana as they look over at me, checking to see if he’ll say anything, and he doesn’t. I look down, trying to focus on the words on the menu, but my heart is beating so fast and suddenly sounds so loud I’m wondering if the three other people sitting at the table can hear it. Sandrine comes back in with two bottles of wine in her hand, placing one on the table in the corner I never noticed before. She grabs one bottle and comes over, showing Alex the label, and he just nods his head. She places the bottle on the table and uncorks it, handing the cork to Alex. I try not to watch, but my eyes are not in sync with my head that is screaming to look away.

      He grabs the cork and smells it, then nods to her, and she pours a bit in his glass. He picks it up, swirls his glass once, and then smells inside the glass before bringing it to his lips. I push my chair back and look at Sandrine. “Oú sont les toilettes s’il vous plaît?” I ask her for the bathroom.

      “À droite juste avant le bar.” To the right, right before the bar, she tells me. I put my napkin on the table and get up. Grabbing my purse, I look at Diana and Kate who look at me with questioning eyes. “I’ll be back.”

      They both nod at me when I get up and walk out of the room. I walk the way Sandrine instructed me to the bathroom. My heartbeat returns to normal as I look at myself in the mirror. “Why do I care that he just ignored me? He’s an asshole,” I say under my breath. I wait a couple of minutes and then apply some lip gloss before going back to the table.

      I walk into the room, and Diana and Kate are both laughing with Alex and holding their wine glasses in their hands. “Hey,” Kate says when I sit down and grab the napkin again. “We are just toasting.”

      I reach out to grab my glass and pick it up. “What are we toasting?”

      “To Alex,” Diana says, and I look at her when she winks at him, and he smiles at her. She holds out her glass in the middle, and we all clink glasses at the same time. I bring the glass to my lips and take a sip; the red wine goes down so smooth it’s like water.

      “This is the best red wine I’ve ever had,” Diana says, and I literally have to stop myself from rolling my eyes. I look up at her and then at Kate, who is looking at me with a twinkle in her eye.

      I grab my spoon and scoop a couple of ice cubes from my water glass, that was filled when I was in the bathroom, and drop the ice in the red wine.

      “That is the biggest faux pas in wine drinking.” I hear Alex say, and I finally look at him, seeing his eyes only on me.

      “I like my wine chilled,” I say to him, grabbing it and taking a sip. “Yup. Much better a bit chilled.”

      “Normally, you chill a red wine thirty minutes before drinking it. By placing the wine in a decanter, it gets warmer, and the full body of the wine comes out.” He sits back in his chair with one hand on the arm handle.

      “Normally, we say to each their own.” I take another sip, this time drinking much more. “Which means …”

      “However you like,” he says to me, trying to hide his smirk, and this time, he’s really starting to irk the shit out of me. “I get the saying.” He leans in again, placing his elbows on the table. “So what did you girls do today?”

      Did he just dismiss me? I think to myself, so I don’t even bother answering him. Instead, I just drink more wine while Diana talks. “We walked around the city.”

      “It’s so beautiful,” Kate says. “Oh, and tomorrow night, we are getting down at Faust,” she says with an accent. I laugh at her as the waiter comes to the table, putting down three plates. I look up at Kate. “Alex ordered for us.” I look at the waiter who is wearing a white button-down shirt with black pants, his hair long at the top, short at the side. A well-trimmed short beard fills his cheeks.

      “Wonderful,” I say sarcastically, not bothering to look at him, though I can feel him looking at me. I look up at the waiter, who looks at me and smiles. I smile back at him. “Merci.” I am not going to let Alex ruin this night or my mood.

      “De rien,” he says, turning to walk back out.

      “Now that looks like a man who puts ice in his wine,” I say, looking at the food in front of us. “What is all this?” I ask, and Sandrine comes in with two more plates.

      “Cœur de laitue et copeaux de parmesan.” She points at the heart of lettuce with parmesan shavings. “Vapeurs de Crevette.” She points at the shrimp. “Carpaccio de Saumon frais.” She points at the salmon carpaccio. “Foie Gras de Canard mi-cuit.” She points at the duck liver. “Et enfin Escargots de Bourgogne.”

      “We should do like Iron Chef and taste everything at the same time,” Diana says, laughing while Sandrine fills our wine glasses again.

      “Puis-je avoir un verre rempli de glaçons?” Can I have a glass of ice cubes? I ask her, and she nods.

      “I don’t think I can do foie gras,” Kate says, “but YOLO, right?”

      “Worst case, we chase it down with a whole glass of wine.” I laugh at her. “YOLO.”

      “So what do you girls plan to do tomorrow?” Alex asks while eating.

      “We have no idea,” Kate says. “I think I want to go up in the Eiffel Tower.” She looks at Diana, who nods, and then me.

      “Yes,” I say to her, grabbing my now filled glass of wine. “Then we can shop.”

      “Shop?” Alex asks, and I grab a bite of food.

      “We are going to party at Faust tomorrow night,” Kate tells him. “The girl today was snotty.”

      I look at him. “I think it’s a running thing with the French people we’ve met.” He looks up at me, trying to hide his smirk. “I mean, look at you,” I say.

      “Me?” he asks, leaning back in his chair.

      “Yeah, you. When we returned that bottle of wine, you came to our table like a bear out of hibernation searching for food.”

      “Bear?” he asks.

      “Ours,” I say the French name for a bear.

      “I know what a bear is,” he says. “I’ve just never been compared to one.”

      “Never say never.” I grab my wine. “So much better chilled,” I say, putting in another ice cube.

      His eyes go from watching me to turning around and asking Kate, “So why was she snotty?”

      “For one,” Kate starts, “she thought we couldn’t afford it.”

      “The prices aren’t that bad,” he says, grabbing a piece of bread and tossing it into his mouth.

      “Well, seven hundred and fifty euro for a table in a club is a bit steep,” Diana says.

      He whips his head to her. “What did you say?”

      “Um,” she stutters, “seven hundred and fifty.”

      “Merde,” he says, grabbing his phone. “What name is it under?”

      “They took my Amex so probably mine,” Kate says, while Alex starts typing on his phone.

      “The max they charge is two hundred and fifty euro,” Alex says.

      “See? Snotty French people,” I say, grabbing my wine glass, then looking at Diana and Kate. “Did you take a picture of the label? I wonder if we can get it at home.” I bring the glass to my mouth, taking another long sip.

      “You can’t. It’s a private reserve only for the top restaurants in France,” Alex says when his phone beeps.

      “Oh, look, the lights are flashing,” Kate says of the Eiffel Tower. I look over and see that it is flashing.

      “You should go outside and check it out. It’s pretty cool,” Alex says, and Kate and Diana jump up.

      “Watch our bags,” they say to me and walk out of the room. I watch them walk out of the restaurant and start taking selfies with the Eiffel Tower in the background. I watch them with a smile on my face and look back at Alex when his phone beeps again.

      “I have to go.” He pushes away from the table.

      “Oh,” I say, not sure what to say. “Okay,” I say, and he puts his napkin in the middle of his plate.

      “Have a great night, Meghan,” he says, and just like that, I watch him walk out of the restaurant. He stops at Kate and Diana, and he must be telling them he’s leaving. He leans in and kisses them both on the cheek. They wave goodbye at him and then come back inside.

      “Shit, that was intense,” Kate says.

      “What do you mean?”

      “You called the man a bear coming out of hibernation.”

      I shrug my shoulders. “What? Was I wrong?”

      “No,” Kate says, “but still.”

      “He’s an ass,” I say, and the other two don’t agree. They don’t get a chance to because our meals come out. Each of us gets a filet steak with four side dishes placed in the middle of the table.

      The rest of the meal is spent with us laughing and drinking more wine. When it comes time for the bill, we are told it was already taken care of. “Wasn’t that nice of him?” Kate says, and I don’t answer her. I just get up, grabbing my purse.

      “Do you guys want to walk around before heading back?” I ask them, and we all agree that’s a good idea. I walk out into the warm night, having an internal fight about thinking about the brown eyes that are still making my heart beat a touch faster.
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      When I walk away from Diana and Kate, my mind is still on Meghan. When she got up to go to the bathroom and I saw what she was wearing, I about jumped out of the chair and covered her with my jacket. I walked in telling myself that she isn’t getting to me, and that I could sit down without wanting to jump up, bury my hands in her long hair, and claim her mouth. I tried to ignore her, tried not to pay attention to her, but my body knew where she was and was on high alert. My finger itched to touch her, even just a graze. Then the troublemaker called me a bear, a fucking bear. Shaking my head, I try to calm down as I scroll through my phone and find the number I was looking for.

      “Guy,” I say when he answers the phone.

      “C’est moi,” It’s me, he says.

      “vous avez une réservation pour demain soir sous au nom de Kate?” You have a reservation for tomorrow night for a Kate? I ask him.

      “Oui. A onze heures,” Yes, he tells me, at eleven.

      “Qui a pris la réservation?” Who took the reservation? I ask him.

      “Aucune idée,” No idea, he tells me.

      “Combien ont-elles payé pour la table?" How much did they pay for the table? I ask him, opening the door to my car and getting in. I start the car and switch it to Bluetooth.

      “C’est deux cent cinquante d’habitude." It’s usually two fifty, he tells me, and I know this because I was the one to cap the price. Under no excuse or circumstances are they to charge more. I don’t give a shit if they are overbooked or you have millions in your bank.

      “Vérifie,” Check, I tell him, taking off down the street to the other restaurant.

      “Merde,” Shit, he says. “sept cent cinque.” Seven hundred and fifty, he says quietly.

      “trouve la personne qui a pris le paiement et vire la.” Find out who took it and fire them, I instruct him.

      “Je pense que c'est Monique.” I think it’s Monique, and I close my eyes; she’s been with us for over two years.

      “Elle connaît les règles et elle les a ignorées.” She knows the rules, and she ignored them, I remind him. “Ce n'est pas la première fois.” It’s not the first time.

      “D’accord,” Okay, he says. “Je vais m'en occuper ce soir.” I’ll take care of it tonight.

      “Bien,” Good, I tell him, finally pulling up to the other five-star restaurant that I have to check out tonight. “Annulé les frais de réservation et tout ce qu’elles veulent sera aux frais de la maison.

      Je serai avec elles demain mais incognito” Cancel the charge and everything that they want is on the house. I’ll be with them tomorrow, but it’s undercover, I tell him, and I’m not even sure that is a good idea.

      “Comment envisages d’être la incognito? vas-tu porter un sac sur la tête?” How do you plan on going undercover? Are you going to wear a bag on your head? He laughs.

      “Parle à Gilles et à l'équipe de sécurité, assurez-vous qu'ils fassent la même chose que lorsqu'un certain prince se pointe.” Speak to Gilles and the security team. Make sure that they do the same thing as when a certain prince showed up, I tell him. “A demain,” See you tomorrow, I say and hang up right before the valet opens my door.

      “Hey,” I say, getting out of my car and handing him the keys. “N'allez pas loin avec la voiture je n’en ai pas pour longtemps.”

      Don’t go far with the car. I won’t be here long.

      “Oui, monsieur,” Yes, sir, he says, and I walk into the restaurant, looking around. I knew when we bought this that it would be a great add to the family restaurants. The inside has stunning high ceilings with crystal chandeliers. White pillars are between the windows’ heavy beige curtains hanging. Tables of two or four only fill the room with white linen tablecloths and small red roses on each table. Each chair is gold; it smells like money. The whole back wall is a wine cellar showcasing all our best vintages.

      “Alex.” Ginette, the blond woman, greets me when I walk in. “Merci de vous joindre à nous.” So nice of you to join us. I nod at her and walk into the restaurant, keeping my head down. Usually, a couple of people who know my family are dining, and I’m in no mood to converse with anyone.

      I walk to the office door, knock once, and then enter, finding David, who takes care of the restaurant. “Oh moi dieu,” Oh my god, he says, smiling and taking off his glasses. “The big one,” he says in English with his heavy accent.

      “You speak English now?” I ask him, closing the door behind him and sitting in one of the chairs in front of the desk.

      “My new woman is English. She only wants me to speak French to her when it’s in the bed,” he says, and I laugh with him.

      “You have to do what you have to do,” I tell him. “So tell me everything I need to know.” I lean back in the chair and listen to him. It’s almost two hours later when we finish running through all my questions and concerns to make sure we have more positives than negatives.

      “Did you have dinner?” he asks me when we get up. “Let’s get you the dish that gave us the three Michelin stars.”

      “I can’t say no to that,” I tell him and follow him to the back of the kitchen. The chef puts the plate on the counter, and I finish it in record time.

      I walk out of the restaurant, and my car is parked right in front. I get in and look at the clock, finding it’s almost midnight. I wonder if they made it home, I think to myself. I wonder if she’s in bed.

      My car makes its way to the apartment, and I don’t even know why. I go down the street, not even sure what to look for, because the street is quiet, and it looks like everyone is sleeping. I’m about to make my way home when my phone rings. “Guy,” I say, pressing the button.

      “Nous avons un problème.” We have a situation, he says in a hushed tone, then goes straight to speaking English. “Giselle just showed up.”

      “Fuck,” I say. “Je suis en route,” I’m on my way, I tell him and stop at a red light. The pounding in my head is slowly throbbing, but I know in about fifteen minutes, it will be so much worse. My little sister really doesn’t know what it means to lay low. I told her this morning to just sit in her room until the latest headlines blew over.

      When I pull up to the club, I go to the back where no one except the workers are. I hear her right away. “Je jure devant dieu que si tu ne bouges pas de mon chemin , je vais t’arracher les couilles” I swear to god, Guy, if you don’t get out of my way, I'm going to grab your balls and rip them off.

      He’s standing in front of the door that leads to the club, blocking it. His blue eyes not even fazed by her last threat. He’s wearing black pants and a white shirt with a skinny black tie. My sister, on the other hand, has tight black pants on with a short loose off-the-shoulder bright pink shirt. Her blond hair is tied at the nape of her neck in a loose bun.

      “Giselle, I think that’s enough,” I say from behind her, leaning against the doorway.

      “Traitor,” she says to Guy, who puts his hands on his hips. “I was coming to surprise you, and you called my brother.”

      My eyebrow shoots up at him, and his eyes fly to me. “I can explain.”

      Giselle throws her head back and laughs. “Yeah, what can you explain? How we’ve been dating for the past two years, and you still keep me a secret while you flirt with all the women in the club?”

      I roll my eyes at this, knowing it isn’t true. “Don’t you dare roll your eyes at me. I showed up, and he was almost humping Monique.”

      “I told you it wasn’t what you thought. I just fired her, and she was crying.” He looks down at my sister. “I was making sure she was okay.”

      “So you hug her?” my sister yells. “Let me go cry on Henri’s shoulder.”

      “Can we just stop yelling?” I say. “Giselle, the press has been all over us the past couple of days. Honestly, you know this.”

      “And that is my fault?” she says, pointing at herself. “No, it’s your fault.”

      “I know that, but for the next week until something else comes along, we have to lay low,”

      I tell her, not even thinking about what made this whole thing go nuts.

      “Fine,” she says. “I’ll go back to my apartment and not come out till next week.”

      Then she looks at Guy. “You better not show up.”

      “I live there,” he says, and I open my mouth and then close it, looking over Giselle’s shoulder at him. “We were going to tell you, but…”

      “But?” I say, putting my hands in my pockets. “I get it. Once it’s out, it’s hard to have normal.”

      Giselle turns to me. “Take me home to your house then.”

      “Giselle, je jure devant Dieu , tu as intérêt d’être dans notre lit quand je rentre à la maison ” Giselle, I swear to god you better be in bed when I get home or else, he says. Approaching her, he bends down and kisses her lips. “Vas-y,” Now go, he says.

      “I don’t know how I love you,” she says to him, walking away.

      “Je te le rappellerai ce soir “ I’ll show you tonight why, he says, turning around and walking out the door into the club.

      “I think I’m going to be sick,” I say to her. “He’s one of my best friends,” I tell her, and she just shrugs.

      “It happened,” she says, turning and walking out the back door. “Now take me out to eat. I’m starving.”

      I take her to one of our best but smallest restaurant, and we eat in the kitchen so no one sees us talking about the hell my life is right now. When we finally settle in, she looks at me. “What’s wrong with you?”

      I lean back in the chair, looking at her. “I have no idea what you mean?”

      “You look different,” she says, taking a bite of the sandwich that she ordered. “Relaxed a bit but still uptight.”

      I laugh at her, shaking my head. “That contradicts. You know that,” I tell her.

      She swallows her food and then takes a sip of wine. “I thought with the media hounding you that you would be a little bit more uptight and edgy, but you’re not. You just found out I’ve been dating your best friend for the past two years, and you didn’t bat an eye.”

      “I had my suspicions. You know that, right?” I tell her even though I really didn’t. “I mean, it was coming to me.”

      “Why did Guy fire Monique?” she asks me, knowing it will have backlash somewhere because not only has she been with us for the past two years, but she’s also the daughter of my father’s best friend.

      “A couple of friends tried to get a table at Faust, and she charged them seven fifty,” I tell her, and her eyebrows shoot up. “Knowing full well that isn’t right.”

      “But if these were your friends, why didn’t they just call you and ask you to do it?” I sit up, grabbing the glass of water that is on the table as the waiter comes over.

      “We have just closed the kitchen, so let me know if you need anything else,” he says, nodding at us and walking away.

      “I just met these friends,” I tell her, trying not to make a big deal out of it.

      “Women?” She cuts to the point. “All this shit going on and you think it’s a good idea to meet women?”

      “Trust me, it’s nothing. One of them called me a bear tonight,” I tell her, and she slams her hand on the table and starts laughing. The whole time, I’m tempted to tell her that the girl with the fucking red hair, long goddamn legs, and a mouth I want to devour has gotten under my skin.
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      “What is that noise?” I mumble with my ass stuck to the cement wall.

      “I think it’s our wake up from nap alarm,” Kate mumbles. “Shut it off.”

      “This time change and the jet lag are killing me,” I say, not even attempting to open my eyes, and I’m not lying. It’s the worst. To get out of bed, I literally have to give myself a pep talk.

      “My body is not cooperating with my brain telling me to get up,” Diana says. “I’m saying get up, but my legs feel like they weigh a million pounds each.”

      “What time is it?” I ask, opening my eyes now and seeing a bit of light coming through the window.

      “I set the alarm for nine,” Kate says, sitting up in bed. “I think taking a three-hour nap was not the smartest thing for us to do.” She shimmies off the bed, leaving the middle open.

      “Getting up at nine a.m. this morning to have the best crepes in Paris was a good idea,” I say, sitting up now with my back to the wall, crossing my legs and leaning my head back.

      “Those were some good fucking crepes,” Kate says from the bathroom as she turns on the shower.

      “You know what wasn’t a good idea? Standing in the fucking sun to get to the Eiffel Tower and then deciding to give up halfway up,” Diana says, turning toward me still under the covers.

      “You know what wasn’t a good idea? Paying four hundred euro for a dress I can’t wear ever again,” I say, throwing the covers off me.

      “Why can’t you wear that dress again?” Diana asks, trying not to laugh. “It’s full on sequins.”

      I glare at her. “In all fairness, Paris has styles that we get two years later.”

      “Great,” I say. “In two years, I can wear it again.”

      “You looked amazing in that dress, and it’ll pay off,” Diana says. “Plus, we’re already seven hundred in.” She raises her eyebrows.

      “Don’t remind me,” I say, and Kate comes back into the room, her body and hair both wrapped in white towels.

      “At least the water pressure is good,” she says, sitting on the metal couch. “I don’t know why they call this a couch when it’s metal. What they should have said was a metal chair.”

      “I’m going to shower,” Diana says, getting off the bed. “You have the best hair, and you barely wear makeup,” she tells me, and I smile. “If I didn’t love you, I wouldn’t be friends with you.”

      “You lie,” I say when Kate laughs. “Who else is going to tell you when you do something stupid?”

      “She has you there,” Kate says. “No one will ever tell another friend to take off those shorts because it looks like your ass has its own heartbeat.”

      I whip my head to her. “Those shorts looked ridiculous on her.”

      “Oh, trust me,” Kate says. “I know.”

      I throw my hands up in the air, listening to Kate laugh. “She was trying to be diplomatic,” she says, and now Diana laughs.

      “You guys are assholes,” I say to them. Grabbing my phone, I check my emails and my social media.

      “How are you going to do your hair?” Kate asks when she starts combing out her own.

      “Down,” I say. “I might curl it a bit, but by the time I get there, it’ll be straight. You?”

      “I want to do a messy bun,” she says.

      “Well, the back is all open, so it would suit it,” I tell her, getting up when I hear the water in the bathroom shut off.

      Ninety minutes later, I sit down on the bed to put on my new rose gold shoes. I cross the straps over my feet and tie them around my ankles.

      When Kate comes out of the bathroom, my mouth drops open; her blond hair is loose in the front but tied in a bun in the back. Her makeup is neutral, making her blue eyes pop out against the gold sequined halter top mini dress. Her lips are painted a perfect dark pink. She turns around, showing her bare back, and she paired it with her nude sandals. A gold bracelet is pulled up between her elbow and wrist. “Jesus,” I say, and she laughs.

      “Look who’s talking,” she says, and I stand, showing her my outfit. Out of the three of us, mine is the most conservative. The mid-sleeve mini dress is rose gold with sequined horizontal little lines around my neck, my stomach, and my hips. The other part is little vertical patterns all rose gold silk to help separate between the sequined lines. It hugs all my curves and hits me mid-thigh. My hair is down to my waist, and I just curled the ends, but it’s a loss since it’s now straight. My makeup is just mascara and liner, my green eyes bright.

      “Okay, I think I got everything tucked in,” Diana says, coming out. Her dress is also a halter but not bare back. It ties around her neck and ends a little bit after her ass. Her strappy heels are closed toe but go all the way past her ankles, looking like boots.

      “Your tits look fantastic,” Kate says. “The Uber will be here in two minutes,” she says, so we make our way outside.

      I walk out, and the temperature has gotten a touch cooler. “I should bring flip-flops,” I say to them.

      “Over my dead body are you wearing flip-flops with that dress,” she says to me right before the Uber pulls up.

      “I don’t think I can breathe,” I say when I sit down.

      “Breathing isn’t a necessity,” Kate says, laughing. It takes us less than five minutes to get to the stairs that lead us down to the club. We walk down the cement stairs, seeing the lights outside bright around the white tables from yesterday. If we thought it was busy yesterday, it’s nothing like today. We look over at the door and see about two hundred people in line.

      “Oh my god,” I say, and Kate grabs my hand after Diana grabs hers.

      “We paid a shit ton. I’m not waiting in line,” she says, going around the line to the front where a bald bouncer stands. His shoulders are so wide I’m surprised he fits through the doors. He has a clipboard in his hand while he looks at it with a group of five girls standing in front of him.

      “Excusez-moi, nous avons une réservation.” Excuse me, we have a reservation, Diana says to him, and he looks at us from the side, only his eyes moving to us.

      “Votre nom s’il vous plaît.” Your name, he asks.

      “Kate,” Kate says out loud. He looks at his clipboard and smiles, nodding his head.

      He takes out his phone and calls someone. “Guy,” he says once that person answers. “Vos invitées sont arrivées”.” I look at both Diana and Kate when he tells the man that his guests have arrived.

      “Um.” I’m about to say when a man comes out of the door. He’s standing there in his perfect black suit and white shirt. His blond hair is cut short on the sides and longer on top but combed back. His blue eyes are crystal, and he smiles when he sees us.

      “Ladies,” he says, “follow me.” Kate doesn’t even bat an eye and walks in right after him. Diana follows and so do I. “My name is Guy.” He smiles at us as he introduces himself. “I have everything prepared for you.” He turns and says while we walk down a hallway that looks like a dungeon with red lights lighting the way. Dance music gets louder and louder as we walk into the club. We stop at the top step before walking down the five stairs to the club. Exposed light bulbs line from one side to the other in rows and rows, and they flicker from red to white. He walks down the steps, and we walk around people who are dancing anywhere that they can fit. I notice tables are against one wall with red leather couches.

      Five tables are set up, then the DJ right in the middle; light bulbs are along the wall in back of him, and five other tables are all the way to the end. At the back of the room, there is a long bar with lightbulbs all against the back wall.

      We follow him to the right, and I see five arches leading to elevated rooms with a seating area right in front of the stairs leading up to the rooms. He walks into the middle of one where a bucket of champagne and ice is already chilled and waiting on the low table between two couches. He walks up the five steps to the room. “You have your own private bar, and this is your server, Adele.” He points at the woman standing behind the bar inside the room.

      “Um,” I start to say while I look around. The room has the same couches all around the wall and small tables scattered in case you want to drop your glass. “I think there has been a mix-up.”

      Guy looks at me and then at Diana and Kate, shaking his head. “No mix-up. You know Alex?”

      I cross my arms over my chest, rolling my eyes while Kate and Diana both say, “Yes.”

      “It has come to my attention that Monique was rude, and it has been taken care of. I apologize on her behalf and hope you can let us make it up to you,” he says, putting his hands in his pockets. “Adele, le champagne s’il vous plaît,” Adele, the champagne please, he tells her. She nods her head, bending and bringing out a new bottle. She pops the cork and pours four glasses of champagne. Guy hands us each one and holds one for himself. “To showing you that Paris is filled with good people and not bears,” he says, turning to me and winking. I toss my head back and laugh, clinking my glass to theirs.

      “I really like this,” Kate says, putting her purse on the bar. “Is this whole space just for us?”

      “Yes,” Guy says, “well and …”

      “You didn’t think I wouldn’t show up, now did you?” I hear his voice from behind me, and I turn around to face him, telling my mind that he’s an asshole. Except my head isn’t getting the memo, and he stands there as though he just walked off the fucking runway. He’s wearing blue dress pants, a baby blue button-down shirt, the first three buttons opened to show his tanned skin under it, and a cream-colored jacket tied with one button. A baby blue handkerchief is tucked into the pocket on the side. His hair is perfectly set, his brown eyes lighting up a touch when he smiles at them.

      “Alex,” Diana and Kate both say, and I watch them go to him and kiss him on the cheek. “You da man,” Kate says. I don’t move to him, but his eyes find mine, and I nod at him, turning to get my champagne glass refilled.

      When I turn back, I see the blonde behind him coming up the steps, and she is so beautiful I have to stop and stare. She is wearing a white pants suit, but the jacket is buttoned at her waist, plunging open down the middle. Her blond hair loose and curled. “Eh, bien sûr, je me demandais bien pourquoi tu m’avais demandé de sortir avec toi” Of course, I should have known that you would have a reason to take me out, she says to him, and then he turns to Kate and Diana. The pit of my stomach is now knotting, the champagne suddenly burning a hole.

      “This pain in my ass is my sister, Giselle,” he says, and I let out a deep breath I didn’t know I was holding. “Giselle, this is Diana and Kate.” She walks to them, smiling and kissing them on the cheeks.

      “It’s a pleasure,” she says, her accent making me smile.

      “Where are the rest of your clothes?” I hear Guy from beside me ask Giselle.

      “Tu vas pas commencer toi aussi!” Don't you start also, she says, walking to him and putting her arms around his neck as he smiles and bends down to kiss her. “You must be Meghan.”

      I look at her surprised. “You were the one who called him a bear?” She uses her thumb to point back at her brother.

      “That would be me.” I smile at her, and she looks at me. “Would you like champagne?”

      “Oui,” Yes, she says. “Let’s get some drinks in us and go dance.”

      “That sounds like a plan, but I think shots are in order,” I say and then yell at Diana and Kate. “Guys, we can’t party in Paris without having a couple of shots,” I say, and they throw their hands up and come to me, chanting, “Shots, shots, shots.”

      “Tequila,” I say, and they both groan. “Okay, first one tequila.”

      Adele nods her head and pours six shots, placing a salt shaker and lime wedges on the bar. Guy hands the shots out, calling over Alex, who is glaring at me. Fuck him, I think to myself. Bringing my hand up to my mouth, I turn it and lick the inside of my wrist, then shake some salt on it, and pass it to Kate. I look up and see that Alex is still glaring, turning back to the group. “Okay, here’s to Paris and making it our bitch.” We all laugh. I lick my wrist, take the shot, hiss at the burning, and then suck the tart lime.

      “On pourrait avoir une bouteille de Grey Goose s'il vous plaît Adele.” Giselle says to her can you bring out a bottle of Grey Goose please and then turns, grabbing my hand. “It’s time to show Paris you’re here,” she says, and I follow her, smirking at Alex when I walk past him.

      We walk down the steps, and Adele shows up with a bottle of Grey Goose and another bucket. “Ladies,” Giselle says, pouring us some Grey Goose, and we mix some cranberry juice with it. “If it weren’t for you, I would be stuck in my apartment, so I’m going to make the best of it.” She lifts her drink. “To showing you that Paris isn’t full of bears.” I throw my head back and laugh. I take a drink, and my eyes are going back to the arches where Alex stands with his hands in his pockets while he stares at me.
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      I’m leaning against the bar inside the room now, watching the four of them drive all the men wild. Of course, they are oblivious to the men standing around. I just had one of the bouncers tell me that a group of ten men would like to join us. I laughed at him. “If you keep your eyebrows like that, you will need Botox.” I hear Giselle say from beside me. “Un verre d’eau s’il vous plaît.” Water please, she asks Adele before picking up her hair. “Someone needs to turn the air on.”

      Guy tosses his head back. “Chérie, it would help if you weren’t jumping all around.”

      “Whatever,” she says, kissing him and then walking back out. I hear Coldplay come on, and Kate screams that this is her jam.

      “Bring them water,” I tell Adele, and she nods, bringing them water bottles. My phone beeps in my pocket, and I bring it out, seeing a text from Clement.

      Who is the hot chick dancing with your sister?

      And he sends me a picture of Kate.

      I’m in the room.

      I text him back, and two minutes later, he’s walking up the steps to us, wearing a smile. I’ve known him since we were in private school together. He now plays for the national football team. “Had to be with you,” he says, and I smile at him when he sticks his hand out and comes in to hug me “Cochon.” Dirty dog. He laughs. “You remember Hugo?” He motions to one of his teammates, who I know is the goalie on the team. He stands there smiling at me, putting his hand out. “Hugo, this is the owner, Alex.” I shake his hand.

      “What do you want to drink?” I ask them, and they turn around to look at the girls, making me laugh till he says, “Who’s the redhead?” Hugo smiles at her.

      “Not yours,” I say to him, and he just nods his head. “Drink,” I say, my smile now gone. I look out and see that the woman who is pushing every single one of my buttons since I walked in is now dancing with her hands above her head while she sways her hips. The dress molds so tight to her; she is the most conservatively dressed, yet I can’t look away. I walked in, and when Diana and Kate came to me, I was waiting for her to approach, but she didn’t. I should have been okay with it, but instead, it irked me and frustrated me. I tried to lock it down the best way I knew how, but I was slowly starting to lose it, and I knew something would make me snap.

      When she licked her wrist, I thought two things would happen. One, my cock would break through my pants, and two, I would throw her over my shoulder and take her away. Instead, I just glared at her while she did one shot and then went to dance.

      “Well, well, well.” I hear from beside me and see that it’s Kate. “Who do we have here?” she says, and I see Clement stand straight.

      “This is Clement and Hugo,” I say, and she smiles. “Guys, this is Kate and Diana,” I say, seeing that Diana has come over now, and the four of them greet each other. I turn to see that Giselle and Meghan are singing “Wild Thoughts” at the top of their lungs.

      “Incoming.” I hear Guy say beside me, and I stand as two men, perfectly dressed, start to approach them. “Merde,” he says and walks away. I follow him even though I should let him handle this and stay back. Instead, I’m right behind him when he says, “Je ne savais pas que tu serais en ville ce soir.” I didn't know you would be in town tonight. He goes up to them, laughing and putting his hand out to shake the first guy’s hand and then the second guy’s. ““on va vous installer dans le salon particulier  afin que vous puissiez diner toute initimé" Let me set up a booth for you. Get you some privacy. He flags over one of the waiters. “A booth for them at the end.”

      “Right away,” the guy says and goes to make sure it’s being set up.

      “Have you met my girlfriend?” he says of Giselle, and I see one of the guys’ smile leave and then turns to his friend.

      “Allons-y, elles ne sont même pas disponibles.” Let’s go. They aren't even available. He smiles at them. “Bonsoir.”

      “Who is that?” Meghan asks when she sees the guys walking away. “He looks super friendly.” She smiles and takes a sip of her drink when another song comes on, and she yells for Kate and Diana, who come out of the booth with the guys following close behind. I stand here at the top of the stairs looking down at everyone in our group, when the girls start yelling the lyrics about heaven having a plan for you.

      I put my hands in my pockets, my eyes never leaving Meghan as the three of them get together and sing at the top of their lungs.

      Then all three off them jump when the lights flicker on and off to the beat. I look out into the crowd and see everyone is on their feet dancing to this one. I see that Guy is sitting on one of the couches and Giselle is sitting on his lap with her arm draped around his shoulders. Last night, she said that she’d loved him since she was fourteen, and she was just waiting for him to get his head straight. “Why do you hate me?” I hear from next to me and see it’s Meghan. She stands on the top step next to me, so close I can smell strawberries. The lights go off and then flick on again, and I can see the twinkle in her green eyes. “So are you going to tell me?” she says, coming closer. “Why do you hate me?” she says and then smiles, and it reaches her eyes, making them even brighter, and then I finally snap.

      I grab her hand, her fingers linking with mine, and I look at Guy. “I’ll be in the office,” I say, and her hand stays in mine as we make our way to the back of the club, zigzagging through the people who are dancing. Turning at the end, we continue down a dimly lit hallway where the offices are kept. We make it to Guy’s office, and I enter the code, dragging her in with me.

      “What in the hell?” she says when I close the door behind me, leaving us in the mostly dark room. I push her against the door, and her breath hitches. “Alex,” she says in a whisper, her hands going to my chest.

      “What did you ask me?” I ask her, putting my hands beside her head, laying my palms on the door.

      “I asked you why you hated me,” she says, her voice barely a whisper.

      One hand comes down and moves her hair back, away from her face. Even in the dark, I can see her eyes, her chest rising and falling so fast you would think she just ran a marathon. “Meghan,” I say quietly, moving the hair on the other side now. “I.” Starting to talk, I stop when she starts moving her hand slowly on my chest, going from my stomach to my chest. I look down at her hands.

      “Tell me,” she says quietly. “Why?” Her fingers play with the collar of my shirt slowly and softly.

      “Trust me,” I say to her, my hands now going into her hair. “The last thing I feel about you is hate.”

      “Alex,” she breathes out, and I snap. Hearing my name on her lips causes everything I’ve tried to keep at bay to snap. I grip her hair in my hands and turn my head a touch, leaning in.

      “I’m done,” I say to her, and her eyes open wide. Her breath hitches, and I finally claim her mouth with mine. Her lips are soft, and I slowly let my tongue slip out, licking her bottom lip. Her tongue comes out and touches mine. I grip her hair harder, almost as if I’m afraid to hurt her when she arches her back and her arms circle my neck, trying to pull me closer. The kiss isn’t soft, and it isn’t delicate like I wanted, like I planned, like I imagined. It’s the opposite. It’s a kiss full of need, full of want, full of fire.

      She groans into my mouth when I turn my head the other way to deepen the kiss and hitches one leg over my hip, aligning her pussy straight on my cock. My hands now leave her hair and roam down to her neck, then her shoulders, and then her back, and finally, my hands grab that ass that has been tempting me all night long. The ass that fits perfectly in my hands, pulling her more into me. She raises her other leg, locking both her legs behind my back.

      “Alex,” she moans, leaving my lips to throw her head back and give me full access to her neck. I lean in, biting her first and then sucking gently. Her hands now go to my head as her fingers go through my hair.

      “Come home with me.” The words come out before I know what I’m saying. I shouldn’t be doing this; I shouldn’t be caught doing this. I should be taking my own advice and laying low. Instead, the thought of not taking her home with me is unbearable.

      “Yes,” she says softly, unlocking her legs from my waist and standing up now, my body still attached to hers. “Let’s go.”

      I nod, grabbing her hand and walking back into the club. We walk up the steps and find everyone at the bar tossing back another shot. She lets go of my hand slowly, the tips of my fingers bending to keep her hand, but letting her go. She walks to Kate and Diana, who are laughing at he. “Tu es sûr que tu devrais faire ça?” You sure you should be doing this? Giselle asks me when she stands next to me. My eyes never leave Meghan as she tells the girls something.

      “No,” I say the truth. “La seule chose dont je suis sûr, c'est que si je ne le fais pas , je le regretterai toute ma vie.” The only thing I'm sure of is that if I don't do this, I'll regret it the rest of my life.

      “Qui es-tu et qu'avez-vous fait de mon frère?” Giselle laughs while she asks me who are you and what have you done with my brother.

      “For once, I’m doing what I want for me,” I tell her, putting my hands in my pockets when I see Diana and Kate come up to me followed by Meghan.

      “You dog you,” Kate says, shoving my shoulder, “pretending not to even notice her.”

      “Well played,” Diana says, bringing the champagne glass to her mouth while trying to hide her smile. “See you tomorrow for breakfast.”

      “Lunch,” Meghan says with a smile, coming to my side and standing next to me with her hands in front of her as she holds her purse. She looks at me sideways. “It’s going to be a late night.”

      Giselle throws her head back and belly laughs. “I like her,” she says, then turns to the girls. “Lunch then. Let’s all have lunch,” she says. “We can have it at my place.”

      “I’ll call you,” I tell her and grab Meghan’s hand now, our fingers intertwining “Let’s go out the back.”

      She nods at me, her other hand, which is holding the clutch, coming to hold my hand also. “Lead the way.” I smile and have the need to lean in and kiss her, just because, but I don’t in case people are watching. She doesn’t need that. I walk down the steps, going to the back, and then turn down the hallway past Guy’s office to the back door. I open the door and walk out in front of her while still holding her hand. I look back at her and see her looking at me, a slow smile now filling her face.

      I make it to my car, opening the door for her, and she gets in without a word as I walk around and slide in next to her. I start the car and pull away. “I want you to know that I don’t do this.” She turns herself in the seat to look at me. The streetlights are coming inside the car as I make my way through the empty streets. “I’ve never done the one-night stand, walk of shame thing.”

      “Um …” I start, and she throws her head back, laughing.

      “Alex, I don’t want to know. I just want you to know that I was not expecting this, nor do I do this,” she says, and I pull into my underground parking. I press the button to turn off the car, and Meghan reaches out and opens her own door and is out and standing behind the car by the time I get out.

      “Nervous?” I ask her when I see her thumb tap against her purse.

      “No,” she says, “more like excited.” She smiles, and I move to her, her body automatically molding into mine as though she has done it forever. As though this isn’t the first time, and it was always meant to be done.

      “Then let’s get the show on the road.” I wink at her and drag her to my bed.
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      “Let’s get the show on the road,” he says, his voice thick with lust, causing my heart to beat faster than it’s ever beat before.

      When I saw him walk down the step toward us as we sang, I saw the scowl he wore the minute he looked at me. At that moment, I didn’t have a care in the world; I was in Paris in one of the best clubs you could be in. We just didn’t have bottle service; we had the red carpet service. I was with my two best friends, and I was enjoying every single second of it. I didn’t even feel the pinching of my feet in my heels. I walked up to him, trying to keep my cool and not sound like an idiot, but the minute the words came out of my mouth, I wanted to take them back. I didn’t want him to know that it bothered me. I didn’t want him to know that it hurt me, and I didn’t want him to know that he mattered. But you know the saying—a drunk’s words are their sober thoughts.

      I thought he would brush me off, that he would dismiss me. What I didn’t expect was his hands on me, then his mouth on me, giving me the best kiss of my life. The kiss that you tell your friends would be the best. The one that makes your heart race, your hands clammy, and the butterflies fill your stomach. That is what he gave me, and in return, I wanted to give him tonight.

      We walked to the elevator, and the minute he pressed the button, the doors opened. He held out his hand, and I walked in. He pressed the top button and then had to insert a key. I stood at the back of the elevator, and he came to stand next to me. I think I still had some liquid courage left because I stood in front of him and put my hands around his neck while his hands went to my hips. “Kiss me.” I don’t know if it was a question or a statement; all I know is that I need him to kiss me again.

      “Gladly,” he says, leaning to nip my bottom lip before his tongue licks the little sting. My tongue twirls with his as his hand moves to my ass, bringing me against him. I’m about to literally jump his bones when the elevator dings, and the door opens.

      He walks past me, grabbing my hand, and I step into the room. The first thing I notice are the six floor-to-ceiling windows against the back wall. I stop in my tracks, making Alex stop in front of me. “Holy shit,” I say, looking around. The ceilings are so tall it would take six ladders to change a light bulb. The floor is dark, and each piece zigzags all around the room. To the left are two huge doors with molding that look like they were hand-carved. In the middle of the wall is a fireplace surrounded by a gray marble. A mirror hangs on top of the gold fireplace with more molding on the top. “You live here?” I ask, looking around and seeing that all the walls have hand-carved moldings. Two antique blue cushioned chairs are in front of the fireplace.

      “I don’t live here,” he says, and I look at him as he shrugs off his jacket. The beauty of the room becomes a distant memory as I see him unbutton the cuff on his wrist. I toss my purse in the chair, turning back to watch him do the other wrist.

      “Don’t,” I say, walking to him. His hands fall to his sides, and my hands go to his chest, the heat from his body seeping through. “Yesterday, when you showed up at the restaurant and sat near me, I would see this,” I say to him, taking my finger, moving his shirt away and rubbing his collarbone. “Like it was teasing me. A glimpse of your tattoo coming out.”

      “Meghan.” He hisses my name. “I am walking on the edge here, Chérie.” He says sweetheart in French, and the butterflies are back when I look up from my finger to his eyes.

      “The question,” I say, moving closer to him and kissing his neck where I feel his heart beating, “is what will it take to make you fall off that edge?” I whisper, my hands going to the button on his shirt, unfastening one. “Is it going to be when we’re both naked in bed?” I say, unbuttoning another one. “Will it be when my mouth …” I say slowly, untucking the shirt from his pants. Unbuttoning the last two buttons, I pull the shirt open down the middle, showing me that he’s all muscles underneath. The tattoo on his right side covers his whole right pec. My hands move underneath his shirt, going up and moving it off his shoulders to fall to the floor behind him. “Covers your cock?”

      I know right away that he didn’t fall off the edge; he jumps off the edge feet first, and he growls—yes, growls. His hands go to my waist, and moving one hand around my waist, he bends a touch and sweeps me literally off my feet. My hand goes around his neck, and I lean in, taking his lips softly. My tongue licks his bottom lip as he walks toward where I’m hoping is his bed. He walks to the right through the doorway, then enters a different room, walking past another couch to an open doorway.  A huge bed sits in the middle of the room, molding all around the ceiling in squares. He puts one knee on the bed, crawling while still holding me. “One last chance, Chérie,” he says. “Un, deux,” One, two, he says.

      “Trois,” I finish for him. Unwrapping my arms from him, I kneel in front of him, putting my hands on his waist. He grabs my face in his hands, and no words are spoken when he bends down and takes my mouth. His tongue fights mine in circles, his hands going into my hair and then finally to my neck. He finds the zipper, and the sound of the zipper fills the room louder than our panting. He pulls the front of the dress down, gasping when he sees that I’m not wearing a bra, and my breasts are bare for him. My nipples already pebbled and aching for his touch. My dress hanging from my hips.

      “Knew it,” he says. His eyes almost hooded, he bends down, taking a nipple into his mouth and sucking it. The touch shoots straight to my stomach, moving lower to my core, and my lace panties get wetter and wetter the more he sucks. “Knew you would be perfect,” he says, going to my other nipple and giving it the same attention. My head falls back, and a soft moan comes out of me.

      “Alex,” I say asking, pleading, almost begging. “Please.”

      “The way you say my name …” he says, kissing the top of my breast and then trailing his tongue along to my neck and then my lips. “Makes my cock so hard.” His fingers roll my nipples, making my back arch. “How do you want it?” he asks, and I don’t understand the question, so he continues as he kisses the side of my neck up to my jaw. “You want it soft or hard?” My eyes try to focus, but his touch feels like it’s everywhere. “Dirty?”

      My hand goes to the front of his pants, cupping his hard cock. “I want it any way you want to give it to me,” I tell him as I move my palm up and down twice. Then finally I undo the front of his pants, and the sound of his zipper being pulled down fills the room. “Soft,” I whisper. My hand dips inside, and I’m not surprised that he’s perfect in every sense of the word. “Hard.” My finger grazes the tip of his cock when I touch the waistband of his boxers. “Dirty.” My hands grip his pants and boxers, pulling them over his hips. “Wet.” When I say the last word, I finally bend down and lick the tip of his cock, twirling my tongue around his head and then sucking it in. I don’t know if it’s a growl or a groan that roars through him, but I don’t stop. I take as much as I can in my mouth, his girth bigger than I’ve ever had. I push myself as much as I can go without gagging on him. His hands go into my hair, gripping both sides as he slowly, ever so fucking slowly, fucks my mouth. His hips surge forward as I suck deeply, twisting one hand up and down at the base as I move my mouth.

      “I’m not going to …” he hisses, his hips going a touch faster. “Last.” I take over, my head moving faster and faster. “I’m going to,” he moans, his cock head becomes bigger and bigger, and I know he’s about to come. I don’t let his cock go, and he comes down my throat. I continue to take him till nothing is left. “Fuck,” he says when I let his cock slip out of my mouth. “Fuck,” he says again when I crawl over to the edge of the bed and swing my legs off. Standing up, I shimmy the rest of my dress off, taking my lace panties off at the same time. “Fuck,” he says again; this time, his hand goes to his cock and he strokes it as I bend down to untie my shoes. “No,” he snaps, and I look back up and see he’s climbing off the bed, his cock having never gone down. He kicks off his shoes, then his socks, and his pants are the last thing to come off. I stand here in my stilettos, watching him. My hands play with my nipples as he watches me.

      “Are you wet?” he asks me, and I use my right hand to move down to my bare pussy, my middle finger going through my folds. Getting slick with wetness right away, I then pass my finger ever so slowly over my clit and then right down the middle of my slit, slipping inside. He watches me, and I don’t hold back, my brain telling me not to be shy. I stick another finger inside me, and I finger fuck myself.

      He watches for a couple of seconds, then comes over and rips my fingers out of me. Holding my wrist, he takes my fingers into his mouth and cleans them till nothing is left. “Sweet as fuck,” he says. He slams his mouth down on mine, my taste on his tongue, his on mine, now together. His hand goes to my ass, and he picks me up, my legs wrapping around his waist. He walks back to the bed, placing me on my back.

      “Put your feet on the bed, Meghan,” he says to me, and I place my heels flat on the bed, my knees up as he kneels between my legs. His hands slowly move my knees to the side so my pussy is now fully open and bare for him. He lies down between my legs, his face right there, his tongue coming out as he slowly licks right up my slit. “So wet,” he says, doing it again. “Wet from sucking my cock,” he says, and I get on my elbows to look down at him. His eyes are on mine, staring right at me, when he leans in and sucks my clit into his mouth, nipping it with his teeth, making my hips buck up.

      “Are you going to come on my tongue?” he says, tongue fucking me while his hand moves up and slowly circles my clit. “Or are you going to come on my fingers?” he says, sticking two fingers in me. “Fuck,” he says, licking up and down as his fingers fuck me slowly. “Or will it be both?” he says as his tongue and fingers both go inside me. “Only one way to find out,” he says and then he tongue and finger fucks me. The finger circling my clit, going from soft to a touch harder, a touch fast. It’s too much; I feel him everywhere. My stomach sucks in, and I feel so close. “Squeezing me,” he hisses. “Fuck.”

      “Yes,” I moan, my hips now taking over as I meet his finger and tongue. One hand goes to my clit where I work with him, my finger and his, my eyes slowly closing when I finally come on his fingers or his tongue or both. I don’t even know anymore. The only thing I know is I’m coming, and I’m coming hard. My pussy quivers, over and over again, and just when I think I’m done, it comes again out of the blue and like never before. My head falls to the bed as my hand grasps the back of his head, my hips coming up as I ride his mouth, not letting his head go till it’s over. My legs go straight, and my hand falls like a limp noodle beside me. My eyes close, and I hear him get up and a drawer open. I want to open my eyes and see what he’s doing, but I can’t. I just lie here on the soft sheets and listen. When I finally have the strength to open my eyes, he’s rolling on a condom and coming over to me.

      “I’ll try to hold myself back,” he says, rubbing his cock up and down my slit to get my juices on him.

      “No,” I say, shaking my head, and he stops moving. “Don’t hold back,” I tell him. “Take me the way you want to.”

      He doesn’t say anything; he just slams inside me, my knees coming up to his hips and then my legs wrapping around his waist. He waits a second for me to get used to him by rotating his hips slowly, and then when my pussy quivers once, he lets go and pulls out, only to slam into me again, over and over again. He takes me deeper and deeper, moving one leg beside his neck and then going even deeper, touching me right where I need to be touched. I put my other foot on the other side, and he slams so deep I come as soon as he goes balls deep into me. “Fuck,” I say, and he slams into me over and over again with reckless abandon, and I take him, each and every time. He pushes my feet off his neck, pulls out of me, and I groan when I don’t feel him again. He flips me over with his hands gripping my hips, and he impales me from behind. My lower half lies flat on the bed, my hips held up by his hands as he fucks me from behind. “I’m going to,” I say, and I don’t think he can hear me in the room as the only sound is our skin slapping together.

      “Get there,” he says loud, and I do. I get there right when he plants himself inside me all the way to the root and follows me right off that ledge.
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      My hand goes to my nose to swat at whatever is tickling me. Slowly, I blink my eyes open over and over again until I finally focus through the red hair covering my face. I look over and see Meghan’s head on the pillow, and her hair fanning all around her. The cover is pulled up to her neck, but I know that under it, she is without a stitch of clothes.

      Looking over at the side table, I see five empty condom wrappers and smile. I just smile, thinking of each and every time I took her. It was never enough, and I always wanted more.  Something in her pulled me each time, so much that I had to rush out of the shower soaking wet to run through the bedroom and grab a condom. Just thinking of it gets my cock ready for more action. I reach over and pull open the drawer to grab another condom, then slip it on and turn toward her.

      She is lying on her stomach, hands under her pillow, one leg straight and the other pulled up, leaving her pussy open for the taking. I run my hands under the cover, touching her softly till a finger slips inside her a couple of times, her body welcoming me. She stirs and moans when she turns to face me. “Morning,” she says softly, her voice heavy with sleep. I grab her hips, bringing her front flush with mine. One of her legs hitches over my hip, and I slowly slide into her. I take her slowly, so slowly that by the end, I let her flip me on my back, and she rides us both to the finish line.

      “I need another shower,” she says from the side of my neck. After she rode out her orgasm, she collapsed on top of me. My hand rubs her back. “In just a minute,” she says, and I laugh, hugging her to me. “In five minutes.”

      “We have to be at my sister’s at two,” I tell her, and she just nods. “Good news is we don’t have to go far. It’s on the roof.”

      She finally rolls off me, and I watch her walk out of the room totally naked. She comes back in with her phone in her hand. “I need clothes,” she says to me, but her eyes never leave her phone. I get up and walk to the bathroom to get rid of the condom and wash my hands. She walks in this time without a phone. “Do you think I can borrow a shirt till they get here?”

      She walks next to me, and my cock that was half mast is now ready for round two. “Help yourself,” I tell her, and she looks down at my cock and smirks.

      “Are you joining me in the shower?” she asks me, and I look at her with a smirk on my face as well. “This time, get the condom before we get all wet.”

      “You didn’t seem to mind that much last night when I left you and came back and you were pleasing yourself.” I wink at her, and she laughs.

      “Would have been better if it was your fingers.” She comes to the side of me, and now I face her. “Or your tongue.” She wraps her arms around my neck. “Or your cock,” she whispers right before she nips my bottom lip.

      “Is that so?” I say to her, and she just nods. Turning and walking into my walk-in shower, I don’t bother answering her; I just run back into the room and grab not one but two condoms. I walk back in, and she’s sitting on the bench with her hands buried inside her. “Started without me, I see.”

      We stay in the shower until the water runs cold. She now sits in the middle of my bed with a towel wrapped around her hair, and she’s wearing my shirt from last night, not buttoned up and her lace panties on as she sips a coffee I just made for her. I’m wearing shorts and nothing else. “We can sit on the terrace,” I tell her, and she nods at me. I walk to the doors in the corner and open them, walking out into the warm air. A cast iron table with two chairs sits in the corner, and I sit down in one and watch her face when she comes out and her mouth opens. “Is that the Eiffel Tower?” she says, and I laugh, turning over my shoulder to look.

      “That’s what they tell me,” I joke with her, and she runs back inside to get her phone, taking a picture of the tower.

      “This must be amazing at night,” she says, sitting in front of me. The shirt’s now buttoned up except for the top two buttons, her hair now loose and wavy.

      “Tonight, you can tell me how amazing it is,” I say, and I’m shocked at even insinuating that she’s coming back here tonight.

      “Who says I’m coming back here?” she says, crossing her legs and leaning back while she holds her coffee cup to her mouth, trying to hide her smile.

      “When do you leave?” I ask her, and I have this sudden burning in my stomach.

      “Tuesday at eleven fifty,” she tells me, leaning forward and setting the cup down on the table.

      “Three days?” I confirm, and she nods. “Lots we can do in three days.”

      “Well, I want to go to the love bridge with the girls and put a lock on it,” she tells me. “There are other things on our list.”

      “I just got added to the list,” I tell her. “You can do what you want during the day, but at night, you come back with me.”

      “A vacation fling,” she says, putting her elbows on the table and crossing her hands. “I’ve never had a vacation fling before.”

      I laugh at her. “Good to know.”

      “We do have the YOLO tagline for this vacation,” she informs me, “and your bed is really, really comfy.” She smiles, and I laugh out loud. “You should do that more.”

      “What?” I ask her.

      “Laugh. You should laugh more, Alex,” she says, her voice going soft. She gets off her chair and walks to me, straddling my lap. “Okay, Alex, I’ll add you to the list.” She wraps her arms around my neck and I brush her hair back away from her neck. She leans in to kiss me softly, and my hands are rubbing her back when we hear voices.

      “This is fucking unbelievable.” She laughs in my arms.

      “I guess the girls are here,” she tells me, and then I hear Giselle’s voice.

      “He’s the favorite child,” she says. “They gave me a two-bedroom condo.” I roll my eyes. She doesn’t mention that the two bedrooms are suites with their own bathrooms taking up its own floor and she had stairs put in so she can use two floors, so she has two floors for herself.

      “If she doesn’t come back and sleep here tonight, I call dibs,” Kate says, and Meghan climbs off me, turning and walking away.

      “There she is.” I hear from inside when I get up and follow her. “The walk of shame,” Diana says, laughing.

      When I walk into the living room, Giselle is sitting down dressed in jeans and a top. Kate hands Meghan her bag. “Here you go.”

      “That’s all my luggage,” she says, and they both laugh.

      “We had a vote,” Kate starts, and then Diana finishes. “You have been voted off the island.”

      “I’m going to get changed,” she says and wheels the luggage back to my bedroom, and there is nothing else to be done. I watch her smiling, knowing that she’s coming back to my home every night at least for the next three days.

      Turning, I walk back into the room with her. I watch her open the bag and toss things around and pull out jeans and a long-sleeved shirt. She grabs a white lace bra and puts it on, and then pulls up jeans that mold her long legs with a huge rip in the knee. She throws on a long-sleeved loose sweater that falls off the shoulder, grabbing her flat ballerina shoes. “You going to watch me the whole time?” she asks, taking her hair and braiding it on the side. I walk to my walk-in closet and grab a pair of jeans with a white polo shirt, leaving the buttons open. I tuck the front in and grab my running shoes and then walk out when I see she isn’t there.

      “Chérie,” Sweetheart, I say loudly and then walk out to the living room and find her playing on her phone. “Where is everyone?” I ask, looking around and seeing it’s just us two.

      “Giselle took them upstairs and said to hurry your ass up because she wants to take us to the cemetery.”

      I walk to her and hold out my hand. When she places her hand in mine, we walk to the elevator, and I press the up button. We step in and I put in a key that takes us straight to the rooftop terrace, getting out into the cement room with a black door facing us. Her hand never lets mine go, so we walk out of the black door and onto the rooftop terrace. I watch her face as she looks around, and her eyes come back to me. “I changed my mind,” she says. “I want to sleep up here tonight.”

      I laugh at her and turn to see where everyone is. It’s no surprise that they are in the corner sitting on the L-shaped couch. The marble and rock fireplace not lit. The hot tub just in the corner. “Monsieur, Alex.” I look to the side and see our in-house butler, Paul. “Que voulez-vous boire What would you like to drink? he asks me, and I look at Meghan.

      “Je voudrais un mimosa,” I’ll have a mimosa, Meghan says with a smile, and he just nods at her and looks at me. “De l’eau,” Water I answer him, and he walks away. Meghan walks to the girls, her hand slowly slipping out of mine, but I stop it. She looks over her shoulder at me, and I stop walking. Her soft green eyes light up, the side of her mouth slowly tipping into a smile. She comes back to me, gets up on her tippy toes, and kisses my lips. I let her go and watch her get to the girls, and they high-five each other.

      I stand here trying to wrap my head around what the fuck just happened. I look over at her and then hear the door open, and I see Guy walk in with Clement and Hugo. “Look what we have here,” Guy says. “Mr. Cool,” he says, slapping me on the back and standing next to me, nodding at the three of them.

      “Qui aurait dit que l’on serait sous le charme de trois canadiennes.” Who knew three Canadians would have us all at the edge of the roof? Clement says and then walks away with Hugo to the girls. They all kiss each other on the cheek, and they sit down with them.

      Guy looks on with me “Je n'ai pas besoin de vous rappeler que vous devez être très prudent.” I don’t have to tell you that you need to be extra careful, right? I don’t answer him; instead, I watch Meghan. “If anyone finds out.”

      “I know,” I tell him, and then I walk over to them. I sit right next to her and lean back on the couch, putting my arm out. Meghan leans back, fitting perfectly beside me. She looks up at me. “Hungry?” I ask her.

      “Starving. It’s like I ran a marathon,” she says quietly as the chatter goes on around us. I lean down to kiss her lips, and it feels like the most natural thing in the world. As if I’ve been doing it for years instead of hours.

      We sit around the table with me and Giselle at the head and Meghan right beside me, and by the time the meal is done, we are all excited about walking around the cemetery. “How are we getting there?” Meghan asks when she walks into the apartment and goes to the bedroom. “I’m assuming we aren’t taking the train.”

      I laugh at her. “No,” I tell her. “No train. We are meeting them there.” I watch her bend down, and my cock suddenly comes up.

      “No,” she says, looking over. “That was the same look you gave me last night when I said good night.”

      “I have no idea what you mean.” I walk to her, grabbing her hips, and slowly press my cock into her ass.

      “Alex,” she says breathlessly, then she wiggles her ass back at me. “How much time do we have?”

      “Ten minutes,” I tell her, and she snaps back up, turns around, and my hands are already at the button of her jeans. Her hands are just as frantic with mine, and one minute later, her pants are on the floor, mine are around my hips, the condom is on, and I’m fucking her against the wall. It’s never been strong like this; I’ve never been this reckless. My face buried in her neck as she moans out her release, and I plant myself in her and let go.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eleven

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Meghan

      

      

      “I think it’s going to rain,” I say as soon as I get out of Alex’s car after he just parked. “The clouds are rolling in,” I say, and he walks to me, taking my hand in his and walking toward the stairs in the corner. We walk up the ten cement stairs and through a black faded cast iron gate. He pushes it open, and the creaking fills the air.

      I look up as soon as we walk past the gate, and I’m in awe. There are tombstones, but then looking ahead in the distance, you see that it gets higher and higher and what looks like little cement huts fill some of the spaces. “They are right there,” he says, pointing at the group standing in the middle of a cobblestone path.

      Diana, Kate, and Giselle are having their own conversation; the guys right next to them having their own. Diana sees me first and smiles. “Took you long enough.” She winks at me, and I try not to smile too big or do cartwheels.

      “He had trouble looking for parking,” I say, making up the lie.

      “Oh, he parked something; that’s for sure,” Kate says, and Giselle just shakes her head.

      “This is so pretty,” I say as we start walking down the walkway, the trees shading most parts of the path. “Oh my gosh, look at that,” I say, pointing at one of the graves right on the side of the walkway, the stone covered in moss so much you can’t read who is buried there, but you see a date under it of 1854. We continue walking down the paved path with us four girls in front of the guys.

      “I don’t know what it is,” I start to say, “but it’s so peaceful.” I look into one of the tombs as we walk by. The door is off its hinges and blown leaves are scattered within the dimly lit room. “Imagine you go in there”—I point at the tomb—“and you get locked in.”

      “I would die,” Kate says.

      “Look at that one.” Diana points at a bigger tomb, and the minute she does, thunder rumbles the air, and the four of us scream. I, for one, jump. “Jesus fuck.”

      I look back at the guys and see that Alex is looking at me with a smile. I stop walking and wait for him. “Isn’t it pretty?” I say to him and start to walk with him. Our hands swing by our side, causing our fingers to gently graze each other. His pinky grabs mine, and we walk like that.

      “Jim Morrison is buried here,” Giselle says, looking over her shoulder at us. “His tombstone got stolen three times.”

      “No way,” Diana and Kate both say at the same time.

      “Let’s find it,” Guy says. “I think it’s that way.”

      We walk for thirty minutes, walking higher and higher, deeper and deeper into the cemetery. We point out the oldest graves and come up with stories about how they died. “Why isn’t there a sign that says Jim Morrison this way?” Kate says when we come to a corner with four possible ways to go.

      “This is almost like The Wizard of Oz,” Diana says. “Where is the scarecrow when you need him?” she says, and I throw my head back and laugh, shaking my head. Guy and Hugo open their phones and download a map for the cemetery.

      “I think we need to go back and then right,” Guy says, and Hugo agrees with him.

      We walk back and don’t see anything, so they take out their phones again, and we follow their direction and find it in the middle of the row behind a barrier. “That,” Kate says. “That is his tomb in the middle of the row. No wonder we couldn’t see it.”

      “Can you imagine his neighbor?” Diana says, and we all look at her.

      “Neighbor?” Giselle asks.

      “Yeah, the one who is buried next to him,” she starts. “He must be like oh look more visitors, but they are all for him. He must be pissed.”

      “I can’t,” I say to her while I hold my belly and laugh.

      “We need to take a picture,” Kate says. “Everyone, get in.” We all huddle together; Alex next to me with his arm around my shoulder. “Wait,” she says, “we can’t be smiling.”

      “Why not?” Hugo asks.

      “We are surrounded by dead people. I think that’s rude,” she says, and Clement looks at her.

      “That is very sweet,” he says, and she bats her eyes at him and smiles.

      “Okay. Now, everyone, look a bit sad,” she says, and we all look at the camera. It takes us five tries, but finally one comes out.

      “Now, let’s get out of here,” Giselle says. We all try to walk back the way we came, but after one hour, the clouds are moving in, and the sky is getting darker.

      “I think we need to go that way,” Clement says, so we all follow him. Finally, we are walking out and down the steps.

      “Where to now?” Giselle asks. Guy walks over to her and places his arm around her shoulders and kisses her forehead. She looks up at him, taking her hand and holding his. “I have to admit this touring the city is a lot of fun.”

      “What is on your list?” I ask Kate, and she takes out her phone and scrolls through it. “Today, we had the cemetery and to go eat at the best falafel in Paris.”

      Alex moans from beside me when Kate says the name. “L’as du fallafel.”

      Guy just laughs as does Giselle when Alex says out loud, “Of course, it is. That bastard.”

      Alex takes out his phone and opens it, scrolling through his numbers, and then brings the phone to his ear“connard, c'est alex.” Asshole, it’s Alex, he says and then smiles. J'ai des amies du Canada qui ont lu dans leur guide que ton resto est l’un des meilleurs restaurants de Paris. Je leur ai dit que c'était de la foutaise mais elles veulent juger d’elles-mêmes. On pourrait avoir une table dans la salle du fond ?” I have some friends visiting, and they have you on the list as the best place to go eat. I told them it's bullshit, but they want to see for themselves. Can we have the back room? he asks him, and then he looks at us. “je te dois rien, sois là dans quinze minutes.” I owe you nothing, be there in fifteen, he says and then puts his phone back in his back pocket. “You guys owe me,” he says to us.

      “I’m sure Meghan can pay you back tonight,” Kate says, winking at us, then turning to me. “Make sure you take care of him for us.” I roll my eyes, as if I needed them to tell me that. I have two days left, and I’m planning to spend much of that time with him naked.

      We walk back to his car with his hand in mine, and he takes his keys out of his pocket, pressing the button to make it beep. He opens the door for me but blocks me before I can get in. “Are you making plans?” he asks me as he pins me to the car, putting his hands on either side of me.

      My hands rest on his waist. “What plans were you thinking of?” I ask him, his front coming closer to me.

      “I was thinking we could maybe have some wine on the roof.” He starts talking in a soft, low voice. “Maybe I could get you into that hot tub.” He leans in, kissing my bare shoulder. “Have you sit on the edge.” He nips my collarbone, placing his lips to my ear, and whispers, “Spread you wide.” My head falls back, and my whole body shivers when he leans in and nips my earlobe. “Start making plans, Meghan.” He pushes off me, and I blink, trying to get my heartbeat under control while sitting in the car and watching him walk around the front and getting in. I watch the scenery while he drives us to where we are going.

      When he parks his car, I get out and meet him on the side and follow him to the restaurant. From the front, it looks like a hole in the wall. You wouldn’t think anything of it, but he walks in the door, and the smell of deliciousness hits me right away. “Il est là, la plus grande douleur dans mon cul,” There he is, the biggest pain in my ass, a man with a beard from the side says once we get in. Alex laughs and goes to him, shaking his hand and kissing his cheek.

      “Are the others here?” Alex asks him, and the bearded man just nods his head.

      “Go by the side,” he says, and Alex nods his head. Turning, he takes my hand and walks to the side where it looks like the kitchen, but there is a door, and he opens it. Walking into a hallway, we turn at the first door we see. He opens the door, and there sitting at the table is everyone. A television is in the corner. The table is covered with a white tablecloth. The walls in the room are covered in pictures of celebrities with the man at the front door. I walk to the table and sit in one of the available chairs. “It smells so good,” I say. “What are you guys talking about?” I ask Kate, Diana, and Giselle.

      “Tomorrow, Giselle is going to take us to this special place where you get the best pictures of the Eiffel Tower, then she is going to take us to the bridge so we can put our lock of love on. I mean, I know it’s not the real bridge of love since they cut all the locks off, but we are going to do it on another bridge,” Kate tells me, and the guy from the front comes in again; this time, he has a tray of drinks, and another man following him comes in with plates. He places three plates on the table with mushrooms, eggplants, hummus, and a tomato sauce. A basket of pita bread is placed beside them.

      “Do you want menus?” asks the man standing beside Alex with his hand on his shoulder. “Or do you trust me to bring you what I want?”

      “Trust you?” Alex says, laughing. “I haven’t trusted you since we were thirteen.” Now the man laughs. “Meghan, this is Eiran,” he says. “Eiran, this is Meghan and her two friends Kate and Diana.”

      “Nice to meet you,” I say, smiling at him. “It smells amazing.”

      “So which one of you forced him to come here?” he asks, and Kate and Diana both point at me.

      “You have great taste in food,” he tells me. “Awful taste in men.” I laugh and nudge Alex with my shoulder. “Is there anything you want to try?”

      “Yes. I want to try the shawarma with no beets or hummus,” I tell him. “The last time I had that, I was visiting my mother in Israel.”

      “Are you Jewish?” he asks me, and I shake my head.

      “No, my stepfather is,” I tell him. “She lived there for ten years. To this day, it’s the most beautiful place I’ve visited.”

      “Again, your taste is amazing,” he says, then looks around the table. “Anyone else have a special request?”

      “I would like to taste the balls,” Kate says, putting a piece of pita in her mouth. The man’s eyebrows shoot up, and everyone else laughs.

      “I’m married,” he says to her, putting his hand on his chest, “but I’m sure I can.”

      “No, I mean, falafel balls,” she says. “Jesus, it came out before my head had a chance to catch up.”

      “She’s lying,” Diana says. “She totally wants balls.”

      Kate glares at her and sticks up her middle finger. “I’ll be back,” Eiran says.

      “You two are the worst,” Kate says.

      “So tell me about this place to see the Eiffel Tower,” I ask Giselle, and she talks to me about the steps she found while exploring, and you can sit and have lunch with it at your back. “I’m so excited,” I say to her and then the waiter comes back in with plates of falafel on top of rice in sandwiches, and my very own plate of shawarma delivered to me from Eiran.

      “It’s go-time,” he says to me.

      I take a bite and close my eyes. “Better,” I tell him, winking at him, and he puts his hand over his heart.

      “If I wasn’t married, I would give this clown a run for his money,” he says, and now it’s Alex who gives him the finger while he grabs food and eats. The rest of the meal is filled with praises for the food.

      “This is so good,” Kate says. “I can’t eat another bite, yet I can’t stop.”

      I yawn while she talks and block my mouth with my hand. “So what time are we starting tomorrow?”

      “Let’s have breakfast at nine, and then we can do all the tourist things,” Giselle suggests.

      “Our last full day in Paris,” Kate says, and I look down at my leg that Alex is holding. I try to push away the thoughts that I’m leaving and just live in the moment.

      The waiter comes back in. “Can we have the bill please?” I say, and he shakes his head.

      “It’s on the house,” he says, and I look at Alex.

      “That’s not fair,” I tell him, and he leans in, kissing me softly on the lips.

      “Don’t worry, he’ll call and collect soon enough. It’s almost his wedding anniversary,” he tells me, pushing his chair back.

      We walk out after kissing Eiran and thanking him for the amazing meal. “So we will be at the apartment at nine,” Kate says, and I nod.

      “That sounds good,” I say, then turn to Giselle. “Should we take the metro?”

      “Yes,” she says out loud, enthusiastically. “I can’t wait.”

      We wave bye to everyone and make our way back to Alex’s place. We hold hands the whole way. “Do you have a robe?” I ask him, and he just nods. “Why don’t we change and go up to the roof?”

      He raises his eyebrow. “That sounds like you have a plan.” He pulls me to his room, then goes into his closet and grabs a fluffy white robe.

      He hands it to me. “You change, I’ll change, and then we can go up,” I tell him, getting up on my tippy toes and kissing his lips. I walk to the bathroom and undress, grabbing the robe and walking out. He waits for me, sitting on the bed. “Ready?” I ask him, and he nods at me. I walk with him, and we get up to the roof, the sky now clearer than before with stars twinkling in the sky. The Eiffel Tower lights up the sky. “It’s so pretty,” I say and watch him walk to the hot tub, seeing that there are already two wine glasses and a bucket of two bottles of wine. “How?” I turn to ask him.

      “I have my sources,” he says, and I laugh. He walks to the bottles of wine and pours us two glasses.

      “Do you want to sit on the couch or just sit in the hot tub?” he asks me.

      My hand reaches for the sash and unties it slowly. “I think we should sit in the hot tub,” I tell him, and he turns to look at me. I open the robe and slowly let it fall from my shoulders, leaving me standing here completely naked, causing his eyes to go from light to dark. “You know,” I start, grabbing my hair and tying it up. “The whole time at dinner, I had this picture in my mind.” I walk to him, grabbing one glass of wine. Bringing it to my lips, I take a sip, and it goes down very smooth. “This is very good,” I tell him, and he still doesn’t say anything.

      “As I was saying …” I turn and walk to the stairs of the hot tub, placing the glass down on the built-in table beside it. “I sat there thinking about this picture in my mind.” I put one foot in and then the other, walking to the far back, then turn to look at him. His shorts do little to hide the fact that his cock is ready. I sit down on the edge with my back against the wall of cement, and I don’t hiss when the back hits it. I place one leg out against the edge and then do the same time to the other side. His eyes are almost hooded as I sit here open for him. “Was this what you were picturing?” I ask him, taking my hand and running it down my chest past my stomach and right to the middle of my legs. “It’s what I was picturing, and it made me wet,” I say, and then I see him shift. He puts down the wine glass, takes the condoms out of his shorts, and pulls them down.

      He walks to the hot tub, tosses the condoms next to my wine glass, and gets in, walking to me. “No,” he says, shoving my hand away. “This isn’t what I was picturing,” he tells me. He holds my face in his hand and bends down. I’m expecting him to kiss me; I’m waiting for it. My nipples are all tight, waiting for the kiss also, and my stomach flips. “This is what I was picturing,” he says and gets down, burying his face in my pussy.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twelve

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Alex

      

      

      “You’re going to make me late,” she says softly when I start kissing her stomach and slowly moving up. “They are going to be here at nine,” she says, but this time, she puts her fingers in my hair.

      I can’t get enough of her—the hot tub, the terrace, the bed, the couch, the shower. I’m waiting for the time when I don’t want to reach for her in the night. I kiss her softly. “We have forty minutes.”

      “We also have another problem,” she says. “You used your last condom when you woke me up at five to watch the sunrise and then bent me over.” It wasn’t my fault. While watching the sun come up with her standing in front of me naked, she looked over her shoulder, and the next thing I knew, a condom was on my cock, her tits were pressed against the cast iron table, and my hand was fisting her hair.

      “That was hot,” I tell her, and she just hums and agrees. “I need a cold shower.”

      “Yeah, you can do that all alone,” she tells me, getting up and putting my robe on again. “Can I go make some coffee?”

      “You want me to come and help you?” I ask her while I fist my cock.

      She just shakes her head. “I think I’m good.” She turns to walk out, yelling, “You want some?”

      “Yeah!” I yell back and go to the bathroom, turning on the water. By the time I walk out of the shower with a towel wrapped around my waist, I am not expecting what I see. She is sitting on the terrace in my robe that swallows her with the cuffs rolled up. Her legs crossed and peeking out, her long hair tied up on the top of her head. She sits there without a stitch of makeup, and she takes my breath away. She looks over at me, smiling, and I was wrong before. She didn’t just take my breath away; she stole my heart. At this moment, four days after she walked into my restaurant with her cute smile and sassy attitude, she creeped into me, and we both had no idea it was happening. And now, she is leaving tomorrow. I guess what they say is real—karma is a bitch.

      “I made you coffee,” she says, pointing at the cup in front of her, and I walk outside, pulling the other chair out and sitting down in front of her. “I don’t know how you take your coffee, so I brought you sugar and milk on the side.”

      I reach down and grab her foot, putting it in my lap. “Just black,” I tell her, and she picks up her own coffee that has milk in it. “Don’t make plans tonight,” I tell her.

      “Really?” she says, smiling. “Where are we going?”

      “It’s a surprise,” I tell her.

      “What do I wear?” she asks me, and I look over at her.

      “Whatever you wear, Chérie, will be fine.” I rub her foot.

      “I hate surprises,” she says. “It gives me hives.” She pretends to scratch behind her ear, and I laugh.

      “It’s a good surprise,” I tell her, and I’m about to rub my hand higher when I hear my name being shouted.

      “Alexandre!” Giselle yells. “I’m here. Please put all penises away.” She laughs and then knocks on the door when she hears Meghan laugh.

      “Bonjour Madame.” Good morning, she says, coming in and looking at us sitting outside. “You’re not ready?” She looks over at Meghan.

      “It takes me five minutes,” she says, getting up. “I honestly will be out in five minutes,” she says. “I won’t look as fabulous as you, but I’ll be ready to go,” she says, walking back inside the room. Giselle waits for her to get in the bathroom before she starts.

      “I really hope you know what you’re doing.” She looks at me. “You have never been this careless before.”

      “What am I doing that is careless?” I ask her but don’t wait for her to answer me. “I saw a beautiful woman, and I spent a couple of nights with her. She leaves tomorrow, for fuck’s sake.”

      I look at Giselle, who crosses her arms over her chest, shaking her head. “You expect me to believe that this is just a fling?” She laughs now. “You are so fucked it’s not even funny.”

      “I’m not fucked. It is what it is,” I tell her, and the words taste like acid.

      “See,” Meghan says, coming out from the bathroom wearing green shorts, rolled up at the hem and tied around the waist with a loose black camisole, her hair loose and wavy.

      “You did all that in less that five minutes?” Giselle says. “If I wasn’t here to see it, I wouldn’t believe it,” she says. “Let’s go.”

      Meghan nods at her but comes over and leans down, cupping my face in her soft hands. “Have a nice day, Chérie,” she says and then kisses me softly on the lips.

      “Bring her home by six. We have reservations at seven.” I look at Giselle, who just nods.

      I watch them both walk out and then get up, making my way inside to get dressed and finish my work before I take the night off. I grab my phone to make the most important phone call.

      “Jules,” I say into the phone when he answers, “c’est Alex.”

      “Oh merde tu m'appelles seulement quand tu as besoin de quelque chose”,” Oh, shit, he says laughing, you only call me when you need something.

      I laugh. “Et bien je vais aller droit au but.” Well then, I don't have to waste time sweet-talking you, I tell him. “J'ai besoin du restaurant ce soir?” I need the restaurant tonight.

      “Une table ou le restaurant entier?” A table or the whole restaurant? he asks, and I don’t have to answer. “merde. Je dois te laisser  j'ai des réservations à annuler.” Shit. I have to let you go. I have reservations to cancel, he says, and I laugh.

      “I owe you,” I tell him and disconnect. Getting dressed, I rush out of the apartment.

      I rush most of the morning, but stop when I get a picture of the girls from an unknown number.

      It’s Meghan, look at where your sister brought us.

      There is a picture of her and the girls sitting on a blanket, their backs to the camera with the Eiffel Tower in the background.

      Are you having fun?

      Yes. So much fun. We are going to see if we can get to the top of the Eiffel Tower. But first the love bridge.

      I send her back a thumbs-up, and she doesn’t answer me. I park my car, rushing into the restaurant we just acquired. I’m spending the whole afternoon here going over the rebuild, the menu, and the wine list. I want this restaurant to have an elegant but relaxed style.

      The designer hands me the folder that she did for the different design styles, and by the time I look down at my watch, it’s close to five thirty. I grab all the papers and head back over to the apartment. My phone beeps in my pocket, and I only take it out when I’m walking to the elevator.

      I’m back.

      I smile, thinking of her in my apartment, just lounging. When I walk into the apartment, it doesn’t surprise me that she is sitting outside. I lean on the doorjamb and watch her. Her feet kicked up on the chair I sit on and her hair tied on the top of her head, she is scrolling through her phone. She must sense me watching her because she looks up, and her face lights up with a smile. “Hey there.” She sits up, her feet falling off the chair as she crosses them, and I walk to her.

      I stop beside her chair and lean down, kissing her. “Allo, Chérie,” I say softly right before our lips touch. I kiss her forehead after and place the folder on the table, shrugging off my jacket. “How was your day?”

      She looks at me, her green eyes lighting up. “Amazing. I’m in love with your city,” she says, laughing. “What about you? Did you slay?”

      I sit back in the chair. “Yes, I just had a four-hour meeting going over the plans of the new restaurant we bought.”

      “Is that what’s in there?” She points at the folder. “May I?” she asks, and I nod. She opens the folder, checking out the pictures, spreading it out on the table. “So.” She looks up. “I’m a designer. I have my own designing house back home.” My eyes shoot up when she tells me this. “What are you looking for exactly?” she asks me.

      “I want it chic yet casual,” I tell her, and she nods her head, looking down at the pictures.

      “Do you want people to drink and leave or to stay around?” she asks something new.

      “Both,” I tell her.

      “Then this is my suggestion. You do couches, mainly small ones but comfy enough for people to call their friends and say come and meet me.” She picks up a picture of the low tables, then goes on her phone and pulls up single small seats, showing me. “These come in single and also loveseats,” she says and then grabs a picture of red drapes. “The cream color is relaxing; the red is sexy. It works more for the afternoon and night, and if you have more light during lunch, you won’t notice the red.”

      I look at her idea, and I’m blown away that she got that vision with one question. “You must be very successful,” I tell her.

      “I do okay,” she tells me. “I’ve had my company for the past five years, and it’s growing rapidly. I do a lot more online business than I do local business,” she says and hands me the phone. “This is my site.” She shows it to me, and now I can see why she’s successful. It’s clean and crisp and inviting.

      “So you work with people all over the world?” I ask her, and she nods.

      “Yes. My last project before coming here was for a loft in Italy.” She scrolls through her phone. “Here is the before and after,” she says and hands it to me.

      “Really, really good,” I tell her as I swipe through the pictures.

      “I am going to get ready,” she says, standing up beside the table. “Take a shower.” She rubs circles on my arm with her finger. “Alone.” I look up at her. “Unless you stopped at the drug store and replenished?” Dropping her phone on the table, I lean back in my chair. She grabs her shirt and lifts it over her head, leaving her in a black satin bra. Her fingers going to the string belt on her shorts, pulling one string and then letting them fall to the floor. My eyes go straight to the lace thong she is wearing. “I may be a while,” she tells me, then turns and walks to the bathroom. I watch her go, counting to ten, and then get out of my chair, grab the box in my jacket, and follow her into the shower.

      “Have I mentioned that I hate surprises?” she says, coming into the closet while I’m putting on my belt. I look up at her and stop moving. “I don’t even know if I’m dressed for the occasion.” I look at her standing there in a tight pale pink pencil skirt all the way past her knees; her white floral top is tucked into the skirt and off the shoulder just touch, the sleeves big and loose to her elbows. It screams class and sexy, and my cock wants in on it. I look at her shoes—another pair of fuck-me shoes. Her hair long and loose, exactly how I love it.

      “You look gorgeous, Chérie,” I say, proceeding to put on my brown Hermes belt. I grab my brown tan jacket and slip it on.

      “Are you going to give me a hint?” she asks when I walk to her, and she puts her hands on my chest. “Just a little one?”

      “Okay,” I say to her. “The food is French.” I wink at her when she groans. “Are you ready?”

      “I guess so.” She glares at me and walks out, grabbing her purse on the bed and waiting for me. “This sucks.” She pouts, and I laugh.

      “How does this sound? If it isn’t worth it, I’ll do all the work tonight,” I say, and now she rolls her eyes.

      “If it isn’t worth it, you’re sleeping alone tonight,” she says over her shoulder, walking to the front door. “You better hope it’s all that and a bag of french fries.”

      “That isn’t the saying,” I say, catching up to her and grabbing her hand to bring to my lips.

      “I know it’s chips, but I like french fries better,” she says and walks in the elevator once it gets there. I follow her in there, shaking my head next to her. She turns and looks at me, shrugging her shoulders. The elevator gets to the bottom floor, and she walks in front of me swinging her hips, and I do the only thing I can. I smack her ass, making her stop in her tracks.

      “If you’re not beside me when you go to sleep tonight, you’ll have trouble sitting on the plane back home,” I tell, grabbing her arm and walking to the car. I open the door for her, and she pauses right before she steps in and sits.

      “Well, now, who says that isn’t what I want anyway?” she whispers, kissing under my jaw. I slam the door once she’s inside, and then I count to ten to get control of myself. I should just cancel dinner and spend the night buried in her.
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      I focus on the beating of my heart as I see him walking to his side of the car. I have no idea where we are going or what we are doing, and I have to be honest—I don’t care as long as it’s with Alex. He could have said we were sitting on his couch eating cheese and bread, and I’d be just as happy.

      Getting ready with him in the bathroom came naturally; walking into his closet with him getting dressed felt like I’ve been doing it forever. But I haven’t. Fuck, this time last week, I had no idea who he was. By this time tomorrow, I’ll be just a memory. I blink away the sting of tears, repeating that this is only a fling. He gets in, and his smell is all around me. When he looks over at me, we both lunge for each other at the same time. His hands bury in my hair, and mine wrap around his shoulder, and when our tongues finally meet, we both moan at the same time.

      His kisses leave me breathless, they leave me wanting more, they leave me wishing I had more time. Wishing we had more time. “If we don’t leave now …” he says, softly kissing my lips. Turning, he starts the car. I look over at him, my hand reaching out to run my finger through his hair. “That isn’t helping, Meghan,” he hisses, and I laugh.

      “Fine,” I say, pulling my hand back, but he reaches out and grabs it, holding it in his lap. I turn my head to look outside and smile the whole time. I watch the world go on around us, seeing him pull up to someone standing by the street.

      He looks at me. “Let’s go,” he says, and I reach to open my door, but the man who is standing there does it instead.

      “Madame.” He smiles and holds out his hand for me, and I take it. Getting out, I see Alex standing there in his blue dress pants, crisp white dress shirt, and brown jacket.

      “What?” I whisper, looking at the Eiffel Tower right in front of us. “What?” I whisper again and look at him while he smiles at me, holding out his hand for me.

      “We should have also stipulated that if you really loved the surprise, I would get a special treat.” He leans down and kisses my neck.

      “I see some very special things happening for you tonight,” I tell him when I lean into him. We walk down the paved walkway.

      He nods at the guard who is at the closed fence “Mr. Deville,” he says, and he opens it for us.

      “Merci,” I say, following Alex as he leads me to the elevator.

      “I know that you’ve wanted to come here since you arrived,” he says when the elevator dings, and we step in. “It’s our last night together, and I couldn’t let you go home without sharing this with you,” he says, and I look outside the glass windows as we ride up to the top of the Eiffel Tower. The city with the sun setting behind it looks magical from this vantage point.

      “It’s so beautiful,” I say, looking back at him and finding him watching me.

      “It pales compared to you, Meghan,” he says softly, and the elevator door opens. He grabs my hand in his, entwining our fingers. “Surprise, Chérie,” he says, and we walk out into the room that is empty except for one table in the middle. I stop, and my mouth opens when I look around the room. Glass vases filled with water and floating candles are spread throughout the room; some are clumped together and some solo. Tall vases, small vases, round vases. Pink peony flower arrangements are scattered around the room. I do a turn of the room and see it’s a three-hundred-and-sixty-degree view of the most romantic city in the world, and I’m standing here in front of a man who has crashed into my world. I try to catch the tear that has leaked out of my eye, but I’m not as fast as Alex is. “Chérie,” he whispers, holding me close.

      “No one has ever been so thoughtful,” I tell him, blinking away the tears now. “This is so much more than I ever expected. It’s …” I look down at my hands on his chest, then up into his eyes. “Everything.”

      He leans in to kiss me, and I bask in it. I revel in it. My hands wrap around his neck, bringing him as close as he can to me. “We need a picture,” I say to him, and he just nods, taking his phone out of his pocket.

      “This way,” he says, taking my hand in his, and we walk to the edge as he holds his hand up and snaps the picture of us, our smiles filling our faces. My head next to his, my shoulder under his arm, fitting like two pieces of a puzzle.

      “Send it to me,” I tell him, and he does. “I can’t believe you rented out the whole place,” I say, and the waiter comes in wearing a tux and holding a silver tray with two glasses of champagne on it.

      “Bienvenue,” Welcome, he says, offering me a glass. I take it and then look at Alex as he grabs the other one. The waiter walks away, leaving us.

      “We need to toast to something,” I tell him, and then I laugh, holding up my glass. “To sending back that bottle of wine and making the biggest but best faux pas.” I smile when he laughs and clinks his glass on mine.

      “To your faux pas,” he says right before he takes a sip. We spend the night watching the sunset and the lights of the city come to life. We take the chairs from the table to the edge, and I sit here watching the city, watching the traffic rush by, with his arms around me and my mind almost empty.

      We don’t say anything when we walk out of the elevator and make our way back, and we don’t say anything when he parks the car and we ride the elevator up to his floor. I don’t say anything when he stands in front of me and holds my face in his palms. We don’t say anything when his thumb rubs my cheek right before he takes my lips.

      We don’t say anything when he undresses me and kisses every single square inch of me. He doesn’t say anything when he lays me down on the bed and enters me, my back arching up. He holds my hands in his, our fingers folded together, while he looks into my eyes and makes love to me. I don’t say the words screaming in my head. I don’t do anything but take what he gives me, over and over and over again. The night goes faster than any other time in my life.

      When he lies on his back, I place my head on his chest and my arm around his waist. His arm around my shoulder rubs it slowly as we both look out the window and watch the sun come up. I move on top of him this last time, sinking down on him once I put the condom on him. He wraps his one arm around my waist as he sits up. My hands go to his shoulders as I rise and fall; his hands buried in my hair. My lips right on his, and together, we move until we both let go at the same time. We sit in the same position until the alarm on my phone goes off, letting us know that I’m leaving in thirty minutes.

      “I need to get packed and shower,” I tell him, sliding off him and walking away. I exhale out of my mouth slowly, my chest heavy with an ache that I’m not sure will go away. I decide not to shower, not wanting to wash his touch away, but I wash my face in the sink. I go back into the room and see he’s not there. I walk to my luggage, folding the clothes that I wore last night. I grab my black leggings and slip them on and toss on a white T-shirt. I tie my hair up on top of my head, then I grab my black sweater out of the bag and put on my black Nikes.

      “I made you coffee,” Alex says from the doorway, dressed in shorts, handing me a cup.

      “Thank you.” I smile at him, grabbing the coffee. “The girls just got into the Uber, so they should be here in ten minutes.”

      “I could have brought you,” he says softly, going to sit on the bed.

      “I know,” I say, zipping up the luggage and pulling it up, “but the traffic coming back would be horrible, and you have to work.”

      When he nods, I put the coffee down beside the bed and walk over to him, his legs open for me to step between. My hands go to the side of his head. “Alex, I can’t really tell you how amazing this trip was.” I try to keep my voice steady. “It started really rocky, but it ended with a bang.”

      He looks up at me, his eyes clouded over with emotion, but he doesn’t say anything. I don’t give him a chance when I lean down and kiss his lips. My phone ringing tells me that the girls are downstairs. I let him grab my luggage and roll it to the elevator. He gets in with me, his hand in mine, and we get out in the lobby this time. The doorman nods at him, coming over and grabbing my luggage, and I tell him that I’m with the black car in the front. He takes my bag outside to the car as the driver gets out and pops the trunk.

      I turn and bury my face in his chest one last time, breathing him in. His hands go around my waist. “Will you call me when you get home?” he asks me. I want to tell him no, that it will be a bad idea and we should just leave it where it is, but instead, I nod. I force myself to look into his eyes one last time. “Be safe, Chérie,” he says, and I don’t talk. I can’t talk over the lump in my throat.

      I kiss his lips one last time and walk out of the door, not looking back. I get into the car, and Kate and Diana just look at me. “Don’t,” I say, and they know. I put my sunglasses on as I watch the street as we drive away from the man who has captured my heart. I don’t stop the tears this time; I just let them fall. “Better to purge them from your system, right?” I look over at Kate and Diana, who have tears for me. Kate throws her arm over my shoulder, pulling me to her.

      Everything after is a blur—getting to the airport, checking in, getting our boarding passes, and then walking through security. We walk to the gate, stopping at the little souvenir shop, and I look at the key chains, grabbing one that has the Eiffel Tower on it. I bring it to the cash register and place it on the counter. “The flight is boarding,” Kate says, coming to me, and I look down at my purse, my eyes stopping when I see Alex’s picture.

      I grab the magazine and look at it, the headlines making my heart stop.

      Quand le chat n'est pas là, les souris dansent.

      When the cat’s away, the mice will play.

      The picture in the middle of the page is Alex in the car with a beautiful blonde, her diamond ring glistening in the dark of the night. Then in a small round insert is a picture of me and Alex leaving the club on Saturday. My stomach burns when I read the caption under.

      Avec sa fiancée enceinte à Saint-Tropez en vacances, Alex sort avec une mystérieuse femme. With his pregnant fiancée away in Saint Tropez on vacation, Alex steps out with a mystery woman.

      “Oh my god,” I hear whispered from behind me. Looking over, I see Kate and Diana holding up the same magazine.

      I shake my head, never stopping when they rip it from my hands, and they get beside me, holding me up and almost carrying me to the plane to take me away from the man who not only stole my heart but shattered it.
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      I watch her walk out the door and get into the car without looking back. I stand here for what feels like forever. I should have said something, I think to myself, getting back into the elevator and going back up to the apartment.

      I walk back in, going straight for the bed. Lying down on it, I hug her pillow to my chest, turning back to look outside. Through the slightly open door, I see the table that she loved to sit at. My phone rings in the distance, and I just ignore it. I let the memories of last night run through my head like it’s on repeat.

      Her smile while she looked around the restaurant, her smile when she sat there taking pictures of all the places they walked to that day. The smile on her face when we left, and then her face when I made love to her. Her smell all around me, I close my eyes, and all I see is her. The tiredness takes over, and I fall asleep.

      “Seriously?” I hear shouted at me and then something hits my head. “I can’t fucking believe this.” I open my eyes to see Giselle ranting and pacing in front of the bed.

      “What the fuck is going on?” I ask her and then see Guy run into the room.

      “Holy shit.” He looks at me. “What the fuck are you doing?”

      I put the pillow to the side and get up, looking at the two of them. “I didn’t really sleep last night.”

      Guy looks at me with big eyes. “He doesn’t know.”

      I look from him to Giselle, who just stands there now with her arms crossed over her chest, shaking her head.

      “I don’t know what?” I ask her, and she shakes her head, pulling out her phone and handing it to me.

      I grab her phone and read the caption, and I have to sit down or else I’ll end up on my ass.  “I told you that you were being careless,” she says. “I told you that you had no idea what you were doing.”

      “How?” I ask them. I was so careful, or at least that is what I’m thinking, but if I look at it, I honestly didn’t give a shit. I just wanted her. My phone rings from my pants last night, and I get up and run to it, seeing it’s my mother.

      “Fuck, it’s Mom.” I look at Giselle and send it to voicemail.

      “Yeah, ‘cause that will make this all go away,” she says to me. “She saw it,” she says, whispering to me, and I look up, my heart now starting to pound so hard I think it’s going to come out of my chest.

      “Who?” I whisper, asking her, and then look at Guy, who just looks down at his feet.

      “Who, for fuck’s sake?”

      “Meghan,” Giselle whispers, and I think I’m going to faint.

      “No,” I whisper, shaking my head. “No.”

      “Yes. Right before she got on the plane,” Giselle says quietly, and I get up, rushing to the closet to grab clothes. “Where are you going?”

      “To Meghan,” I tell her. “I have to tell her the truth.”

      “I don’t think she wants to talk to you,” Giselle says. Guy calls her name, and she looks at him. “What?” she says, throwing up her hands in the air. “He needs to know.”

      “Know what?” I ask her.

      “She won’t talk to you,” she tells me. “She found out when she was buying a Paris key chain, and from what Kate told me, they had to help her on the plane.”

      I close my eyes; the pain in my chest comes full force, and I think I’m having a heart attack. I pick up the phone and call Meghan, and it goes straight to voicemail. I send her a text.

      Please call me when you land. I can explain.

      “I have to get to her,” I tell them. The elevator dings, and when I hear heels clicking on my floor, I look at Giselle, who looks at me with wide eyes.

      “Oh parfait mes deux enfants  sont là.” Oh good, both my kids in one place. I look over Giselle to see my mother standing there. “Ton père et ta grand-mère sont en route.”  Your father and grandmother are on their way up. “Je vais chercher le vin.” I’ll grab the wine.

      “It’s noon, Mother,” Giselle says to our mother’s retreating back, then she turns to Guy. “Well, I think now would be a great time to tell them we’re getting married.”

      I look at Guy, who looks at me. “Thanks for fucking up. Makes her marrying me an afterthought,” he says, smiling.

      We hear the ding of the elevator letting me know someone is here, and then I look up, counting to five when I really should count to ten or twenty. I walk past Giselle and Guy. “Congrats, you two,” I say and then walk into the living room. My mother is sitting on the couch, and she has brought three bottles of wine. My father is bending over and uncorking them, and my grandmother sits in the single chair.

      “Mère que voulez-vous du  blanc ou du rouge?” Mother, what would you like?  White or red? my father asks my grandmother.

      “Adalaide.”  My mother calls my grandmother by her first name. “Le blanc est ton raisin.” The white is your grape.

      “Bien alors,” Well then, she says, “Je vais boire du blanc.” I’ll take the white.

      “Okay, if we can speed this family meeting up,” I tell the room. Giselle has come in and goes to kiss my grandmother and then hugs my father. “I have to go.”

      My father hands the wine to my grandmother and then looks at me. “Well, you better cancel your plans then.”

      “No.” I shake my head, putting my hands on my hips. “Not going to happen.”

      He unfastens the button on his suit and sits down. “Alexandre, we’ve gotten about twenty calls today asking for a comment.”

      “Tell them you have no comment.” I throw my hand up, and my grandmother laughs.

      “It isn’t that easy,” she says and laughs. “You’re France’s most eligible bachelor.”

      I roll my eyes. “No, I’m not.”

      “Mon petite loup,” My little wolf, my grandmother starts. “Your grandfather had to live in the spotlight as did your own father. It’s been three generations. You don’t have a crown, but you’re royalty, and everyone wants to know who you choose as your princess.”

      “Alexandre,” my mother says, “have you seen the papers? Poor Chantal is on her way to take care of Jacqueline.” She looks at me. “She’s a mess.”

      “I can imagine, Mother,” I tell her, looking down and not making eye contact with her, “but she’ll be fine.”

      “You can’t be serious?” my mother says, and then looks at my father, who also avoids her eye contact. “She is going to have your child.” Her voice gets louder. “Are you going to walk away from your responsibilities as a father for a woman you just met?” Her voice grows a touch louder. “How can you walk away from your child?” She shouts the last word.

      “Because it isn’t my child. I’m not the father. She lied to me, to you, to Dad, to her parents, to everyone!” I roar and finally look at her, seeing her shocked expression on her face and then turning to my father, who just nods. “It’s not my child,” I whisper the words once and then twice. “It’s not my child, Mother.”

      She pffts in her chair. “You can’t be serious.”

      “I am serious, Mother,” I say this time, calmly. “I’m not the father. There is no way I could be.”

      “He’s right,” Giselle whispers from beside her, and I look at her sitting there quietly with tears running down her cheeks. This time, Guy walks over to her and sits next to her, pulling her into him. “You don’t have to do this,” he whispers to her, but she shakes her head.

      “I have to. She needs to know,” she says and turns to my mother “Five months ago, I caught her in bed with Antoine,” Giselle says. “She begged me not to tell Alex, that it was a lapse of her judgment.” She shakes her head. “But the guilt ate away at me.” She takes a deep breath. “Last month, I finally told Alex.”

      “So I confronted her,” I cut in. “I stood there in her house and asked her straight out if I was the father.” I shake my head. “She tried to deny it, tried to fight it, but the dates just didn’t add up.”

      “Oh my god,” my mother says, putting her hand to her mouth. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

      “Because she begged me not to, asked me to give her time to tell her parents,” I say to her. “I told Father.”

      “Chérie,” he says, grabbing her hand and kissing it, the softness in my mother coming out when she looks at him. “We know that you and Chantal are best friends, have been best friends since you were young, so we didn’t know how to tell you this.”

      My mother looks down and then looks up with tears running down her face. “She came to see me and told me I was going to be a grandmother.”

      “She lied, Mother,” Giselle says. “She’s a master manipulator.” My sister looks down at her own hands and then up. “Just like her mother.”

      My grandmother doesn’t say anything; she just puts her glass of wine up and says, “Hear, hear.”

      “She’s my oldest friend.” My mother tries to defend her. “She would never lie to me.”

      My father puts an arm across her shoulders and brings her closer. “Chérie.”

      “She knew,” she whispers. “She had to have known.”

      “Finally,” my grandmother says. “She’s a gold digger, and she was trying to trap Alex, and so help me god,” she says, doing the sign of the cross, “on your grandfather’s grave, I would have objected in church. He never loved her.” She reaches in her bag and takes out a folder, opening it. “This is the look of a man who loves,” she says and shows us a picture taken last night when we were walking into the Eiffel Tower. I was holding Meghan’s hand, and she was smiling looking down, and my head was turned looking at her. It was an innocent picture, but it showed everything.

      “How did you get this?” I say, taking the picture from her and looking only at Meghan.

      “I have my sources,” she says. “The question is now what?”

      “I’m going after her,” I tell them and then look at my father, who smiles at me.

      “You’re going halfway around the world for this woman you’ve known for two days?” my mother asks, shaking her head. “She probably just wants your money.”

      “Not a chance,” Giselle says. “If Meghan knew all this, there is no way she would have given him a second look.”

      My mother glares at her. “You’ve met this woman?” She shakes her head. “It’s too much.”

      “I’m getting married.” Giselle takes that moment to break the news. “I’m in love with Guy, and we’ve been together for two years.”

      “Four,” he says from beside her. “Four, ma beauté.”  My beauty, he calls her.

      “I want to be married in three months,” she says, and my mother gasps.

      “That’s nearly impossible,” she says. “I can’t plan a wedding in three months.”

      “Everything is already done,” she says, shrugging. “I was marrying him anyway, so I planned it myself. The only thing I didn’t pick is the dress. I needed my mother there and grand-mère.”

      “We need to release a statement,” my father says.

      “I don’t give a shit what you say,” I tell them and then look back down and up. “That’s not true. You tell them we broke our engagement five months ago. That you wish Jacqueline and the father of her child all the best in her future.”

      “What about the woman?” my father asks me. “Meghan,” he says her name.

      “Tell them nothing about her,” I tell him, and my mother cuts in.

      “That will just get them more curious,” she says.

      “I don’t even know if she will talk to me, let alone want to be with me. I live in Paris; she lives in Canada,” I tell them, trying to let myself down easy.

      “The heart knows no distance,” my grandmother says. “Bring her back. I want to meet her.”

      Giselle laughs. “She’s amazing, and he’s going to have to get his knees bruised to get her back here.”

      “I need the company plane,” I tell them and then turn to go pack. “I’m also taking a week off.”

      “It’s almost harvest,” my father says.

      “A week won’t kill harvest, Father,” I tell him. “It’s one week.”

      “I think I should come with you,” Giselle says. “I’ve never been, and Kate and Diana invited me.”

      “You have a wedding to plan. You aren’t going anywhere,” my mother says, and I stop listening to them to go into my room and finish packing. I pick up my phone and send her another message.

      Please, please call me.

      I see that it’s three o’clock. She’s been in the air for four hours. I take the phone and call the pilot. “I need a lift to Canada,” I tell him, and he laughs.

      “Canada?” he asks again, making sure he heard right. “I’ll fill out the manifest and get everything ready. Give me an hour and we can go.”

      “Perfect,” I tell him and go back into the room where the wedding planning has already started. “I leave in an hour.” My phone now beeps with a new message from my private secretary.

      It’s a picture of a new newspaper with Jacqueline on the cover crying.

      Je suis anéantie.

      I roll my eyes and show my father, and he just nods, taking out his own phone and calling someone. “L'envoyer,” Send it out, he says and hangs up.

      “Maybe you being gone will be a good thing till this smooths over.”

      My grandmother throws her head back. “It’s just beginning.”

      And she isn’t wrong.
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      “I’m sure it’s a mistake,” Diana says when the plane takes off and then looks at Kate. “You think Giselle would have let her brother cheat?”

      “We don’t even know them that well,” Kate says and then looks at me. “The good news in all this,” she says, and I look at her.

      “There is no good news in any of this. Nothing,” I tell her. “I fell in love with him, and he just played me.” I wipe away a tear angrily.

      “I was going to say the good news is that you looked amazing on the cover, and that,” Kate says, “I don’t think he was playing you.”

      “I don’t either,” Diana says. “Not with the way he looked at you.”

      “I can’t talk about this right now,” I say to them and look out the window at the clouds, watching them move. Last night plays through my head, looking into his eyes while he made love to me. “I would have felt it, wouldn’t I?” I turn and ask them. “If he was playing me, don’t you think my gut would have told me?”

      “When Derrick was cheating on me with someone, I had a suspicion,” Kate says. “A woman knows.”

      “I mean, not always,” Diana says. “Sometimes you’re just too swept up in the moment to think anything of it.” I don’t answer her. I just close my eyes, but it’s the wrong thing to do because all I do is see his eyes, his smile, everything replays. Everything. Sleep drags me under, and my dreams become nightmares.

      The bumping of the wheels wakes me up, and looking out the window, I see that we have just arrived. I get up as soon as the seat belt light goes off to stretch my legs and grab my phone even though I don’t switch it from airplane mode. I grab my bag and follow the girls out. It’s almost as though I’m floating outside my body while I go through the motions through customs and grab my bag.

      We walk through the parking lot. “This is not how I thought the return flight would be,” Diana says, and her phone pings ten times in a row. She grabs it out of her pocket and reads her messages while we load the car.

      I get dropped off first. “Are you sure you don’t want us coming in?” Kate asks as she helps me take the luggage out. “We can do laundry and order Chinese.”

      “No, it’s good,” I tell them both and then walk up the three steps to my front door into my little townhouse. I unlock the door and push it open, the silence greeting me. I walk in, dragging the luggage with me, and leave it by the stairs while I go into my kitchen and grab a bottle of water. I walk to the patio door and open the shades a bit to let some light in.

      Grabbing my luggage and making my way up the stairs, I walk into my bedroom and just open those shades a bit too. I turn, looking around my bedroom. It’s the first room in the house I did, and I spared no expense. It’s my own oasis, so I painted the room a crisp white. I had the base of the king-size bed specially made in a light beige material with a matching headboard. The thick white down comforter is tucked in neatly on the side. The gray and beige pillows placed neatly. I sit on the custom-made wooden bench with gray velour top. I kick off my shoes and peel myself out of my sweater, tossing it on one of the beige chairs in the corner. It was the wrong thing to do. His smell hits me right away, and the sob that I have been holding at bay finally comes out. I hold my stomach and let it out—the hurt, the heartbreak, the sadness. All of it the minute I saw his fiancée. His fiancée he’s going to marry.

      She’s going to wake up to him every single morning and share his laugh, his smile. I get up and walk to my private bathroom. I turn on the light and walk to the walk-in shower, then start the water and slowly undress. I avoid looking at myself in the mirror. I avoid thinking that once I step under that water, I will wash him away forever. I get under the rain shower, close my eyes, and take in the heat. I wash every single inch of my body slowly, wondering how to wash away all the memories. I get out of the shower and put on my plush white robe and walk into the hallway to unpack my suitcase. Separating everything, I toss my stuff in the wash.

      I walk to my office, open the door, and turn on the light. After turning on my computer on my white desk, I walk out of the room and go downstairs to start the kettle while I search the pantry for something to snack on. I grab some cookies and make tea. I grab my phone and bring it upstairs with me. Sitting at my desk, I click open my email and listen to the dinging. “One week off and I have six hundred emails,” I say out loud. I plug my phone in and begin clearing out my emails.

      After making my to-do list for tomorrow, my eyes finally start to burn, so I turn everything off, grab my phone, and make my way to bed. I toss my phone on the bed, go switch the load of clothes, and then go back to bed. I slide under my cover still in my robe and grab the remote. I check the PVR for shows when my house line rings.

      “Hello?” I answer.

      “What in the ever-loving fuck are you doing?” I hear Kate shout into the phone. “Hold on, I’m merging the call with Diana. Diana,” Kate says, and she just hums.

      “Meg,” Diana says. “Seriously, we were about to call the cops for a wellness check since I can’t move off the couch, and Kate is buried in legal notes.”

      “A wellness check? What the hell is that?” I ask them, scooting down into the bed.

      “We’ve been calling you for over three hours,” Kate says, and I hear crunching.

      I sit up and grab the phone. “I’m still on airplane mode,” I tell them and switch it online.

      The phone goes to searching for my network. “I just turned it on. I was working.”

      The sound of pinging fills the room, and I bring the phone up and my heart stops when I see the texts come in from Alex. “How does Alex know that I saw the picture?”

      “Um …” they both say at the same time.

      I open the texts, and there are four from Alex and one from Giselle. I don’t read them. Instead, I listen to Kate. “I may have texted him and told him that I hoped his balls shriveled up into tiny grapes.”

      “What?” I whisper.

      “I may have also sent him some not nice choice words. Most were the F word, but the idea in general was that he was a douchebag,” Diana says. “Oh, and I used the knife emoji.”

      “Good one,” Kate says, and I just shake my head. “What did the text say?”

      “I don’t know. I haven’t looked yet,” I tell them, and then I hear a soft knock. “Someone is at the door.” I sit up and then hear it again, a soft knocking. “Did you guys really call the cops?”

      “No,” Kate mumbles. “We were going to come ourselves.”

      I get up and walk down the stairs. “Well, someone is at the door.”

      “Answer it,” Diana says. I get to the door and open it, taking in the guy standing there. He’s leaning against the doorjamb with his head down, and then he looks up. The anguish in his eyes stops me from talking. I’m stuck to the spot, and I can’t move. I can’t do anything but blink. My hand comes down off my ear as I hear Diana and Kate shouting into the phone and disconnecting.

      “Meghan,” he finally says, his voice almost in a whisper.

      “What are you doing here?” I ask him. “How did you know where I lived?”

      “I needed to see you,” he says, standing up now, his eyes cloudy. “I have to explain.”

      I shake my head. “You have to explain?” I ask him. “What do you have to explain? You came all this way to tell me that you’re not engaged?” I ask him.

      “It isn’t what it looks like,” he tells me. “Please, can you give me five minutes to explain, and then I’ll be gone?”

      My head tells me to slam the door, to tell him to get lost, to tell him that he’s a liar, but my heart can’t close it, my heart can’t say the words. Instead, I move to the side. “You have five minutes,” I tell him, and he nods and comes in. I follow him to my living room, and he stands there looking around. He starts to pace. “I had this whole speech prepared,” he starts. “I spent the whole plane ride going over everything that I would say.” He looks at me. “But then when you opened the door, I saw your face, and everything went out the window.”

      “Alex,” I say softly, shaking my head and trying to be strong.

      “It’s not my child.” He starts there. “She was going to pretend it was to keep everyone happy but”—I shake my head—“the child isn’t mine.” He’s pacing now. “She was having an affair with her bodyguard.” He laughs sarcastically. “Guess he really took his job seriously.”

      “Alex,” I say, twisting my hands, and he puts his hand up to stop me from talking.

      “Our mothers are best friends, so I’ve known her forever. One night last year, we ran into each other in one of our restaurants. We spent the night talking, and I asked her out the next day.

      Seven months later, we were engaged.” He says the words that make my neck burn, and my stomach roil. “We were sitting down at the dinner table, and I was talking to my father when I heard someone clink their glass. When I looked over, Jacqueline was standing there with a champagne glass, and she went on to tell them we were getting married and she was carrying my child. I looked over at her, and by the time I wrapped my head around it, I was being congratulated. Something was holding me back.” He runs his hands through his hair. “Something was wrong, but I couldn’t pinpoint it.” The pain is in his face for me to see.

      I step forward to go to him, but he looks up at me. “It was Giselle who told me. She had caught Antoine and her in bed together.”

      “Oh my god,” I say softly.

      “I’m not engaged, and I’m not going to be a father,” he says. “I never lied about any of it,” he says softly. “Nothing about us was a lie or was fake or was staged. Nothing.”

      “You came all this way to tell me this?” I ask him softly, and he nods. “You could have called me.”

      “Would you have answered?” he asks, and I shake my head, making him laugh, the sound making my heart feel full again. “So I had to come all this way.”

      “How long are you here for?” I ask the dreaded question.

      “One week,” he says. “I was hoping that maybe we could spend some time together.”

      “I have to work,” I tell him.

      “What about at night?” he asks me. “We could get together at night.”

      “Where are you staying?” I ask him, my heart starting to beat faster and faster.

      “I have no idea. Giselle said she would handle it when I ran out of the apartment.” He shrugs.

      “I have an extra bedroom,” I tell him, and he looks straight at me; the butterflies start again in my stomach, my palms get sweaty, and my heart starts to race. “It’s nothing like yours.” And I can’t finish because he’s stalking to me, taking my face in his hands, and smashing my lips with his. I put my hands on top of his, and then I press into him, my hands going to his neck now as I try to get even closer to him. We kiss till we are breathless; I kiss him till he slowly lets my lips go.

      “Meghan,” he whispers, placing his forehead on mine. His arms wrap around my waist, and my hands go to his chest, feeling his heart beating. “I swear I never lied to you. I swear to you that I will never, ever lie to you.”

      I swallow down the lump forming in my throat, I swallow down all the fears I have, and I swallow down all the reasons why this will never work. I swallow it all, and instead, I whisper, “Or you can just stay in my room.” His hands drop from my waist, and he scoops me up in his arms. I put my head on his shoulder, and we don’t talk while he walks up the stairs, or when he walks into my room and smiles.

      “This is you,” he whispers, placing me on the bed. I sit down, and he stands between my legs, taking the elastic out of my hair and letting my hair fall. “I spent the past eight hours replaying every single minute we spent together. I kept thinking of the way your hair fell and how it felt like silk between my fingers,” he says, running his hands through it. “The way your eyes light up when you smile.” He rubs my cheek with his thumb. “The way your breath hitches right before I kiss you.” He holds my face again. “I replayed everything.” He leans down to kiss me. “Everything,” he whispers. Pushing me on my back, he proceeds to show me everything that he remembered.
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      I look down at her, and my heart suddenly starts beating again. For eight hours, I went over my speech, and if I’m honest, I was expecting to grovel so much I’d be lucky she’d let me sleep on the couch, let alone in her bed with her.

      “I’ll be right back,” I tell her, running back downstairs and grabbing my bag from outside on the porch. Running back upstairs, I find her standing next to her bed with one knee on the bed and her robe discarded beside it, leaving her naked. My bag drops to the side of my feet, and I walk to her, or pounce, and I don’t stop until my hands are lifting her up and throwing her onto the bed with me falling on her.

      Our hands are frenzied. I’m trying to squeeze her tits and roll her nipples, and she’s trying to rip the shirt over my head and get me naked. When she finally gets my shirt over my head, I bend down and take a nipple deep into my mouth, biting it at the end. Her back arches, and she moves her hand to my belt where she tries her best to focus on getting the button open, but I take my hand and run it down her stomach and through her slit, finding her wet. Her moaning is the last straw that makes me snap. I slide down her body, throw open her legs, and hold her thighs back as my mouth feasts on her. My tongue slides in her, and her fingers slide into my hair. She raises her hips to my mouth and presses my head more into her. My eyes look up at her while I tongue fuck her and move one of my fingers to her clit, making her jump. She tries to rotate her hips to get the friction she needs going. I laugh while I suck in her clit that she wants me so desperately to rub. I slide one finger in her, then another, and I slowly kiss my way up her stomach as my fingers continue to fuck her. Her eyes close as I slowly lick her neck all the way to her ear, sucking in her lobe.

      “So wet for me,” I tell her in a whisper. My thumb now moving up and down with my fingers. “Always ready for me,” I tell her, and she opens her eyes but then slowly closes them, not saying anything. Her hips move up and down, meeting my hand. “Fuck, you taste so good,” I tell her. She moans as my fingers start moving a touch faster. “I could eat you for days and not get enough of you.” She licks her lips, and my mouth attacks hers. She kisses me with wild abandon, taking everything from me. She deepens the kiss and sneaks her hand inside the front of my pants.

      She wraps her hand around my cock, dragging it up and down, and it’s me now who lets go of her to hiss. “Always ready for me,” she says, her voice low, and she comes to my mouth again; this time, nipping at my bottom lip. “I can’t wait for you to sit down and let me slide down your cock slowly.” I close my eyes and breathe, trying not to picture it in my mind, but I lose at it. “All the way down where you stretch me,” she says, and her hips now go faster as do my fingers. “I can hold the headboard while you watch me fuck you,” she says the last words and then moans, and I know she’s coming. Her pussy squeezes my fingers, and I fuck her faster, making her ride it out. Kissing her softly, I feel her hand going limp on me, so I get up and go to my bag.  She watches me now. Turning on her side, she holds her head up with one hand. I pull out the box of condoms that Giselle threw in the bag, taking one in my hand as I kick off my shoes and then pull down my pants. She watches all this, her eyes never leaving me. I put the condom wrapper in the corner of my mouth and peel it open. I’m about to roll it down when she sits up. “No,” she says and then gets off the bed to come to me. She grabs my hand in hers and the condom in the other and pulls me to the bed. “Sit down with your back against the headboard,” she says, and I do what I’m told. I sit with my back against her headboard and my legs stretched out in front of me. She gets back on the bed and crawls between my legs. “Before I roll this on,” she says, “I have to have a taste.” As she takes my cock into her mouth, her hair falls over her face, blocking my view. I moan and move her hair to the side so I can watch her take my cock into her mouth. My eyes never leave her mouth, and then her eyes look up at me, and she slowly pulls her mouth away.

      She places the condom on the tip of my cock and rolls it down a bit, squeezing the tip. My cock, knowing what is coming, gets even harder. She rolls it all the way down, then crawls over and puts her feet beside my hips, squatting over me. My hand automatically goes out to rub her clit. “Hmm,” she says, grabbing my cock in her hand and placing her pussy right on top of it. She moves it up and down and then slowly—so fucking slowly—she slides all the way down my cock. Her pussy grips me and holds me there for a couple of minutes, then her hips rotate. My hands go to her hips, and she reaches out and holds the headboard, lifting herself up and down on my cock. Starting ever so slow and then riding me faster and faster, she starts to pant when I put my thumb in my mouth and then bring it to her clit, pressing down on it and making circles. “Oh, god,” she moans, her head falling back, and she fucks me till she comes all over my cock.

      Her pussy convulses all over my cock. I wait for her to finish before I take over and flip her over to her back. “My turn,” I say, and I don’t let up. I fuck her harder than I’ve ever fucked anyone in my whole life. I throw her legs over my shoulders, taking her deeper and deeper. She lifts her hips, and I get so deep in her, she comes again, and this time, I follow her there. I plant myself all the way in her, and my body releases. I fall on the side of her, taking her with me. “I need a shower,” I tell her, and she just snuggles up to me. “Are you joining me, Chérie?” I ask her, and she just shakes her head. I laugh at her and get up, looking back to see her getting under her covers. I walk into her bathroom, turning on the lights and looking around. I throw the condom in the toilet and then start the water in the shower. The bathroom is all white, the only touch of colors are the silver handles on the drawers and the vase of bamboo. I take my time in the shower, letting the water wash over me and releasing the tension in my neck.

      When I walk back into the room, all the lights are off, and my girl is lying on her stomach when I get in next to her. I put my hand under my pillow, and she turns over. “Night, honey,” she says softly, coming closer to me and burying her head in my neck, my hand now coming out to bring her closer to me.

      I kiss her forehead. “Bonne nuit, Chérie,” Good night, I tell her softly. With her tucked into me, I finally give in to the sleep that has eluded me for the past two days.

      My eyes blink open, and I look up at the light coming into the room, a room I’m not familiar with. I look up at the brass chandelier, then turn to look over at Meghan’s side of the bed, but it’s empty. I sit up and see that the door is closed, and a look at my phone shows that it’s 10:30. I get up, grabbing shorts from my bag on the chair in the corner. I open the door, going out, and hear Meghan’s voice. “I think it will look perfect. Let me get a couple of samples worked up, and I’ll have that over to you either this afternoon or this evening.” I follow her voice down the hallway to her office. She’s sitting behind her desk, wearing glasses that I didn’t know she had with her hair piled on top of her head. I smile at her when she finally sees me, and a smile also fills her face. “Will do,” she tells whoever is on the phone and then places the phone down. “Good afternoon,” she says, smirking. “Sleeping beauty.”

      I walk over to her, bending down and kissing her neck. “Morning, Chérie.”

      “You want coffee?” She looks up and asks me, and I just nod. “Come on,” she says, getting up and walking down the steps, and I take in her outfit; her yoga pants mold her, and she’s wearing a huge tank top that shows the sports bra under it. She walks past the island and goes straight to the coffee machine on the counter in the corner. I follow her and press my front into her back.

      “Those pants make me want to do very dirty things to you,” I whisper in her ear, and she wiggles her ass back on my cock.

      “Go sit,” she tells me, “before you bend me over the counter and …” She looks over her shoulder. “And I don’t stop you.”

      I turn and smack her ass, walking around the island and pulling out one of the stools that she stores there. The kitchen is white with stainless steel appliances, and I’m facing a huge window with a big white sink in front of it. The cupboards are all white with squared glass doors. A vase full of dying white roses sits in the middle of the counter. I look at her, and she places an espresso cup in front of me. “Are you hungry?” she asks me, heading to her fridge. “I think I have a couple of things.” She looks, then she shakes her head, closing the fridge. “Nope, nothing.” She turns and faces me. “I have to go to the grocery store.”

      I grab my coffee. “I’ll get dressed, and we can go,” I tell her and walk back upstairs to get dressed, throwing on a T-shirt and grabbing a baseball cap and my sneakers. “Chérie!” I yell for her, and I hear her coming upstairs, and she looks at me. “Are you not changing?”

      She looks at me like I’ve grown five heads. “No,” she tells me. “It’s the grocery store.”

      “But you’re naked,” I point out.

      “I’m not naked.”

      “Chérie, cover yourself,” I tell her. “I see your stomach and bra.”

      She looks down at herself. “It’s my workout stuff.”

      “Chérie.” I look at her. “I can lend you a shirt if you want.” I reach into the bag and grab another shirt and toss it to her. She catches it by reflex. “If you bend over, I can see cleavage,” I tell her.

      “And?” she asks, folding her arms over her chest.

      “And?” I laugh, shaking my head. “It’s mine; I don’t share or like when people look at what’s mine.”

      “You did not just say that to me,” she says, and I walk to her, grabbing her neck in my hand and bringing her close to me.

      “I did just say that,” I whisper to her, leaning in, and her breath hitches like I knew it would. “And if you don’t do what I say, we will not be leaving this house for a while.” She licks her lips. “I’ve always wanted to tie you to the bed and take you over and over and over again till you see reason.” I kiss her softly. “So are you going to change?”

      “What if I want you to tie me to the bed and take me over and over again?” she whispers. “But I need to eat first, and we need groceries.”

      “So change your shirt and when we get back and I get you fed, I’ll show you what I meant.”

      “Okay,” she says, “but just for the record, nothing is wrong with my shirt.” She walks away to the closet and comes back out with a nylon Nike jacket.

      “You look much better,” I tell her, and she rolls her eyes. I follow her out of the house, getting in her Jeep. We get to the grocery store where we stock up on things she wants and things I’ve never tried. We unload all the groceries and work side by side as she makes us omelets, and after that, I drag her to bed and tie her to the bed and show her why she needs to listen to me.

      I grab a towel from the cupboard and towel dry my hair, looking over and seeing that Meghan is wrapped in a towel around her chest and combing her hair. I stand behind her and look at us in the mirror. “We need to talk,” I tell her, and I don’t know how she is going to take this talk. “I was hoping we could do it after a nice dinner, but I can’t wait any longer.”

      She stops combing her hair midway down and looks at me through the mirror. The worry sets in, and the smile and happiness she had there a minute ago is gone. “What?” she whispers.

      “Are you hungry?” I ask her, and she just shakes her head. I kiss her shoulder. “It’s nothing bad,” I tell her, but I’m lying. Everything rides on this conversation.

      We walk back into her bedroom, and she bends one leg, sitting on the bed while the other is on the floor. I sit right in front of her, tucking one of my legs under me also and take a deep breath. “You’re scaring me,” she tells me honestly, and I see the confusion on her face.

      “I want to talk about the elephant in the room,” I tell her, and she just looks at me. “Chérie, I live in Paris, and you live in Canada,” I tell her, and that is enough for her to kick off and move away from me. She now stands there, holding the towel to her chest. “Come here.”

      “No,” she snaps. “Say what you need to say, Alex.”

      “Fine,” I say, getting up now. “I want this,” I tell her, and I can honestly say my heart stops. “I want to date you and see where this thing goes.”

      “What?” she whispers.

      “This,” I say, gesturing back and forth between us. “This isn’t just a fucking fling anymore,” I say, putting my hands on my waist. “I want this all the time, but you live in Canada and I live in Paris.”

      “So?” she says, putting her hands up. “So what?”

      “So how is it going to work?” I ask her, my heart beating so fast, begging her to give us a way to make it work.

      “We sit down and go over things,” she tells me. “I open my calendar, and you open yours, and we make it happen. I can come there; you can come here.” She puts her hand on her head. “It will probably cost a fortune.”

      “Money isn’t an issue,” I tell her. I still haven’t told her about our plane.

      “I don’t want your money, Alex. I want you,” she says softly. “I don’t care that you’re loaded,” she says loudly now. “I don’t care that you’re whoever you are. I care that you make me laugh, I care that you go out of your way for me, I care that you got on a plane at the last minute and flew all the way here to tell me that I meant something. That is who I want; that is who I want to have a relationship with.”

      “Well then,” I say to her, my heart beating again. “I have my own plane.”

      She shrieks, “What?”

      “Chérie, do you know anything about the British family?”

      “Um … yeah, Prince Harry, hot AF,” she tells me, and I glare at her.

      “Well, I don’t think his girl would like that, but your guy doesn’t,” I tell her, and she comes to me, getting really close.

      “But you’re hotter,” she says and leans up and kisses under my chin, hugging me now. “So what were you saying?”

      “Well, although there is no monarchy in France, the Devilles are as close as you will get to royalty.” I look at her and see her mouth hang down.

      “Shut up,” she says, and I put my head back and belly laugh. This woman who sent back my wine and pushed me gives me everything.
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      “So you’re telling us he’s like Prince Harry, but better?” Kate says to me, sitting on the stool in the kitchen. Diana’s sitting next to her and grabs her coffee, bringing it to her mouth.

      “Do we curtsy?” she asks.

      “He isn’t royalty,” I say to them, shaking my head and then looking up when the front door opens and Alex walks in, carrying a huge bouquet of white and pink roses.

      “Ladies,” he says, nodding to them and coming around the counter. “Chérie,” he says, leaning down and kissing my lips. “What are you ladies up to?” he says while I grab the flowers and find a vase.

      “We were talking about if we need to curtsy to you or not,” Kate says. “I say no.”

      “I think you curtsy his father,” Diana says. “Definitely his grandmother, but she is so funny.” She looks over at me as I stare at her with shock. “What?”

      “How would you know?” I ask her, placing the flowers in the warm water.

      “Oh,” she says, “I was on FaceTime with Giselle.”

      “It was WhatsApp,” Kate says, “not FaceTime.”

      “Oh, yeah,” she says. “Anyway, she came in while Giselle was on the phone, and she was asking about you.”

      “What?” I say, my heart starting to beat just a touch faster. “What did she say?”

      “She asked if that was your real hair color,” Kate says, then laughs, “and if it’s your real hair.”

      I put my hands to my chest and then run it through my hair. “Why would she ask that?” I look at Alex, who shakes his head.

      “I have no idea. If you want, we can call her, and I can introduce her to you or,” he says, pulling me to his side, “you come back home with me, and we can meet her.”

      “I can’t,” I tell him. “I have three proposals to do, and you’ve distracted me this whole week.”

      “You guys are nauseating,” Kate says, and Diana nods her head. “Yup, from hot to barf in the matter of five minutes. Jesus, it really is a relationship.”

      I put my arms around his waist and laugh into his chest. We’ve spent the week just the two of us. He gets up at around four a.m. and checks in with everything at home, and then he comes back to bed and wakes me either with his mouth, his fingers, or his cock. Then we have breakfast together, and I start my day till he gets bored, which is usually an hour or so, and then he comes into my office and asks me what I’m doing.  Which ends with him buried inside me. “Okay, fine,” he says, “but you know what we agreed on.”

      “I know,” I tell him, and the girls look at me.

      “Um, what exactly is this agreement?” Kate asks.

      “We won’t go more than two weeks without seeing each other,” I tell them, and they look at each other and then look at me.

      “So every fourteen days, you get on a plane and go and see him?” they ask me, and we both shake our head.

      “It all depends what is going on. If I can’t make it, he comes here, and if he can’t make it, I go there,” I tell them.

      “The main thing is we are number one in whatever is going on,” Alex says, and I swallow down the lump in my throat.

      “But what if shit happens and your schedules get mixed up or you have emergencies?” Kate asks the questions I was too scared to ask him.

      “We’ll see when we get there,” he says, his hand squeezing my hip.

      “I think if you guys want it, you have to put in the work,” Diana says. “You both have busy lives, and you both live halfway around the world from each other,” she says, and she must see the worry on my face or the turmoil. I’ve never done this whole long-distance relationship.

      “We should get going,” Kate says, looking at Diana. “When do you leave again?” She looks at Alex.

      “Tomorrow late afternoon,” he tells her, and I walk to the door with them and hug them both goodbye. I close the door, turning and walking back into the kitchen.

      “What’s the matter?” I look up at Alex, who is standing in the middle of the kitchen, leaning back on the counter with his arms crossed over his chest.

      “Nothing,” I say, shaking my head and not making eye contact.

      “Meghan,” he says, and I look up at him. “What’s the matter?”

      I place my hands on the counter across from him and look at him. “Are we being stupid to think that this long-distance relationship is going to work?”

      “I don’t think we are,” he says. “I have never had a long-distance relationship, but I know one thing.” He walks around the counter and sits on one of the stools next to me, grabbing me and bringing me to him. I put my hands on his shoulders, looking down, “Je t’adore. La première fois que je t’ai vu... j’ai ressenti quelque chose et ce n’était pas à cause des insultes, mais parce que tu m’avais coupé le souffle.” I adore you, from the moment I first saw you there was something there and not just because you insulted me, but because you took my breath away. I smile when he corrects himself. “Okay, maybe the second time more.”

      “I’m going to miss you,” I say the truth. “It’s been two weeks in a row now.”

      “Chérie,” he says, leaning in closer to me. “I know,” he whispers.

      “It’ll go fast,” I tell him. “Plus, we can FaceTime and …” He closes the distance and kisses me softly, carrying me upstairs. We spend the rest of the night in bed, neither of us wanting to be too far away from each other.

      The next day, I sit on the bed in my yoga pants and thick sweater, my hair still wet from the shower we took an hour ago, and watch him bring his bag out and pack his things. He leaves a couple of shirts here and his baseball hat.

      He dresses in his dark blue jeans and his white simple T-shirt that molds to his body. He puts on his blue suede shoes and stands in front of the bed. “We have to go, Chérie,” he says, picking up his black leather jacket and slipping it on. I get off the bed, walking into my closet and grabbing my flip-flops. Taking my hair and braiding it on the side, I walk out, grabbing his baseball hat and putting it on. I don’t say anything to him when I walk out of the room and down the stairs. We make it out, and he puts his bag in the back seat of the Jeep.

      “What is the address?” I ask him as he gives me the address to the private airport where his plane is waiting. I drive there, dreading the next thirty-five minutes. One hand on the steering wheel, I have the other in his lap, and he plays with each of my fingers gently, rubbing my hand and bringing it to his lips. I pull into the private parking lot, parking the car and getting out with him. He grabs his bag, holding it in his left hand, and puts his right arm around me, hugging me. My left hand goes around his waist. He walks into the little office off the gate and gives them his passport.

      He signs the sign-in sheet and then nods at the man when he hands it back to him. We walk back outside in the back of the gate, and there his plane sits with the steps out and a red carpet in front of it. His pilot already in his seat doing flight checks. “Well, this is fancy.” I try to make a joke of it, but no laughter comes out after I talk.

      “Two weeks, Chérie,” he says, and I just nod. It’s the easiest thing to do. “Deux semaines,” Two weeks, he repeats.

      “Okay,” I whisper and place my head on his chest and hug him, taking in his smell.

      “Je t’adore,” I adore you, he says and kisses my head. I look up, and he takes my lips softly, his tongue coming out to meet mine. I kiss him with everything that I have, only stopping when he slowly pulls away. He kisses me softly three times and then turns to walk toward the plane. “Text me when you get home.”

      “I will,” I say, putting my hand on my lips that still tingle from his kiss. He walks on the plane, turning once more before going in and waving. I blow him a kiss and smile at him, holding the tears at bay when I turn and walk back inside the office and then to my Jeep. I sit here as I watch the plane start and make its way farther and farther away till it’s just a blip in the sky.

      I make my way home, praising myself for keeping the tears at bay, but when I open the front door and walk in to see my two best friends sitting on the couch waiting for me, I let go a touch. “We thought you might need some wine,” Kate says, holding up her wine glass.

      “And pizza,” Diana says, holding up the white pizza box. “We haven’t had a Netflix marathon in forever,” she says, and I walk in, throwing myself on the couch. Bringing out my phone, I send him a text.

      I’m home.

      He answers right away.

      Tu me manques déjà.

      I miss you already.

      I don’t answer him and just put the phone down and open the box of pizza. Grabbing a slice, I fold it and bring it to my lips. “How did this happen?” I ask while I chew and watch the television. Kate grabs the remote and turns on Netflix to flip through the new and trending.

      “How did what happen?” Diana asks.

      “How the hell did I fall for a guy who lives halfway around the world?” I ask them.

      “Well, he’s hot,” Diana starts, and then Kate puts in her point. “As fuck.”

      “Yeah,” I say, thinking of his smile and how it makes my stomach flutter.

      “He’s good in bed,” Diana says, and I look over at her in question since we haven’t had the how is he in bed talk that all girls do. “What?” she says, throwing up her hand. “Do you think you would be this invested if the sex wasn’t up to par?”

      “I wouldn’t,” Kate says. “It’d have to be off the charts the best dick I’ve ever seen, and he’d have to make me have multiple orgasms hourly.” She looks over at me. “Any of that?” she asks, raising her eyebrows. I have the sudden urge not to share anything about Alex, which is weird because we’re best friends and we’ve always spilled on our sex lives.

      “No comment,” I say, almost glaring at her.

      “Holy fuck me,” Kate says, sitting up and smiling, then laughing when she says, “Holy shit.”

      “You like really, really freaking like him,” she says, looking at Diana. “You owe me fifty bucks.”

      “You guys made bets?” I ask them, and they look at me, shrugging.

      “I was on your side,” Diana says. “You cost me fifty bucks. Why couldn’t you just give us like a little detail? Anything, even ‘he’s the biggest I’ve had’?”

      I don’t even answer her. I just eat my pizza, and they both burst out laughing. “He’s totally the biggest she’s ever had,” Kate says first.

      “He probably even gives her the multiple orgasms,” Diana says, shaking her head. “Bitch.” I don’t even look over at them. I try to hide the smile while I chew, but I can’t.

      “Okay, fine, yes to both,” I tell them, “but that’s all you’ll get out of me.” The girls turn toward each other, giving themselves high-fives. They don’t ask me any more questions, and we binge watch Stranger Things. When they finally leave, it’s almost ten o’clock, so I lock up and make my way up to bed. I grab the phone and send him a message.

      I’m off to bed. Miss you.

      I press send and undress right near the bed, then slide in naked. The phone buzzes by the bed, and I see he wants to FaceTime me. I accept, and his face fills the screen. “Chérie,” he says, and I smile as I look at him, “did you have a nice visit?”

      “How did you know?” I ask him. He shrugs his shoulders, and he smiles now.

      We talk until I can’t fight sleep any longer. “Je t’adore,” he says again right before we hang up. My dreams are filled with him. I toss and turn most of the night, reaching out and finding the other side of the bed cold.

      I roll out of bed the next day, grabbing my robe and making my way downstairs where I start the coffee. I send Alex a text, but I’m hoping he’s still asleep. My phone rings right away; I’ve come to the conclusion he isn’t a texter.

      “Bonjour, Chérie,” Good morning, he says when I grumble on the phone. “Did you sleep well?”

      “Not really,” I tell him. “I tossed and turned most of the night. What about you?”

      “I slept on the plane a bit, but it was almost morning when I arrived,” he says, yawning.

      “It’s going to be a long day for you,” I tell him and look at the clock. It’s almost three in the afternoon for him. “Do you have a long day?”

      “No,” he says. “I’m almost finished up here, and I’m going to take another walk through the vineyard, and then I’m going to go to bed early.”

      “Okay,” I tell him. “I’m making coffee, and then I have some emails that need my attention. Call me later.”

      “I will, Chérie,” he says, his voice soft. “Bisous.” Kisses, he says and hangs up.

      “Thirteen days,” I say to myself while I get my coffee ready and walk back upstairs to start the day. “We got this,” I say to myself while I turn on my computer and start my day.
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      “How much longer is this bullshit going to continue?” I ask my father. I’m sitting in the chair across from his desk in his office.

      “It’ll die down soon,” he tells me. I don’t believe it’s been three weeks since the story broke about my breakup with Jacqueline, and the press is still running pictures, trying to find out who Meghan is. I’m pissed about it, but I’m not about to give away who Meghan is. She’s mine for now, and I’m not sharing her.

      “Not soon enough,” I tell him. “I just can’t handle it anymore,” I tell my father and get up, going to the window and looking over at the vineyard. Not only am I pissed about the press, but this two weeks without seeing Meghan is not as easy as I said it would be. She gets here tomorrow night, and I swear it feels like I haven’t seen her in a month. We talk all through the day, but when I go to bed or when she goes to bed, we don’t do it together.

      “When does Meghan arrive?” my father asks me.

      “Tomorrow night,” I tell him, but what he doesn’t know is that I’m flying over to pick her up.

      “Have you told her?” he asks me, and I shake my head. “tu dois être honnête avec elle c’est la seule façon de savoir si elle est capable de gérer tout cela.” You aren't doing her any favors if you don't give it to her honestly. It is the only way you'll know if she can handle it, he tells me, and I turn around to look at him.

      “What do you want me to say to her? ‘Meghan, the French press has literally put a bounty on your head to find out who you are?’” I shake my head.

      “Yes,” he tells me. “That is exactly what you say to her.” He gets up and walks around the desk, and we are both wearing tan pants and matching shirts, except he’s with his big straw hat on. His hands dirty from the work in the field. “I know you are intrigued by this woman,” he says and sees my eyes go small, and I grind my teeth. “détends toi je ne suis pas l'ennemi.” Relax, I am not the enemy, he points out.

      “Papa, for once, I have a woman who doesn’t care that I have a private plane or what social event I’m going to take her to. She has some idea about our wealth, but I don’t think she knows what else comes with it. The pictures in the press, the speculations, the lies, the truth, everything blurred.” I bury my hands in my hair, holding my head.

      “Do you not think she is strong enough to handle it?” My father is getting to something, and he’s doing it in a roundabout way. “Do you think that if you tell her all this, she will turn and run away from you?”

      “I don’t know,” I tell him honestly. “I know she cares for me. I know that when we are together, it’s just the two of us and I’m just Alex. I need that from her. Before I show her the big picture, I need her to love just Alex.”

      He walks up to me, and his hand goes to my shoulder. “She would be lucky enough to have you however she can get you.” He takes my face in his hands. “But in order to love all of you, she has to know all of you.”

      “Je sais,” I know, I tell him. “She’s coming for a week.”

      “nous dînerons ensemble dimanche.” We will have dinner Sunday, he says, walking away. “If I can give you any advice, don’t wait much longer. There is only so long we can hold off the press.” I nod at him, and he walks out the office, and I close my eyes. My phone beeps in my pocket.

      Le vol part demain soir à trois heures. Il devrait atterrir à six heures, ce qui nous donne une heure pour faire le plein de kérosène et repartir.

      Flight is leaving tomorrow afternoon at three. It should touch down at 5 EST, which gives us an hour to refuel turn around and go back.

      D’accord.

      Perfect.

      I walk out of the office and head to my wing of the house. I’m walking up the driveway and see Giselle arrive.

      “Salut, mon frère,” Hello, my brother, she says when she gets close to me, and I bend to kiss her cheek. “You look tired.”

      “Yeah,” I answer her, and we walk into the house together. “I am. I’m just excited for Meghan to come back.”

      She claps her hands together and smiles. “I’m so excited. She said she is going to go with me next week to pick out some decorations for the wedding.”

      “You made plans with her?” I ask her, surprised. “She didn’t tell me.”

      “Alex,” she says, rolling her eyes. “Who do you think is helping me with decorations?”

      “You know that I had the company reach out to her for the new restaurant,” I tell her, and she shakes her head.

      “You didn’t tell her it’s yours?” She laughs. “I guess it’s better, since she probably wouldn’t charge you.” She walks inside to the sitting room. “She refuses to take any money for all her research and time.” I smile; that’s my girl. “So I’m having her dress custom made for the wedding. My gift to her.” I turn my head to her. “vous alliez l'amener au mariage, n'est-ce pas?” You were going to bring her to the wedding, right? she asks me and doesn’t wait for me to answer her. Connard.  ? Diana et Kate viennent aussi.” Asshole. How could you not? Diana and Kate are coming also.

      “Of course, I’m going to bring her to the wedding,” I tell her and sit down, my mind going a million miles a minute. “The press is going to be there,” I tell my sister, and she shakes her head.

      “Most likely,” she says. “They are already trying to guess who my dress designer is.”

      “It might be the first time we are in front of the press together,” I tell her.

      “And?” she asks me, and I just shake my head.

      “Nothing,” I say, smiling. “I think she’s going to be amazing. I just think she’s going to be nervous, and I don’t want her to feel like that.”

      “So take her out while she’s here so the press sees her,” she tells me. “Take her to the movie premiere next week. Tyler is doing his movie premiere in Paris because he filmed half the scenes here.” She tells me of Hollywood’s biggest name in the business, Tyler Beckett. “We could make an outing for the four of us, so it will take the stress off her a bit.”

      “Yeah, I’ll ask her tomorrow,” I tell her. “I have to tell her about the press anyway.”

      “I heard that Jacqueline is paying fifty thousand dollars for any information about her,” my sister says, leaning back in the chair. My leg shakes, and I’m about to blow out of the chair when she puts her hand up. “I’m paying eighty to keep it away from her,” she tells me with a sly smile, “but I can’t keep the press at bay for long.”

      “Thank you,” I tell her, and she just smiles at me.

      “I like the Alex that Meghan brings out,” she tells me. “He smiles, and he laughs. You didn’t do that much before.”

      I nod at her and then get up to kiss her goodbye when my phone rings, and I see it’s her. “Chérie,” I say, answering the phone “Comment s’est passée ta journée?” How was your day? I ask her.

      “Alex,” she says in her serious voice. “Funny thing just happened,” she starts, and I hear her slamming her drawers. “I just called the airline to inquire about my flight tomorrow, you know, because I didn’t get a check-in email.”

      “Okay,” I say. I know what’s coming, and I’m ready.

      “They told me that my reservations have been cancelled, and my money refunded,” she huffs out. “You wouldn’t know what that means, would you?”

      “Chérie,” I say softly. “That flight was leaving five hours after you finish work. It’s silly to waste five hours waiting for a flight when you could be halfway to see me.”

      “Alex,” she says softly now.

      “I miss you.” My voice goes softer. “So much and I can’t wait to see you,” I tell her.

      “Alex, you didn’t have to do that,” she says. “It’s too much money for nothing.” I roll my eyes; she is really going to freak out tomorrow when we get home to my chateau.

      “So,” I start talking, “the plane will be ready for you at six. Get an Uber to the airfield and check in like I did, and they will tell you where to go.”

      “I’m so excited,” she finally says. “I don’t think I’ll be able to sleep.”

      “Good news is you can sleep on the plane. You’ll arrive here at eight a.m.”

      “Yup. Tomorrow, I have to send out all my emails, and I have a couple of conference calls next week, but I can work in your office or your room, it’s fine.”

      “Whatever you need, Chérie,” I tell her. I’ll give her whatever she needs. We spend the rest of the time talking until I’m yawning and can’t hide it.

      “Go to sleep and I’ll call you tomorrow when you get up,” she tells me. “Dors bien, fais de beaux rêves” Have sweet dreams.

      I hang up the phone and fall fast asleep. The next day, I fly out of bed, and there is a spring in my step when she calls me in the morning because it’s already afternoon for me. We chat all day long, and I’m about to go stir-crazy when I finally get word that she just checked in. The door opens, and the steps fall down, and I stick my head out and see her, but she doesn’t see me. My heart stops when I watch her walking out with her head down, and she looks up and finally sees me, her bag drops to her side and she stands there, her hand covering her face.

      I walk down the steps toward her and finally get her in my arms, and she wraps her hands around my neck and buries her face in there. “Chérie,” I say softly to her, and I lift her up, her legs wrapping around my waist. She hangs onto me when I bend and pick up her bag, her face never leaving my neck, and I feel her tears. The past fourteen days have been hell. Chatting with her on the phone up to ten times a day and seeing her face in the little square on FaceTime was pure torture. But it led me to this, this right here and if I had any doubts before if it was worth it, the answer is in my arms.

      “I missed you so much,” she whispers, her grip on me not letting me go. I walk up the steps with her and nod to the pilot. He closes the door and does the cross checks when I sit on the couch with her.

      “Chérie, we have to put the seat belts on,” I tell her, and she just shakes her head.

      “I don’t want to let you go,” she says and then finally brings her face out of my neck, and I see her. Her eyes are red, her eyelashes wet, her face beautiful and all mine.

      “Chérie,” I say, rubbing her wet cheeks with my thumbs. “Je t’adore.”

      Her hands go to my face, and she holds my face in her hands. “Je t’adore,” she whispers and then leans in and kisses me ever so softly, holding her lips on mine.

      “Fasten seat belt please,” the pilot says. She lets me go and sits beside me, and I lean over and buckle her in, then myself. I put my arm around her shoulder and pull her close to me, her head on my shoulder, and then when it’s okay, she unclips her belt and climbs back onto my lap. Her eyes aren’t red anymore, her lashes now dry; gone is the sad, and in its place is the big smile I dream of every night.

      “I really missed you,” she says to me, leaning in and kissing me, and this time, I kiss her with my tongue. My hand goes up her back where I bury it in her hair, and I’m suddenly home.

      I’m suddenly able to breathe without the pressure that has been sitting on my chest for the past two weeks. “J'ai compté les minutes qui me séparaient de toi, puis les heures, les jours”Every single of hour of every single day I've waited for this right here. “De t'avoir dans mes bras, de t'avoir près de moi, d'avoir enfin les battements de nos cœurs rythmer notre vie .” To have you in my arms, to have you close to me, to finally have my heart beat at the same time as yours. I don’t let her answer because I have two weeks of kissing to make up for and only eight hours to do it.
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      The minute I saw his head pop out of that plane, the whole two weeks caught up with me. The missing him, the fact I couldn’t just lean over and kiss him during the night, that we didn’t cook together, or he didn’t wake me up with his soft butterfly kisses just all caught up with me. I buried my face in his neck, and I was never, ever coming out. Ever.

      His smell, his touch, his heart beating under my ear is everything. He kisses me slowly at first, and then once his hands go into my hair, I know it’s going to get faster, and I am not wrong. For eight hours, we lie side by side on the couch, kissing, touching, breathing each other in.

      When it is time to land, we sit up, and he buckles me in. We get off the plane and walk over to his parked car. “Where are we?” I ask, looking over at the white hangar that holds another two planes.

      “We are at my family’s private landing quarters,” he tells me, bringing my hand up to his mouth.

      “Of course, it is,” I joke with him. He can’t be serious, right? “Where are we going now? To the chateau?”

      “Yes.” He smiles at me, opening my door. “Château La Fleur.” Pushing me almost in, he kisses me. He walks over to his side of the car, starting it and taking off.

      I look outside at the vast green that surrounds us. There are so many trees, and he points to my left. “That is my vineyard,” he says, and I swear it goes on forever. We make our way on the side road that winds up and down the hills. “That is my parents’ house.” He points to a big house in the distance on the side. We turn down the road where big trees line the road, making it impossible for you to see what is behind it. We pull up to a gate, and he presses the button, and the cast iron fence opens. I look back, and it closes as soon as we are inside.

      I still can’t see anything but the trees that shade the road, but then I see some light coming onto the road, and we finally come out and the sunshine shows me his ‘chateau.’ I sit here, my mouth hanging open. There is a water fountain in the middle of the round driveway. Of course, every chateau must have the circle driveway. I look out, and the house is so big. When he comes to a stop, I see someone running over to open my door.

      “Bon matin, Madame,” Good morning, he says, putting out a hand, and I take it and he helps me out.

      Alex comes over. Merci Gaetan, Ne garez pas la voiture trop loin nous allons peut-être sortir ce soir.” Don’t park the car too far; we might be going out this evening.

      “D’accord,” he says, nodding at him and then going to the trunk to take out the bag. Alex walks forward and grabs it from him, then grabs my hand, and walks toward the door. We walk up to the doors that I see are now cast iron in front with all glass windows.

      He opens the door, and I walk in after him, and I’m pretty sure my eyes are going to come out of my sockets. The floor looks like white marble. Looking up, I see that the ceiling is painted white with gold lines, the round chandelier dropping in the middle with gold carved designs around it. I walk farther into the room and look around, and there is a balcony with a cast iron railing where you can stand and look down at the room. An archway on each side, both with gold details. A marble table sits with a silver vase of roses, and a huge mirror is on the side of the wall. A plush velvet and gold couch sits on the other side with a beautiful oil painting of flowers framed in gold. The molding around the archways looks like roses. “This is the entrance,” he says, and I side-eye him.

      In front of us is another balcony on the top, and there are two columns under the balcony archway. Inside the room is two big champagne-colored chairs with two smaller ones facing them in a deep purple velour. The glass table with gold feet sits in the middle with another vase of flowers. The back of the room has hanging curtains held open on each side.  He turns left as he walks down till we get to the opening, and I can’t move my feet. In front of me is the same cast iron on the balcony, but this time, it’s in front of a staircase. The back wall of the staircase is a painting of a balcony that has flowers all on it and trees, and it looks so real.

      He drags me inside, and we walk up the stairs, and I try not to touch anything. “That is the sitting room where my mother and sister love having tea.” He points at the room on the side that I can’t really see, but I can just fucking imagine. “Right now, I need to get you to bed,” he says, and we walk past rooms, the floor still the same marble as downstairs. The gold trim is everywhere; we walk on top of the balcony that faces the front door and then finally make it to the end of the hall where two doors are closed. He pushes the gold handles in the middle of the door open. I’m expecting his bed to be facing the door like in Paris, but I’m wrong. I walk into the room, and the walls are painted a light beige with the gold molding. A brown marble table holds a big bouquet of peonies in the middle. We walk around, and there are the pillars again and the gold archway. The little hallway has a gold chandelier hanging from it with a brown and gold hutch on the side. When I finally turn the corner and see his bedroom, I shake my head. I walk into the room and turn around in a circle while he leans on one of the pillars. The floor is a dark chestnut wood.

      A huge blue velvet chair with gold is on the side, facing the bed with a small foot stool. A blue carpet is in front of the huge ass bed. I look up at the tall ceilings that is boxed in and comes down with gold trim again. His bed has a blue headboard with a box that comes out and has blue silk drapes in front that tie on the sides. The side table is rounded with gold feet. The detailing is exquisite, but not as exquisite as the front of the bed. It has gold boxes all over it and in the middle is a crest in gold that I’ve seen all over the house. “This is where you sleep?” I ask him, and he smiles, looking down and then up again. “I don’t even want to touch anything, so how am I supposed to stay here for a week?”

      “Chérie,” he says, coming forward, and I hold up my hand, looking at the pillars to the side with three archways. Four blue velour couches all in a circle face the window outside. “Chérie, it’s me and you.” He comes to me, kissing my neck. “It’s always just me and you.”

      “But,” I say, and I’m stopped when he takes my face in his hand, and he sucks my neck. “Later,” I say softly, and he finally moves his hands over my tits and squeezes them. “Much later,” I tell him and close my eyes when he takes my T-shirt and tosses it over my head, my nipples aching to be touched. The lace cream-colored bra doesn’t hide anything. He leans down, bites it, and as soon as the sting gets to me, he sucks it deep. “Alex,” I pant out, going for his own shirt and trying to rip it over his head. My hands are all over him while he tries to unclip my bra. My fingers fumble at the button of his jeans as he starts backing me up toward the bed, and then he picks me up and tosses me on it. He unsnaps his button and brings the zipper down, his cock already bulging out of his white Boss boxers. He kicks his pants and opens the side table, taking out condoms and tossing them on the bed. He puts one knee on the bed and then kisses my bare stomach as he works his way up. “Alex,” I moan. “I need a shower,” I tell him, and his eyes look up at me while he takes a nipple in his mouth.

      “Chérie,” he says, going to the next one. “I’ve been without you for two weeks.” He brings a nipple into his mouth. “I’m fucking you now,” he says and gets up and practically rips off my pants. The lace panties don’t stand a chance, and he holds up the tattered pieces. “I owe you.” He smiles and leans to grab a condom. “Get yourself ready for me,” he says, and my hand slides into the middle of my legs. I’m already wet for him as I watch him pull his boxers down and show me his cock. He fists it, and I sit up, leaning over to lick off the pre-cum, twirling my tongue around the cock of his head. “Enough,” he says, pushing me back. “Let me see you,” he says, and I lean back down now and open my legs for him. I run my finger down and inside me, coming out and rubbing my clit in circles, “I’m going to take my time with you after. Eat you for hours,” he says, and I feel my pussy get wetter. He comes to me with his cock in the condom, and he leans down and slaps my clit with it. “Put me in you, Chérie.”

      I grab his cock in my hand and rub it from my clit to my entrance three times. He must feel the heat because I see him close his eyes each time, and finally, he takes over and plunges into me in one fast, hard thrust. I open my legs even wider, and he pulls out and wants to go slow, but the need is more than him right now. He thrusts back in even harder. His hands go on either side of my arms, and I hold his forearm in my hand and look down, watching his cock disappear in me. I put my other hand on his neck, and he leans in and sucks my neck while he fucks me. We don’t last nearly as long as we both wanted to. It’s too much, so I come with my eyes closed, and he comes when he slams into me and roars into my neck, collapsing on top of me. I take his weight and wrap my legs around him and now my arms. “I missed this,” I tell him as we both don’t move.

      I feel his hand go to my waist as he pulls us up, his cock still in me. “Shower and then we need to talk,” he says, and my heart stops and gets heavy. “Okay, maybe we talk later,” he says once he walks to the bathroom. We walk down a hallway with closed doors and full mirrors everywhere, passing all his clothes.

      “Was that your closet?” I ask of the room that is as big as my whole house, and he nods as he walks into the bathroom.

      He walks over to the marble countertop and places me on there, and he pulls out of me, turning and walking to the closed door to open it, tossing the condom. “I’ll be back,” he says and walks out, and it gives me a minute to look around. I’m sitting on the marble that faces a whole wall of mirrors in little squares. To each side of the mirrors are glass doors, and it shows me that it’s a walk-in shower with about twenty-five rain shower heads. To the left I see more freaking columns and in the corner is three steps and a round huge bathtub in the middle with a mirror in a circle surrounding the tub. I see Alex walk back in, his cock at half mast, and I look at him from head to toe. His hair looks like he’s been at war, and he has with my fingers. His chest a touch tanner than before, his tribal tattoo on full show. His arms show more muscle than before.

      “Have you been to the gym?” I ask him, laughing when he opens the glass door and presses a button and all of the shower heads slowly pour out.

      “You can say that.” He comes over and puts my hair in back of me so he can kiss my collarbone. “Every time I wanted to sink into you, I would go and take out my frustrations at the gym,” he says, kissing me softly up my neck and then down.

      “I just pleasured myself while I thought of you,” I tell him, and he stops kisses me. “I’ll try your way next time.”

      “You pleasured yourself while you thought of me?” he growls, and I roll my eyes.

      “Kind of,” I say and look away, his hand coming out to grab my chin and turn it back. “Okay fine, twice a day and more on Saturday and Sunday.”

      “Next time”—he comes closer—“you call me, and I’ll watch you.” My legs try to close so I can rub them together, but he picks me up and tosses three condoms on the seat in the corner as we walk into the shower. We stand under each of the shower heads as I tilt my head back and let the water wash over me, the temperature perfect. “Tell me,” he says, and I open my eyes to see him under his own shower head, “what would you picture?” His eyes getting hooded and going darker.

      Taking my hands, I cup my tits and play with my nipples. “I would just picture you,” I tell him. His hand goes to his cock, and he fists it, moving it slowly up and down as he watches me. “I would picture sucking your cock,” I say to him, and now I turn and walk to the bench on my side of the shower. I sit down with my back to the wall and bring one leg up, opening myself to him. “How hard it is?” I say, taking my middle finger and going through my folds till it’s buried in me, then adding another finger, bringing them back out to rub my clit. “I fuck myself, thinking it’s you,” I tell him, and his hand goes faster. “I picture you eating my pussy to start; that’s how I always start.”

      “Fuck,” he hisses, his eyes on my fingers the whole time. It doesn’t take me much longer before I come on my hands, and I watch him close his eyes as he comes with his head hanging back.
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      “Chérie!” I yell from the bedroom; she has been getting dressed for the past thirty minutes. “We are going to be late.” I walk into the closet and see her sitting on the chair, her head down.

      She looks up at me. and her eyes are red. “I don’t think I can do this,” she tells me. “I have nothing to wear.”

      “Chérie, it’s dinner with my parents,” I tell her, sitting down on the stool in front of her and taking in her outfit, her hair loose and tucked behind one ear. She is wearing a white dress with no sleeves, and it looks like it comes past her knees with tan heels.

      “Exactly,” she says and wrings her hands, the three-color gold pearl bracelet on her wrist. “What if they don’t think I’m good enough?”

      I grab her hand. “How can you say that?” I tell her and then hold her face in my hand. “It’s me who isn’t good enough for you.”

      She shakes her head. “I don’t know all the etiquettes and how to do all the fancy things.”

      I throw my head back and laugh. “There is no etiquette, and you speak French, so you’ll understand everything. I promise you that if you feel out of place or uncomfortable, just say the word and we’ll go.” I lean in and kiss her.

      “Okay,” she whispers and stands. I see her dress now; it hugs her curves, and she has a brown belt around her waist with a big flower at the side. She is stylish and elegant, and you can’t buy that.

      I hold her hand, walking out and then getting into the car. She fidgets with her hands, and when we pull into my parents’ driveway, I see her look over at me. “So your house looks like the pool house compared to this,” she says, and I laugh, grabbing her hand and kissing it.

      I get out and walk around, and she is already getting out. My fingers lock with hers as we walk into the house. I don’t even know what is going through her mind; my house is tame compared to my parents’. We walk into the sitting room and see that my parents are already in there having a drink. “Alex,” my mother says, getting up from her chair and coming to me. Meghan squeezes my hand a bit harder.

      “Maman,” I say, kissing her on the cheek. ““Je te présente Meghan.” Let me introduce you to Meghan, I say, turning to Meghan. “This is my mother, Sarah.”

      “Enchantée.” I'm so pleased to meet you, Meghan says in French, and my mother smiles.

      “Tout le plaisir est pour nous.”  The pleasure is all ours. She smiles at her and leans in to kiss her on the cheeks. “Louis,” she says to my father, “come meet Meghan.” I look over, and my father walks over, leaning in and kissing Meghan on her cheeks.

      “More beautiful than the pictures,” he says, and Meghan looks over at me. “Come sit down,” he says, pointing at the couch set that they were sitting on right in front of the fireplace.

      “Giselle and Guy should be here any minute,” my mother says, “and your grandmother is just getting changed.”

      “Oh, boy.” I hear Meghan say under her breath as I lead her to the couch. One of the maids comes over with a silver tray with glasses of white or red wine. Meghan grabs a glass of the white wine. She holds it on her lap while I take a red one, and then when I look over at her and nod, she takes a sip. Giselle runs into the room at that moment.

      “She’s here,” she says, and Meghan smiles at her. She leans over and puts down her glass of wine to get up to greet her. They hug each other. “You look amazing,” she tells Meghan, and she smiles and says the same thing back to my sister.

      “Guy,” Meghan says, going over to him and kissing him on the cheek. “So great to see you again, and I heard congratulations are in order.”

      “Oui, madame,” Yes, he says. “She finally accepted the fate that she is going to be bound to me for life.” She puts her head back and laughs.

      “cela fait tellement longtemps que que je ne vous ai pas entendu  rire.” I haven't heard this much laughter in a while, my grandmother says, coming into the room followed by Emery, her personal assistant of sorts. “Emery du vin blanc s’il vous plaît.” White wine please, she tells her, then turns back around. “Alexandre présente moi ton amour.” Alexandre, introduce me to your love, she says, smiling at me and then looking at Meghan. I walk to her, kissing her on the cheeks.

      “Grand-mère je te présente meghan, I tell her and then hold out my hand for Meghan who walks to me and takes my hand, “Meghan, ma grand-mère Mariette.”

      “c'est tellement merveilleux de vous rencontrer.” It’s so nice to meet you, Meghan says to her and leans in to kiss her cheek.

      My grandmother’s face lights up even more. “elle est tellement belle, tellement mieux que les images.” She is so beautiful, so much better than the pictures, she says, and Meghan looks at me again. “When are we eating?” my grandmother asks, walking away from us.

      “What pictures?” she asks quietly, and I grab her hand.

      “Um, I may have showed them a couple,” I tell her, and she looks at me.

      “Let’s eat,” my grandmother says and hooks her arm into Guy’s, who leads the way to the dining room. We sit at the grand table that fits twenty but all at one end. “So, tell me, Meghan,” my grandmother starts, “how long have you had your company?”

      Meghan looks at me and then at my grandmother. “For about five years,” she says as a bowl of soup is placed in front of her. “I started slowly while I was interning for a design firm.”

      “I saw some of the pictures,” my mother chimes in. “You have an eye for color and texture.”

      Meghan looks down and then up. “Thank you.”

      “I saw the plans that you are working on now,” my father says, and my head whips to Meghan, who looks confused. “La Plume blanche.”

      “Oh my god,” she says under her breath and looks at me, almost glaring. “I had no idea it was for you.”

      “It is turning out to be one of my favorites,” my mother says. “Stunning. I can’t wait.”

      Meghan doesn’t say anything; she just smiles and looks at Giselle. “I need to use the restroom.”

      “I’ll show you,” I say to her, and she gets up, putting her napkin beside her plate. We walk out, and I know she’s angry. Once we are out of the room, she turns to me, and I hold up my hands. “I can explain.”

      “Really?” she says, crossing her hands over her chest. “How are you going to explain that someone else contacted me for this project?” she asks, hissing quietly. “How are you going to explain that you lied to me?”

      “I never lied to you,” I tell her, putting my hands in my pockets. “Would you have charged me if I asked you?”

      “Of course not,” she says, throwing up her hands.

      “Exactly,” I tell her. “You are one of the best designers out there, and you would have done all of it for free.” She rolls her eyes at me and crosses her arms over her chest. “All I did was suggest you; the rest was up to the team.”

      “You still knew and didn’t tell me,” she says, and I counter.

      “There was nothing to tell,” I say and then walk to her. “There was nothing to tell because I didn’t make the decisions; my mother did and my father. And they made it without knowing it was you.”

      “But,” she says, and I hold her arms.

      “But nothing. Your work speaks for you,” I tell her. “Now let’s go back in there and finish dinner because we need to talk.”

      “You said that last night.” She comes closer to me, her hands going to my chest. “And then I put you in my mouth.” I stop her from talking.

      “We are going to talk far away from each other,” I tell her.

      “We did that in the shower,” she says, and my cock starts to get hard.

      “Fine. You’ll stay in the closet, and I’ll call you,” I tell her, and she throws her head back and laughs. We walk back in, and the rest of the night is filled with embarrassing stories of when I was younger. My mother and grandmother both hug her goodbye when we leave.

      When we walk back into the bedroom, she sits on the bed and takes off her shoes. “I love your family,” she says, and I nod at her.

      “We need to talk,” I tell her, and I see the worry in her face. I put my hand out to her, and she takes it, and I bring her to the couches.

      “Alex,” she says quietly.

      “Sit,” I tell her, and she does. I slip my jacket off and toss it in the chair. I don’t bother sitting down because I’m too nervous. “There are things that have been going on that I haven’t told you about.”

      “Okay,” she says, and I see her start to wring her hands.

      “There is no easy way to say this. There is a bounty on your head,” I say, and she looks at me in shock. “Jacqueline did not take those photos lightly.” I shake my head.

      “So she is having me killed?” she asks, shocked and almost in tears.

      I laugh. “No, Chérie,” I tell her. “She put a bounty on your head for any information about you.”

      “Oh my god,” she says, putting her hand to her mouth. “She doesn’t even know me.”

      “Exactly, which means she can’t fight what she doesn’t know,” I tell her. “So she put out that she is willing to pay for information.”

      She throws up her hands. “For what? I’m nobody.”

      I shake my head. “Giselle topped her price to keep the information away from Jacqueline.”

      Her hands go to her head. “How much is this bounty?”

      “It started at fifty, then Giselle put it to eighty, then Jacqueline found out and put it to a hundred.”

      “That’s crazy,” she says. “Let her be.”

      “Grandmother took it to two and then called all the papers herself,” I inform her, and now she flies up.

      “Your grandmother isn’t going to pay two hundred dollars to keep information about me private,” she says, and I take a deep breath and roll my lips.

      “Thousand,” I tell her.

      “Two thousand dollars?” she says, now pacing back and forth. “I have to pay her back.”

      “Chérie,” I say quietly. “It was two hundred thousand.”

      “What?” she yells, grabbing her phone and then looking at me. “What is her number?”

      “Who?” I ask.

      “Forget it. I’ll call Giselle, and she will give it to me,” she says and then tries to call, and I take the phone from her.

      “Seriously, Chérie,” I tell her. “The press, they are ruthless,” I start telling her the truth. “They will dig and dig and dig until they find something.”

      “So,” she says, “let them. I have nothing to hide. I’m a successful business owner who drinks more wine than she should. Who went to Paris on a whim because again, she drank too much wine”—I laugh at that—“and fell in love with a man.” She stops talking when she realizes what she just said. “I mean, fell in love with the city.”

      “Chérie,” I tell her for the first time, going to her.

      “I didn’t.” She starts to talk, and I put my lips on hers.

      “Je t'aime,” I love you, I tell her, “with everything that I am. I didn’t think I could love someone else so much.”

      “You don’t have to say it just because I said it,” she starts. “I was fired up; it was the heat of the moment.”

      I smile at her. “So you don’t love me?”

      “Shut up, Alex,” she says, and I laugh. “I have nothing to hide. Let them dig.”

      “They are going to follow you and always be there,” I tell her. “You didn’t sign up for this.”

      “No, I didn’t,” she says, “but unfortunately, it comes with you, and when push comes to shove, I pick you.”

      “We could beat them all and make our own statement,” I tell her. “Nothing personal. I mean, there is a movie premiere this week.”

      “Fine,” she tells me. “Let’s do that.”

      “Are you sure?” I ask her. “You can have the Alex without all this.”

      “No, I can’t,” she says, and I have to agree with her. “I might have to go shopping for an outfit. I didn’t bring anything fancy enough.”

      “Giselle can help you,” I tell her. “Tomorrow.” I pick her up. “I need to do something urgently.”

      “Really?” she says, putting her arms around me.

      “I need to show you how much I love you.” I wink at her and walk to bed, and by the time the night is over, we have come to the conclusion that we really love each other.

      I spent the days working and so did Meghan; she set up shop in one of my offices. Now five days after she arrived, we are back in Paris for the night. I’m in my closet getting ready for the big outing tonight. “Alex.” I hear her call from the bathroom. When the press got wind we were showing up at the movie premiere together, it made everything snowball into action. Ten minutes after that went out, I had designers calling me to offer to dress Meghan.

      Giselle took a hold of that and now she is in our bathroom getting “glammed.” I walk into the bathroom, and she stands there with the dress on and turns to me. “Is this okay?” I take her in, wearing the dark maroon tube dress, but it is covered up with a longer lace dress that goes to her neck. She turns around, and I see that her back is bare but covered with her hair. The dress stops mid-thigh, but the lace falls past her knee. Nude shoes finish the outfit, and her makeup is a touch more than what she usually wears. She puts her hand on her stomach. “I might be sick.”

      I walk to her; my blue suit all done, and I’m ready to go. “It’s going to be fine.” I kiss her and then hear Giselle.

      “The car is waiting,” she says, and I grab her hand and walk out to Giselle and Guy. “I knew that color would be awesome on you.”

      “You did,” Meghan says, and we walk down to our waiting car. “So I’m just going to follow.” She looks at us and then at Guy. “You look like you’re going to throw up.”

      “It’s his first time out with me since our engagement,” Giselle says, and I look at him, laughing.

      “Fuck off,” he says and grabs a water bottle, drinking it.

      “Okay, we’re here,” Giselle says and looks over at Meghan. “YOLO.” She winks, and Meghan laughs.
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      “This is it,” I say under my breath when we arrive at the movie premiere. I’m at a fucking movie premiere. What the hell has happened to me?

      I look over at Giselle, who winks at me before she reaches out and grabs Guy’s hand. “YOLO.” I shake my head and laugh with Alex next to me.

      “Amour,” he says softly. “Je t’aime.” He kisses my neck and then steps out, turning around and giving me his hand to grab. I don’t know what I’m expecting, but it isn’t what I get when I finally step out of the car. The yelling just gets louder, and the people are chanting his name as we start down the red carpet, the four of us standing together. There are so many flashes that I don’t think I can see clearly, a steel barricade keeps the press in back of the red carpet, so they are all lined up and calling his name.

      “Alex!” they scream. “Who is the woman?” He just smiles at them and brings me closer to him.

      “Vultures,” he says, and I look over and laugh at him. He lets my waist go and holds my hand as we walk down the red carpet to Tyler, the star of the show.

      “Hey, look who showed up,” Tyler says, laughing and coming over to greet Alex with a handshake. “I heard that it’s your big night, so thanks for taking all the attention off me.” He winks at him. “This your girl?” He points at me. “How the hell did you manage to get her to like you, let alone date you?”

      “It was all my charm,” Alex says. “That and she returned a bottle of my wine.”

      He throws his head back and laughs. “I like her already.” He looks at me. “I’m Tyler.”

      “Nice to meet you. I’m Meghan,” I tell him, and he just smiles at me.

      “And she isn’t French.” He laughs. “This is better than I thought. Let’s get a picture,” he says, and he puts me in the middle of him and Alex. “You son of a bitch,” Alex says. “You better get your paws off my woman.”

      Tyler shakes his head. “Jessica.” He yells down the line at a woman with brown hair and emerald green eyes who turns around to look back at who is calling her. When she sees it’s Tyler, she just turns back around. “That woman,” he says and storms toward her. She sees him and raises a microphone to her hand and turns to smile at him, asking him something.

      I turn to follow Alex when we hear a roar of people, and the cameras start going off. “Putain,” Bitch, Giselle says.

      I look down the red carpet to see a woman in a white pants suit walking and posing, but only when she turns to the side do I see her pregnant stomach. I turn to see Alex is seething, and he glares down the red carpet, and I know that the cameras are probably snapping pictures. “Amour,” I say softly to him, and he turns his eyes to me, going soft. “Je t’aime.” He reaches up, and his thumb rubs my jaw. “Also, if you kiss me in public, I’m going to kill you.”

      He throws his head back and laughs, and the next thing I know, Giselle is suddenly beside me, and I hear a French voice. “Giselle mon amie comment vas- tu?” Giselle, my friend, how are you? I turn and see Jacqueline right beside me. She leans in to kiss Giselle on the cheeks. J'ai appris la nouvelle, félicitations, tu vas te marier. il me tarde !”  I heard the fantastic news about the wedding. I can't wait. I stand here and look at her; she has a thick layer of foundation, and her fake eyelashes are so long I’m wondering how she can blink.

      “Merci,” Giselle says, playing and smiling the part. “Je n’oublierai pas de t’envoyer des photos.” I'll be sure to send you pictures.

      I look over and see that Alex is now holding his teeth together so hard, the tic in his forehead is coming out. I reach my hand out to her and see that the press is all watching this one moment, so she has no choice but to smile at me, though her eyes glare. “Je ne pense pas que nous nous soyons déjà rencontrées,  Meghan,”  I don't think we’ve ever met. I'm Meghan. I grab her hand and shake it. “Meghan Prust. Vous savez au cas où vous auriez besoin de faire des recherches.” Meghan Prust. You know, in case you need to find me or look me up. She doesn’t get a chance to say anything when we hear a couple of bells ringing, telling us that the movie will be starting soon. “We should go.” I look at Alex, who smiles at me, and Giselle, who grabs a smirking Guy by his hand. Alex doesn’t say anything to me; he just leans in and kisses me softly on the lips, then he smiles at me. I pick up my hand and wipe the lip gloss off his lips, and we walk inside the theater.

      We find our seats, which are just next to Tyler. “I heard there was a cat fight on the red carpet, and it had nothing to do with me.” Tyler leans over the woman who is Jessica.

      “For once,” she says under her breath, and he just glares at her, but she never looks his way. We take our seats, and the movie starts. I sit in the seat between Alex and Giselle, who sits next to Guy.

      I lean over midway and whisper in his ear, “I have to go pee. Is it rude?”

      Alex turns and looks at me. “It is not rude at all.”

      I get up as quietly as I can and walk toward the door. An usher is waiting, and I ask him for directions to the bathroom and walk into it. I’m washing my hands when the door opens, and I look up into the mirror and see Jacqueline walk in. “Well, well, well, if it isn’t Meghan Prust.” I shake my head and take my hands out of the water and grab some paper.

      “Well, well, well, if it isn’t the woman who is trying to find me,” I tell her, my heart beating so fast as I stand here and go toe-to-toe with this woman as I’m drying my hands.

      “You know that it’s only a matter of time before he gets bored of you?” she tells me. “He was never one to keep his attention focused for very long,” she says, looking at herself in the mirror and then turning back to me. “And when he’s done with you,” she says, “and he will be done with you, who do you think he’s going to go back to?”

      I turn to walk to the garbage to toss my paper out, my neck getting hot and my knees starting to shake. “I’m really hoping that you’re not actually waiting for him,” I say with a smile. “I mean, he could be done with me tomorrow or maybe even the next day,” I say, tilting my head. “You never know what can happen, but,” I say, laughing, “you can bet your ass he isn’t going back to a woman who cheated on him and tried to trap him with a baby that wasn’t his.” Her smile leaves her face, and it’s now filled with fury.

      “He loves me,” she shouts, and I just shrug my shoulders.

      “Maybe,” I tell her, and she smiles, “or maybe not.” I stand straight now. “There is only one sure thing today.”

      “And what is that?” she asks, folding her arms over her chest.

      “Tonight, I’m the one he’s taking home, and tomorrow, I’m the one he’s waking up to.” I shake my head. “So for now, that is all that matters.”

      I walk past her, and as soon as my hand grabs the handle, she starts. “But who is he going to go to when you’re not here?” I look over, and she smiles. I walk out and almost smash right into Alex’s chest.

      “What was taking you so long?” he asks.

      “Your ex was in the bathroom, and we were getting to know each other,” I tell him, and he looks over my shoulder as Jacqueline comes out of the bathroom. “She also informed me that when I leave, she’ll be waiting for you with open legs.”

      He doesn’t say anything; he just grabs my hand and brings it to his lips. He tries to say something, but Jessica walks out of the theater and makes her way to the side door with Tyler right behind her, trying to get her attention. “Jess,” he hisses before he follows her out.

      “Do you want to go?” Alex asks me, and I just shake my head.

      “I’m not going to let her know she gets to me,” I tell him. “Like I told her tonight, you are coming home with me.”

      “Not just tonight, Chérie,” he says, leaning in and kissing me. “Let’s go back in.”

      The rest of the night went smoothly, and we ended up going to one of the restaurants that they own, and Alex was introducing me to everyone. My phone chimed in my purse, and I took it out only to see that Kate had sent me a picture.

      The picture was of me and Alex when we arrived, and the caption was:

      Alex ne vit plus son histoire d’amour caché

      Alex no longer keeping his secret lover to himself

      You look amazing. Can’t wait to hear all the stories.

      I smile at the message and then notice my Gmail was in overdrive. I scanned the emails and most were Google alerts about me. Alex looked over my shoulder and smiled. “Well, there goes our quiet time,” he says, and I just shrugged. “Just remember that I warned you.”

      “If it means that I get to have you, then I’ll tough it out.” I meant every single word at that moment. I think you can say I was naïve about it or that I just didn’t think it would be that big of a deal. Boy, was I wrong.

      The next day, our faces were plastered on the front of every magazine, but it just wasn’t us; it was Jacqueline too. The headlines were vicious, so fucking vicious, and although I knew they were all lies, I couldn’t help but cringe.

      Briseuse de ménage

      Homewrecker

      Abandonne sa fiancée enceinte pour une prostituée trash

      Leaving his pregnant fiancée for a trashy whore

      Petite amie ou escorte payée

      Girlfriend or paid escort

      I’m sitting in the middle of the bed, and I’m going through the papers when IVC Designs, one of my biggest clients, calls me.

      “Hey Jen, how are you?” I ask, answering the phone.

      “I’m good,” she says curtly, and I know right away something is wrong. “Listen, Meghan, we had a change of heart with the design firm, and I’m sorry, but we are going to have to stop the three projects you’re working on.”

      “Oh no,” I say softly. “Is there a specific reason?” I ask her as she is usually bubbly.

      “I’m sorry, Meghan, but we don’t really want the negative press you are bringing with you,” she says, and I’m caught off guard.

      “Negative press?” I repeat the words. “You mean because of who I’m dating?”

      “Well, yes,” she says, “it’s a family-run company, and your …”

      I stop her right there. “I’m very sad that it’s come to this, and I wish you nothing but the best,” I say and then disconnect the call. The rest of the day, three more clients drop me. I start going over my waitlist, and when I call people back, only two agree to work with me. It’s nothing like what I lost, but at least, it’s something.

      I don’t bother bringing it up to him. I can see he’s already at his wit’s end with the press, and when I finally get on the plane to go home, it’s bittersweet. I hate leaving him, but I don’t know how much more I can take.
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      “I don’t know how much more of this I can take.” I slam the phone down. “It’s been ten fucking days, and the press is still all over me.”

      “It’ll pass, mon fils.” My boy, my father says to me from the doorway. “They just need something else to focus on.”

      “There was a picture of Jacqueline and me kissing on the cover of the paper today and the headline was Meghan qui?” Meghan who. “It was taken when we first started dating, and it was also her mother who took the picture.”

      Giselle, my mother, and my grandmother come into the room with their arms full of bags. “Who knew shopping could be so tiresome?” she says, collapsing on the bed.

      “The good news is I think we have a dress,” Giselle says. “I’m just waiting for them to finalize all the details I want, and then it’s done.” She sits now and looks over at me. “What’s got you in a foul mood?”

      “Fucking press won’t leave me alone,” I hiss. “I can’t fucking handle this shit.”

      “You have it easy,” Giselle says, and I look over at her confused. “At least you aren’t losing your job.”

      “What the fuck are you talking about?” I look at her, and she looks at my grandmother and then at me. “What is it?”

      “Well, you can’t quit now,” my grandmother points out.

      “Someone better start talking.” I sit down now.

      “Meghan has lost about fifteen clients since this has started,” Giselle says.

      “What?” It comes out in a whisper.

      “The day after the press finally got her name and her picture was everywhere, she had three clients pull out of projects she was doing. When she got home, slowly but surely, they started taking their business elsewhere.” Giselle looks at me, and I look at my family

      “I’m making a statement, a strong one, and I need the family’s approval,” I tell them, and they all look at me.

      “Do you love her?” my mother asks, and I nod. “Because you know this can backfire on you.”

      “I do, but I’m hoping to fuck it doesn’t,” I tell them and pick up the phone ready to make the statement that is ten days coming. Sure, we made the statement that we were together, but it just put more fuel on the already growing fire.

      “What are you going to do about Meghan?” my father asks when I finally get off the phone.

      “I’m taking off in two hours to go spend the weekend with her,” I tell them, “then I’m hoping she comes back home with me for a bit.”

      “That sounds like a good plan,” Giselle says. I get up and kiss my mother and grandmother goodbye and go home to pack a bag. I’m almost down when a message comes in.

      It’s done.

      I smile at the phone, pressing the link to the story.

      Une déclaration officielle de M. Alexandre Deville,

      J'ai toujours su que mon nom de famille et mon héritage étaient de grandes responsabilités. Un nom que je porte avec fierté et avec honneur. J’ai aussi conscience que ma notoriété ne me donne pas le droit d’avoir une vie privée. Cependant , quand c’est trop, c’est trop.

      Au cours des dix derniers jours, ma compagne et moi-même avons fait la une de tous les journaux

      Meghan Prust a eu son nom trainé dans la boue .

      Votre but est de vendre des journaux, mon but est de protéger la femme que j'aime. C'est la seule déclaration que vous obtiendrez de moi. Si ces histoires et ces mensonges se poursuivent   La famille Deville n’accordera plus d’entrevue.

      Nous voulons vivre heureux et nous vous remercions de respecter notre requète.

      Alexandre Deville

      A statement from Mr. Alexandre Deville,

      I've always known that with my family name and legacy come big responsibilities.  A name that I wear proudly and with honor. I’ve known also that regardless of how much of a private life that I want, it’s just not feasible, and I've come to terms with it.

      Over the course of the past ten days, I've been plastered all over the front of newspaper, and if this was just me, I would have nothing to say, but it’s not just me.

      Meghan Prust has been the subject of some harsh untruths. She has been judged and painted as the bag guy, and I'm here to tell you that it is very far from the truth.

      Your goal is to sell newspapers, and my goal is to protect the woman I love. This is the only statement you will get from me. Should your paper choses to publish this false allegation and lies, myself and all Deville family members will not be granting any future interviews.

      I hope that in the end you will chose to do the right thing because, at the end of the day, we are just a couple of people who fell in love.

      Alexandre Deville.

      I put the phone in my back pocket of my jeans, and I make my way over to the airport. When I call her, she seems tired, and her voice sounds defeated. I let her go so she can prepare dinner. When I finally land, a car is waiting for me and quickly takes me to her. Reaching over, I grab my bag and walk up the stairs to her house, ringing the doorbell. I hear her footsteps behind the door and then she swings it open. She stands there in front of me in cut-off jean shorts and a white long-sleeved button-down shirt tucked into the front of the jeans. The look on her face goes from shock to happy. “You’re here?” she says, throwing herself into my arms. I wrap one arm around her waist as I carry her inside. I kick the door closed with my foot and drop my bag. “I can’t believe you’re here,” she says, looking at me.

      Carrying her to the couch, I sit down with her on me. “We have some things to discuss, Chérie,” I inform her. “But first, I’m going to kiss you.” She smiles and leans in kisses me on the lips. I lick out, and her tongue invades my mouth. When I finally let her go, she remains on my lap.

      “I’m so happy you’re here,” she says, and I see finally that she has little circles under her eyes.

      “Why didn’t you tell me?” I ask her, not beating around the bush. She looks down and then up again.

      “There was no need to,” she tells me. “There was nothing you could do to help, so I didn’t see the reason to.”

      “But it was my fault.” Her fingers cover my mouth, stopping me from talking.

      “Nothing that happened was your fault.” She takes her hands away. “Nothing.”

      “But it was my fault. It was all my fault.” I shake my head.

      “Were you the one who called the press and made them run those stories?” I shake my head. “Then it isn’t your fault.”

      “Tell me everything,” I ask her.

      She shrugs her shoulders and tries to stay strong when she talks. “No one wants to be associated with bad press, even if it’s all lies.”

      “I put out a statement yesterday,” I tell her. “The Deville family will no longer deal with newspapers who print anything about you.”

      “You guys don’t have to do that. It’ll blow over,” she tells me. “It’ll be old news one day.”

      “It’s been ten fucking days,” I say, raising my voice. “It’s enough.”

      She cups my face with both her hands. “It’ll blow over,” she says softly. “Eventually, it will all blow over, and this will be a funny story.”

      “Nothing about your pain and hurt is funny, amour.” My hands rub up and down on her legs. “This whole thing has been crucial to us, to your business.”

      “This has not touched us.” Coming in, she kisses me. “This has, if anything, brought us closer.”

      “But all your hard work …” I take a deep breath.

      “All my hard work will pay off eventually,” she tells me. “This is just a little hiccup.” She looks down and then up. “I mean, if anything, I might have a bit more free time. You know”—she shrugs—“to maybe take a little vacation.”

      “You’re coming home with me,” I tell her, not even asking. “I also want to talk about this two week thing.” Looking into her eyes, I watch her, touching her. “It’s too long.”

      “Are you telling me or asking me?” She laughs. “Because it sounded like a question, but then it was you telling me that I’m going home with you.”

      “How do I need to answer to make sure you come home with me?” I kiss her. “We leave Sunday morning at nine.”

      “Fine,” she says breathlessly, leaning over and kissing me. I get up and take her upstairs, and we spend the rest of the night in bed, both of us trying to make up for lost time.

      “The girls are going to be here at six,” Meghan shouts from the closet as she gets dressed the day after I got back to her house. I’m standing at the sink brushing my teeth, and I couldn’t feel any more content in my life. This morning when we were sitting down having breakfast, I got an email showing me the front pages of the tabloids, and we weren’t on any of them.

      “I think I’m going to go and get some groceries,” Meghan says, coming into the bathroom dressed in another pair of cut-off shorts, a long-sleeved baggy white sweater with black stripes that has a big neck line and shows the lace of her bra under.

      “You better get dressed then,” I tell her as I rinse my mouth, and she crosses her arms over her chest.

      “I am dressed.” Her glare isn’t so harsh.

      “Well, then make a list, and I’ll go and get the stuff because you have too much skin showing.” I walk to her with a smirk, leaning and kissing her bare shoulder. I walk into the closet that has a couple of my things hanging in there. I grab the jeans and go to the shelf that holds my shirts.

      “I’m not changing.” I turn to look at her. “There is nothing wrong with what I’m wearing.”

      “Then why are the pockets of your shorts sticking out at the bottom?” I question her.

      “It’s the style.” Her hands fly up. “I’m coming with you.”

      “I’m okay with that.” Smiling, I get my running shoes on.

      “I don’t get it,” she says, putting her own flip-flops on. “I can’t go out dressed like this alone, but it’s okay if you’re there?”

      “Yup.” I smirk, walking to the chair where my baseball hat is. “If I’m there, then no one is going to look twice at you because you’re with your man.” She rolls her eyes at me, and we go to the grocery store. I walk by her the whole time, my arm draped over her shoulder.

      I don’t give her a chance to put away anything once we get inside the house. Instead, I take her against the wall at the front door. I kiss her neck, then carry her upstairs and into the shower right after we calm our breathing. Today is just the two of us lounging on the couch, with her head in my lap, her Kindle in her hand as she reads, and my feet outstretched while I watch a movie.

      “We should make a rule,” Meghan says while she peels the potatoes for dinner. “That we cook with each other at least twice a week.”

      “I like that rule,” I tell her from my stool where I’m trying to peel carrots. At this point, I will agree to whatever she wants as long as she’s there when I wake up and when I go to bed. Fuck, I’ll take whatever she wants to give me.

      The doorbell rings once, and then the door opens. “Put all naughty parts away; you have company,” I hear Diana shout with Kate laughing behind her.

      “I really hope they haven’t had sex in the kitchen where my food is being prepared,” she says to Diana. “We should have insisted on ordering pizza.”

      “It’s not that bad. I’m sure Meg Lysols after,” Diana says. “I mean, who can have coffee with ass prints on the counter? NO ONE.” I laugh to myself as they have the conversation walking into the kitchen.

      “Did you guys have sex on that island?” Kate asks, and I look over at her. She’s looking at Meghan.

      “Nope,” she says with a smile, taking her glass of wine and bringing it to her lips. “Not today anyway,” she adds, laughing while she drinks.

      “Thank fuck,” Diana says, going to the stool next to me and sitting down.

      “But I wouldn’t sit on that stool,” Meghan teases her with a wink, and she flies off of it, looking back at it.

      “Kate, do you see any ass prints?” she asks Kate, who is going to the cupboard and grabbing a wine glass. “I think I see ball prints,” she says and gags.

      Kate pours herself a glass of white and then picks up the bottle. “This is very good, Mr. Deville.”

      “Seriously,” Diana shouts. “Did you guys bang on the stool?” We all laugh at her, and she glares while she fills up her own wine glass. “It’s a good thing you have a vineyard, or I would have my doubts about letting Meghan move in with you.”

      “I’m not moving in with him,” Meghan says. “I come back, don’t I?”

      “Okay, so I have a little bit of a dilemma,” Kate says. “My landlord is evicting me.”

      “What?” Diana and Meghan both say at the same time.

      “His son is getting married, and the asshole is giving him my condo as a fucking wedding present,” she says.

      “That’s horrible,” Diana says. “You can always crash with me.”

      “That’s silly; I have three bedrooms. Why don’t you just come here?” Meghan says to her. “You can look after the house when I leave.”

      “Are you sure?” Kate says. “I promise to wear ear plugs when Alex visits.”

      I shake my head as the two of them hash out the plans for Kate to move in. Dinner goes off without a hitch, and the girls drink too much wine and laugh at everything. I kiss Meghan’s neck and walk up to bed while she hangs out with her girls. The next day when we walk on the plane, I notice that her bag is a bit bigger than last time. I smile to myself, thinking of the ways I kept throwing things on the pile of clothes she set up to bring. I have her for two weeks, and hopefully, I can have her for longer.

      The two weeks fly by with us both working during the day and then meeting up for dinner. Three nights a week, we have our side-by-side cooking meals. We send each other different recipes we would love to try. Mostly, they are edible, but some, on the other hand, are not so much. The only thing that matters is that at night, she slides into bed with me. The press has caught us out a couple of times, and the pictures have often ended up on the front page, but the headlines are tame.

      For the next two months, we spend maybe a week apart at most. She has started staying over here longer and longer; my things slowly but surely becoming our things. Pictures of us are placed around the house now, at the door, in the kitchen, in the living room, by our bed. In my parents’ house. It’s like she was always here. Except when she leaves, I hate it; the knot in my stomach always forms in the morning when I know she won’t be in bed with me that night.

      “I’ll be back on Wednesday night,” she tells me when she kisses me right before she gets back on the plane. “It’ll go quickly. It’s five days.”

      “I know.” I pout like a child. “But I hate this.”

      “Alex,” she says, and I shake my head.

      “Move in with me.” I blurt out what I’ve been trying to ask her for two weeks yet always stopped short. “Move in with me and start a life here.”

      “Alex,” she says, “we’ve only known each other a couple of months.”

      “And?” I counter. “Is there some written protocol of living with your boyfriend?”

      “No.” She shakes her head.

      “Answer this question. If I lived in Toronto, would I be going home every night?” I look at her. “We would be in each other’s bed no matter where we were, so what’s the difference?”

      “The difference is that I’m not just moving in with you. I’m leaving my family and friends behind. I’m picking up and moving to another country.”

      “You could go back anytime you want,” I tell her, “and they could come here and visit whenever they want. Kate and Diana have already been here four times in the past two months.”

      “When you come back this time, I want it to be permanent,” I tell her. “I want your address to be mine.”

      She shakes her head at me. “Your sister is getting married next week. Can we talk about this after the fact?” I nod and kiss her lips, and she walks onto the plane. That night, I toss and turn, and the next day, I’m no happier. The cranky just comes over me.  By the second day, I’m at my wit’s end. I finally fall asleep, and when I feel the covers move, I look over to see Meghan sliding in with me. “I’m home,” she says and comes to me, and we don’t talk at all while I make love to her or when we fall asleep in each other’s arms. Home, she’s home.
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        Meghan

      

      

      “You look absolutely stunning,” I say to Giselle as she stands in front of us in her wedding dress, looking at herself in the mirror. Her face lights up in a huge smile. Her blond hair is tied at the bottom of her neck, and her diamond earrings are the only jewelery she wears.

      Her dress is a light blush pink, the front high to her neck with little handmade silk flowers all over the dress. It’s tight at the waist, and the tulle just fills the bottom. There are layers and layers of tulle with the flowers scattered on them. It’s soft, it’s romantic, and it’s so her. The back has sheer material, with buttons going all the way down the sheer material. Her arms sheer with the flowers all over them, spreading to the back as if the vine is spreading. A little touch to her family’s vineyard. “I’m marrying the man of my dreams,” she says and turns around to look at the five of us in the room. Her mother and grandmother both stand together, holding each other up as they try not to cry but fail miserably.

      “You look like a fairy princess,” I tell her with a smile, trying not to cry myself. Kate leans over and puts her arms around me.

      The three of us got dressed together this morning. My dress was delivered to me ten minutes before I put it on, a gift from Giselle with a request.

      I know we barely know each other, and when you stand at the altar to marry the man of your dreams, you always imagine your best friend standing next to you. He’s my best friend, so he’ll be standing next to me, but you’ve slowly become one of my favorite people in the world, and I don’t think I could have done any of this without you. So please accept this dress as a thank you in the hopes you will stand with me today.

      I looked over at Diana, who was stepping into her own purple silk full length gown, high in the front and sweeping open back. Her hair also tied up in a bun. Kate turned and asked Diana to zip her up. Her full-length black gown was stunning; its neck went low in the front, showing just a touch, and the gold belt made the dress. The bottom just flowed down, and when she walked, you saw that it had a slit in it. Her hair the only one that is down and loose.

      I unzip the garment bag, and I gasp at what is inside it. I take it out, and Diana and Kate come over to get me into it. The zip up the cream-coloured dress with a sweetheart neckline. A band of dark silver beading at the waist. It goes tight all the way to the floor, and turning, I see that there is a little train. I pick up the pieces that makes this dress so stunning and put it around my shoulder where it wraps and ties in the back all the way down the back with tiny pearl buttons. The wrap is sheer at the top, showing my neckline, but then the beading starts. The same color beading as the belt, it looks like interweaving vines.

      “We need a picture,” Kate says, and I nod, going to grab Giselle’s veil. She sits down, so I can tuck it in. The family tiara is added, and Adalaide comes over and brings it over her face.

      We start taking photos and then the knock on the door tells us it’s time to go. We make our way outside; she is getting married at her parents’ estate. In the backyard, on her parents’ balcony with the chandelier lit up and flowers weaving around the columns that enclose them.

      Her mother walks down the aisle with her grandmother, and once they are seated, Giselle, her father, and I take our place in the carriage with two white horses. I get out first and then turn to help her step down from the carriage. Once she is out, I turn to walk down the red carpet, leading to where Guy is. Alex stands next to him in a fit to measure black tux. His hair back, his dark blue eyes watch me the whole time. I walk up the steps and look down the aisle to see Giselle making her way. I stand by her while she says her vows to the man she loves, and I lock eyes with the man who I met on a fluke one crazy day in Paris.

      When they are finally announced husband and wife, he grabs her face and kisses her, whispering that he loves her. They walk down the steps, and I finally get my hands on my man. He leans over and kisses me before I put my arm in his, and we walk down the aisle.

      We spend hours or what feels like days taking pictures in the garden and then make our way inside to their grand ballroom. Walking up the stairs, we hear violins playing when we finally walk into the room where the tables are all lined up around the room in a perfect U. The head table faces the guests. The tables have flowers in the middle of them, the finest china and crystal are all ready to be eaten on. Each chair looks as though it’s been painted gold, which matches the walls. “How many people are here?” Kate says to me, holding her glass of champagne.

      “Last head count was three hundred and fifty,” I say, looking around the room and finding Alex talking to someone. “She capped it at three fifty.”

      “When you get married, I think you have to have double this because you’re kind of marrying the prince,” Diana says, and I shake my head.

      “We just moved in with each other,” I tell them, thinking back to being home without him and being miserable. Nothing was keeping me home, so I got on the phone with Giselle, and she made it happen. I got into bed with him that night and told him I was home. He didn’t ask questions, and we didn’t talk about it. My stuff was now all hanging with his. Even though his side was still much bigger than mine, it was ours. “We can slow down on the whole marriage thing.”

      The lights flickered, and we knew it was time to get seated, so I walked over to Alex who took my hand in his. “Amour,” he says, bringing my hand up to his lips. “We should sit.”

      I let him lead me to the table, and we sit and listen to toast after toast and danced till our feet hurt, drinking and laughing. Kate, Diana, Giselle, and I just didn’t want the night to end, even when the sun started coming up. I looked over at the guys who were sitting together. Guy with his jacket now off, talking to his two other friends, and Alex who also had his jacket and tie off. He got up and made his way to me. “Aren’t you tired yet?” he asks me, wrapping his arm around my waist. I got on my tippy toes, my shoes long gone off in a corner somewhere. “I want to take you to bed.”

      “Do you now?” I ask him, and he just nodded. I looked over at the girls.

      Giselle had just picked up her dress in her hands and walked over to her husband. “Emmène-moi au lit.”  Take me to bed, she told him, and Guy nodded, got up, and picked her up in his arms to walk out but turned right before he walked out of the room.

      “Je vais au lit avec ma femme.” I’m taking my wife to bed, he said with a huge smile. After that, the party was over. I walked through the corridor of the castle, holding my shoes and wrap in one hand and Alex’s in the other. We walk into his childhood room, and I put my shoes down by the door.

      “It was so beautiful.” I look over at him, and he just watches me. “What?”

      “I kept imagining what our wedding would be like,” he says, and I put my hand on my stomach. “I kept wondering would she wear a white dress? Would she wear the family tiara?”

      “Alex,” I whisper so low you can’t really hear it.

      “Will she want a big wedding? Will she be okay with the press being there?” He kept going on, coming to me and kissing my collarbone. “Will she say her own vows, or will we go traditional?” His kissing continues on my shoulder. “I’ve never wondered that before.” My heart starts to pick up speed, and my stomach gets tight. “Jusqu’à aujourd’hui , je n’ai jamais pu m’imaginer à quoi ressemblerait ma femme. Cependant aujourd’hui, j’ai eu une révélation ... cela a toujours été toi , dans mon cœur , dans ma tête. Voir nos amis célébrer notre union ne fait que confirmer que cela a toujours été toi.”

      I never could picture what my wife would look like, but today, with everyone there celebrating, I finally had a picture in my head, and it was you.

      “Amour,” I say to him, but he just continues to talk.

      “Nous nous connaissons depuis trois mois et ce que je ressens pour toi est plus grand que tout ce que j'ai pu ressentir jusqu'à présent ... Je voulais que tu saches que je suis profondément amoureux de toi. Je suis amoureux de ton sourire et même quand tu te fâches et que tu me dis d’aller me faire foutre JE T’AIME. Le bonheur est dans chacun de tes sourires, chacun de tes regards, chacune de tes paroles.”

      We've known each other for three and a half months, and I fall in love with you more and more everyday. Your laugh, your smile, even when you get angry and tell me to fuck off. I don't know what tomorrow will bring, I don't know anything, but one thing I do know is that wherever this life leads me, I can't do it without you at my side.

      “I love you,” I tell him, and he just smirks at me.

      “Je t’aime aussi chérie.” he says and takes me to bed and makes love to me. Our legs entwine together as I fall asleep with his heart beating under my ear. I don’t know when it happened or how it happened, but it was the first time I felt our hearts beat together, united and as one.

      Who would have thought that our little faux pas in that restaurant would lead to the greatest love of my life?

      And as someone in the same castle as us sits in her chair with a big grin on her face, she closes the latest newspaper in her hand and puts it on the bed. Where her granddaughter graces the cover in her official wedding portrait. The caption big,

      Le mariage de l'année,

      The wedding of the year.

      Everyone looking at the paper would not even look at the little picture in the corner. The picture of a newborn baby,

      Jacquline vient d’accoucher, mais la question est de savoir qui est le père? Selon les rumeurs, il y aurait cinq pères potentiels!

      Jacqueline finally gave birth, but the question is who is the father? From what we heard, it could be five men. someone sure has been busy.
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      “Chérie,” I yell, slamming the door and walking into the house. “I’m home.” I kick off my shoes at the door and walk into the house. My wife runs to the railing, her hair piled on the top of her head; she’s wearing black tights and a plaid shirt buttoned up.

      “If you wake her,” she hisses, “I will kill you.” She turns and walks away. I walk up the stairs toward our bedroom.

      Yes, you read that right. My wife. Eighteen months to the day when she stormed out of my restaurant looking for a cab, I brought her back to the scene of the crime. But this time, it was much different. The rude waiter wasn’t there; in fact, no one was there but her and me. And in the end, I asked her to marry me down on one knee. She rushed into my arms, not giving me a chance to finish, and seven months later, we were married. With Nicole, our niece, leading the way down the aisle, I waited for her.

      I stood in the front of the altar, the time ticking by like a snail in a marathon. I couldn’t breathe, the tux suddenly too tight for me. “I hope she’s okay,” I said to Guy, who stood by my side while Kate, Giselle, and Diana all walked down the aisle together. Meghan refused to choose just one, and they didn’t care either way.

      She walked down the aisle on the arm of her father, wearing the most beautiful dress I’ve ever seen. A veil covered her face, and she was wearing the family tiara as she walked up to me like an angel sent from heaven. She wiped away my tears. In the end, we said traditional vows, but in private, we said our true vows. I kissed her that day, and the love I had for her intensified to something I couldn’t even describe.

      Walking down the aisle with her was everything and having her by my side completed me, but nothing could have prepared me for when she told me “we” were pregnant. I watched her body go from perfect to incredible. I watch her body become fuller, her breasts a touch bigger, as her body swell with our child. I held our child in my hands every night when we went to bed, and she kicked me even then. Isabella Deville came into the world screaming.

      But seeing her in so much pain when she gave birth to my child made me vow never to do that to her again. Of course, it was a vow I had to rescind on, and three years later, she gave birth to Madeline. I walked to the kitchen where I knew they would be.

      “Papa,” Isabella screeched, throwing her hands in the air and making Madeline cry out in fright. I looked over at my wife who walked to the bouncy chair, bending down and picking our three-day-old baby up. “Regarde ce que j'ai fait, des cookies”Look at what I made. Cookies. She shows me the plate of chocolate chip cookies that she baked with Meghan.

      “ça sent si bon, j'ai hâte d'en manger un.” It smells so good, I can't wait to eat one, I tell her, and then she sticks her finger in the air.

      “Pas avant de manger, après.” Not before we eat. Only after, she says, getting off the stool and running over to me, jumping into my arms.

      “Isabella, go wash your hands, please. Supper is almost ready,” Meghan says to her in English. We knew that it was important for the girls to learn English just as much as French, so I speak to her in French and Meghan in English. She sits down at the table and opens her shirt, Madeline searching for her meal.

      “Chérie, did you cook all day?” I looked at her. “You just gave birth.”

      “I know that,” she says, rubbing her finger down Madeline’s cheek. “Why do the girls have nothing of mine?”

      I walk over to them, kissing my wife first and then my daughter. “They have your blood, and with my luck, they will have your sass also.” She smiles at me.

      I get up and go to the oven to take out the lasagna that I know she made. “Tomorrow, I’m getting Sylvie to come in and help with the cooking,” I tell her, and she looks at me while she changes Madeline from one breast to the other.

      “But,” she says, and I put up my hand.

      “Chérie, I’m not saying let them come in and raise the girls. I’m saying let them come in and help make the meals, so you can spend more time healing and playing with the kids.” When in doubt, always go with the kids. She leans back in the chair, cradling Madeline. “We need a healthy mommy, not a sick one.”

      “Very smooth, Mr. Deville,” she says to me, and I smile.

      “Anytime, Madame Deville.” I kiss her, and we have dinner as a family with the four of us. A little faux pas turned into my happily ever after.

      
        
        The End

        La fin
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        Behind the lights, camera, and action, Hollywood is really all about lies, love, and seduction. Are you ready for Hollywood Royalty?
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        Jessica

        An entertainment journalist was the last thing I thought I would be doing.

        I thought once I got my degree, I would be reporting on stories that made a difference, but now all I do is report on who broke up with who and who is dating who.

        I was over it.

        Then I got my next assignment. 

         

        He’s Hollywood’s bad boy.

        He works hard, and he plays even harder.

        He’s rude, he’s condescending, and he’s made it known he doesn’t want me on the tour.

         

        With one month on the road with him, two things might happen

        One, I may never work in this industry again.

        Two, I may just be like everyone else and fall for Hollywood’s Playboy.

      

        

      
        Here is the first sneak peek.

      

      

      Jessica

      Breaking News: Tyler Beckett is ready to take on the press. Sources say no expense will be spared and the press will be handpicked. The question is, who will be the lucky ones?

      “Knock, knock, knock,” I say, knocking on the big brown door to my editor Stephanie’s office. She is looking at something on her computer screen but looks up and takes off her glasses when she sees me. Her white button-down silk shirt tied at the neck in a bow.

      “Hey, Jessica,” she says, smiling at me. “Come in.” She motions with her hand for me to enter, causing her gold and silver bangles to clink.

      “You said to come see you before I head out for the day,” I say as I walk into her corner office with the view of the Hollywood sign.

      When I walked into this office seven years ago, it was supposed to be temporary to get some experience under my belt. I busted my ass in high school and had my Master’s in foreign communications by the time I was twenty-two. I planned to travel the world and write stories about subjects people didn’t hear about. I couldn’t wait to see my name on articles that made a difference in the world.

      But here it was, seven years later, and I was still getting the Hollywood scoop that people craved. I wasn’t good at my job; I was the best. I had every single photographer’s number stored by heart. If something happened in this town, I was called for first dibs.

      “Yes,” she answers, “please sit.” She points at the chairs in front of her desk. My long flowing black skirt moves between my legs as I walk over and take a seat in one chair, crossing my legs as I wait for her to talk. “I got a call today from Hill Crest.”

      “What now?” I ask of one of the biggest production companies out there. Fifteen years ago, they produced one indie film that blew up and won seventeen Academy awards. If you want a movie made and they are backing you, it means success even if it’s shit. And trust me, there have been some shit ones.

      “I’ll cut right to the chase,” she says, getting up and walking to the window in the corner with her back to me. “Tyler Beckett’s new film.”

      “Adrenaline Run?” I ask, thinking of the big box office hit or at least that is the word on the street. “I’ve seen some of the trailers and I’m not going to lie. No matter how much I want to hate the movie just because of Tyler, it looks like a good one.”

      “Yes,” she says, turning around. “Hill Crest is going all out for this film and putting together a press junket.”

      “That isn’t something new.” I stand and walk over next to her at the window.

      “No, it’s not,” she says and then turns to me, “but it isn’t going to be your ordinary hotel junket.”

      “Well, then what are they doing?” I ask her, crossing my arms over my chest. “Knowing Tyler Beckett, it will no doubt be a spectacle.”

      “You can say that.” She turns and walks back to her chair. “Something no one has seen before.”

      “Oh for fuck’s sake, he’s so irritating,” I say, looking back at her, and she just stares at me. I can’t tell you why I feel like this when it comes to Tyler, but I just do. I don’t know if it’s because he is always one step ahead of me when I have a scoop. It’s like he knows I’m going to blow the lid on him and releases a statement on his own. He is known to play hard. Three years ago, I got an exclusive video of him and a certain woman—a married woman, no doubt—who was his best friend’s wife. On a yacht somewhere in the middle of Italy, the hour before the story was set to run, he put out a press release that they were dating, and she was getting a divorce. I spent much of that night getting drunk. I don’t know where his spies are, but they are all around, so I learned very fast not to show my hand to anyone. But even then, he is still one step ahead. It’s the most irritating thing.

      “Thirty days,” she says. “They are going on a thirty-day tour.”

      “Thirty days?” I look up and then down, rolling my eyes. “That’s insane.” I walk back to the chair and sit down. “How the hell are they going to do that?”

      “They bought a plane, and selective press will travel with them. They are doing ten stops, stopping in Paris where they will have the movie premier.”

      “That schedule alone is crazy. Can you imagine a whole press tour?” I ask, shaking my head.

      “I can’t,” she says. “But they are taking ten journalists with them, and you are one of them.”

      “No,” I say, sitting up straight. “No way.”

      “It’s funny,” she says, smiling leaning back in her chair, crossing her arms, “because that is exactly what Tyler said when he saw your name on the list.”

      “He said no for me?” I ask shocked. I mean, I’m not shocked but still. “Me?”

      “I need to know what that is all about,” she says, and I shrug my shoulders.

      “I have no idea. We don’t exactly run in the same circles.”

      “Well, according to Ryan from Hill Crest, you were the only one he dragged his heels on.”

      “Good.” I cross my arms over my stomach. “Asshole,” I mumble under my breath.

      “Ryan overrode him,” she tells me, and I look at her now. “Pack your bags, Jessica. You’re going on tour.”

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Books By Natasha Madison

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        When one man’s death exposes a complex web of lies, three couples discover the true meaning of love, loss and redemption.

        Fall in love with the Love Series

      

        

      
        Chapter One

        Hailey

      

        

      
        “Hello.” Turning down “Glorious” by Macklemore blasting in the background while I washed the kitchen floor with Pine Sol and water, I answer the phone after the first ring.

      

        

      
        “It’s me.” I hear my best friend and cousin, Crystal, say from the other end. “Where are you?” I can’t see her face, but I know something is wrong. Even though she’s asked me that question a million times before, this time it’s different. There is no carefree tone. This time, it’s curt and to the point with no laughter in her voice.

      

        

      
        “I’m home,” I say, almost whispering as my hand shakes against my ear. My mouth suddenly goes dry, my neck starting to get hot.  Something inside my stomach suddenly drops when a slow burn sets in.

      

        

      
        “You need to come to the hospital.” Crystal is an emergency room nurse at St. Mary’s, so whatever feeling I was having before has now doubled. “Blake is on his way to get you.” When she mentions my brother, I now know something is gravely wrong. The honk outside doesn’t allow me to question her any further. “You need to get in the car, okay?” she says softly but firmly. “Listen to me, Hailey. Go outside and get here.” My head nods as the hand holding my phone to my ear falls away.

      

        

      
        The front door opens, and Blake comes in, looking at me with sorrow and sadness. His brown eyes meet mine briefly, and then he looks down. He doesn’t say anything to me; he simply holds out his hand to me. I put my hand in his, and he leads me out to his truck. He opens the door for me, helping me take that step in.

      

        

      
        As I’m looking at him, he pulls the seat belt over my chest and buckles me in. My mind’s still playing the phone call, trying to dissect the conversation. Trying to find one little word that can be the clue. “It’s going to be okay.” His voice breaks through the haze.

      

        

      
        I nod my head at him, then he steps back and shuts the door, jogging over to his side. He gets in and puts the truck in drive. I’m on the outside looking in, watching my life fall apart without knowing it.

      

        

      
        The only thing I’m certain of is that the sun is shining without a cloud in the sky. As I watch a bird soar through the sky almost in the same direction we are going, I think to myself, Bad things don’t happen when it’s sunny outside, right?

      

        

      
        I watch the bird, not even realizing we’ve made it to the hospital. I don’t have a chance to open my door because Blake has it opened before I even think to reach for the handle. “You’re going to be okay,” he assures me as he raises his baseball cap to run his hands through his short dark hair.

      

        

      
        “What’s going on?” I have a feeling my entire life is about to change, so I beg him to tell me before we walk through those doors. Blake doesn’t answer. He just reaches down to grab my hand and lead me through the revolving doors.

      

        

      
        The harsh smell of antiseptic immediately fills my nose. Voices bombard me, though, none of them are familiar. Glancing around, I take in the hustle and bustle of the emergency room. My heartbeat echoes in my ears as I try in vain to locate a familiar face. I just need to know who we’re here for.

      

        

      
        As we silently walk down the corridor, my mind never stops thinking about why we are here. I look up at Blake, asking the one question that makes my heart squeeze with such intense pain, it feels like it might explode.

      

        

      
        “Is it Mom? Dad?” I can hear the pleading in my tone. He gives me nothing, continuing to look straight ahead. My eyes go back to the floor, following the tile pattern as we make our way beyond the entrance to the emergency room. The first thing I see is both of my parents, alive and healthy. My mother has tears running down her cheeks, and my father has his arm around her shoulders. They are standing next to the nurses’ station. I look back at Blake in horror. “Is it Nanny?”

      

        

      
        He doesn’t have time to answer because Crystal comes out from behind the nurses’ station in her everyday uniform of blue scrubs and Crocs, wearing a stethoscope around her neck.

      

        

      
        With one glance at her face, I stop my feet in their tracks. My feet are stuck to the floor as if someone crazy glued them to that spot. I can see the hurt and tears in her eyes. She looks at me with her head tilted sideways, her bottom lip trembling. My body blocks any movements I try to make. I try to advance to Crystal, but I can’t. My knees start to give out, and a horrible shrieking sound comes from somewhere.

      

        

      
        I try turning my head to see where the yelling is coming from, but I can’t. I’m on my hands and knees in the hospital corridor. It isn’t until the coldness seeps through my hands that I realize I’m the one screaming. That wretched sound is coming from me. Me. My throat raw, my eyes burning, and my heart irrevocably broken.  No words need to be said. No confirmation given. I don’t need them to bring me to a place where we can “talk quietly.” It’s at that moment I finally know what everyone else knows.

      

        

      
        My husband is dead.
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