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Amy.


Amy stirred to the
sound of a car horn blaring from the street below the bedroom
window of her flat. She glanced over to her alarm clock on her
bedside table and noticed that it was 7.15am, a full 15 minutes
before her alarm was due to go off.

The sun was
already streaming in through the partly closed curtains of her
bedroom window, and she could hear that the London streets outside
were already busy with activity. She threw back her duvet and slid
her long, slender, tanned legs out of bed and sat up with a yawn
and a stretch.

Amy padded over to
her wardrobe to choose her work outfit for the day. She glanced up
and down at herself in the full-length mirror, and decided to wear
a skirt to the office today with a shirt and jacket instead of her
usual trousers. Her legs were still holding on to the tan she
gained from her most recent visit to Spain, which was just two
weeks ago, so why not make the most of it while it lasts, she
thought to herself.

After a quick
shower, she blow-dried her naturally wavy shoulder length brown
hair straight, applied a light coat of make-up, and dressed for the
office. A routine that she had repeated and perfected over the past
4 years while being employed as a financial analyst, and later as
Financial Controller, for Harrison & Klein, a large
international luxury hotel chain, with it's head office based in
London.

As her flat was
conveniently situated just 5 minutes walk away from the tube
station, Amy never needed to get up especially early to be at work
by 9 am, and even though she did have a kitchen with a fridge, she
rarely ever ate breakfast at home. Why would she when there was a
fabulous Italian Deli on the street below selling delicious
breakfast rolls and fresh Italian ground coffee that could be
picked up on her way to the office.

As she travelled
on the tube to work she slowly munched her roll and took delicate
sips of her coffee. Her mind wandered back to her trip to Spain,
and the fact that it wasn't just to visit her grandparents who had
retired to live there over ten years ago. This trip, like so many
before, was to rescue her little sister from yet another broken
heart.

It was Amy's duty
to be there for her sister Rosie no matter what, and it had always
been this way since they lost their beloved father in a fatal car
crash when Amy was 12 years old and Rosie was just 9 years old. She
had actually lost count of the number of emergency trips to Spain
she had made over recent years to piece her sisters fragile heart
back together after another over-emotional relationship break-up.
Honestly! she thought to herself while shaking her head a little,
why can't she be more like me! I never let my heart rule my
head.

Another morning
was spent in her office double-checking figures, and making sure
everything was prepared for the 10.30 am financial meeting with the
board members, and the owner of the company, Patrick Harrison. Amy
enjoyed her job very much, and after four years at the company she
was in no hurry to move on, despite a head-hunting attempt by
another large corporate hotel operation the year before, who had
tempted her over to their side with a very good contract and a
promise of a fast-tracked promotion. Amy was loyal, and had become
very fond of Patrick Harrison, who in turn regarded Amy with equal
affection, and had said more than a few times in passing that had
his wife lived, he wished they could have had a daughter just like
her.

Amy entered the
board room to see the familiar faces of the board members chatting
quietly, and settling down into their respective seats around the
table. It often amused Amy to observe that no matter how many of
these meetings she attended, not one of these stately old gentlemen
ever sat in a different chair. She thought to herself, maybe they
should swap chairs occasionally. At least it would give them a
different perspective of the room at least! But why would they do
that, she smiled wryly as she took her seat – that would require
change, and change is not something these old guys take kindly
to.

As Mrs Jenkins,
Patrick's secretary of the past 20 years, read out the minutes of
the last meeting, and noted down any action points taken, Amy
slowly glanced around the room. Keeping her facial expression
neutral as she took in each member of the board one by one, her
hand unconsciously sketching away with a pencil at a doodle in the
corner of her writing pad. This was a common habit for Amy, and
something that had started back in childhood when in an attempt by
her mother to stop her from chewing her finger nails to the quick,
a pencil was quickly placed into her hands to discourage her nail
biting.

Amy was actually
quite a talented artist, not that she was aware of it, and any
thoughts of pursuing the craft were quickly put to one side
following her fathers death. From the age of 12, she was determined
to follow her fathers footsteps into the world of finance, and from
then on art was considered a distraction to her mind.

There were eight
remaining board members left from the original twelve that made up
Harrison & Klein, two had retired and two had died, none of
them had been replaced. It just seemed unthinkable to replace the
missing members since they had all been such a close bonded team
for so many years, many of the faces around the table had been with
the company for over 40 years.

In all honesty, it
didn't make any financial sense to replace anyone that had gone. As
technology had moved on so swiftly in the past twenty years, many
of the old positions held by board members had become pretty much
obsolete. Amy had long concluded that all the faces seated around
this table were either hanging on for retirement, or were at
retirement age but were reluctant to leave because they truly
didn't know what else to do with their time.

Amy was unique in
some respects. She had originally started work for Harrison &
Klein as an intern while finishing off her masters degree in
business finance and management information systems. She was a
natural with figures and excelled in her work, so when an opening
became available as a financial analyst, she was the perfect
choice. Then after her boss retired, she jumped at the chance of
becoming the Financial Controller when Patrick Harrison himself had
offered her the job, much to the chagrin of her co-workers, some of
whom had been working there for much longer. However, all office
politics had since been smoothed out, and everyone could see that
with Amy, Patrick had made an excellent choice.

Having a woman in
the board room that was not a secretary was rare at Harrison &
Klein. Not because the company was in any way discriminatory
towards women, it was just that none of the board members had ever
wanted to leave once employed, so none of them were replaced by a
woman! Despite the lack of female representation, Amy never felt
uncomfortable in meetings, and everyone paid attention when she
delivered her financial reports. Well, they seemed to pay
attention, not that she would ever expect any of them to recite
back the figures to her if pressed.

But today felt
different. Today Amy had an odd feeling. It felt as if someone was
watching her closely, but as she glanced around the room she could
see nothing unusual happening as it approached her time to stand up
and give her report.

This is strange,
she thought to herself, why are the hairs on the back of my neck
standing on end? Tentatively, Amy worked her way through her
report, calm and efficient as ever, and concluded her piece with a
glance towards Patrick, who gave a nod of approval while leaning to
one side in his chair, holding his glasses, and lightly chewing on
the end of one arm in the same familiar way he does when he is
taking in a lot of information.

Before Amy sat
down, sensing another presence in the room that was not normally
there, she sharply twisted her head and shoulders around to look
behind her. Here eyes were met with the steely blue gaze of Luc
Harrison, Patrick's beloved son and heir, and a complete Adonis of
a man!


Luc.


Amy was
momentarily breathless, time seemed to stop moving - then she
caught her breath with the realisation that as the meeting was
being wound up around her, she must have been standing there for
more than a few seconds of open-mouthed gaping at Luc. She could
feel her skin flush as she closed her mouth and swallowed hard.
Turning back to the table to quickly gather up her papers, she
could feel Luc's presence at her side.

“I must say, that
sketch is very good!”, Luc said in a honey toned voice as he
gestured towards the doodle that Amy had scribbled on her writing
pad. The doodle was a representation of the board room table, along
with drinking glasses, and the pens and papers that littered the
surface. “You have captured the room completely”, he continued as
he turned his dazzling white smile towards her. The ceiling
spotlight had centred him perfectly in a gentle pool of light that
really set off an auburn tint to his dark brown hair.

At that moment
Amy's mouth felt very dry. She nervously swept away at a few unruly
strands of hair that had fallen across her face, and frantically
tucked them behind one ear. “Oh, tha, thank-you” she stuttered out.
Why does my tongue feel like its four times its normal size! Amy
thought to herself.

“I doodle when I
am thinking, erm, it stops me from biting my nails!” she laughed
nervously, then instantly regretted saying it. Why did I tell him
that? He doesn't need to know that! She thought to herself while
trying to maintain some sort of composed look on her face, and
failing terribly.

His scent was
intoxicating, a heady mix of musk and man, Amy thought to herself,
although not overpowering in any way – just the right balance to be
detected, and to enhance his dazzling aura rather than to subdue
it. Luc's smile grew even wider - if that was at all possible.

The man was very
charming, and from what she had heard from others, had the same
sort of effect on practically all the female staff at the head
office that she had now just experienced for herself. But in the
four years that Amy had worked for Harrison & Klein, she had
probably only met Luc about twice. Well, not exactly met him in
person, only been in his presence, but until today he had barely
even acknowledged her existence.

Luc had a
reputation as a playboy, and although he was due to inherit his
father's luxury international hotel business, he didn't really
appear to work for the company on a daily or even weekly basis, or
have any defined role within the company as such. Unbeknown to Amy,
another pair of eyes were also carefully examining her, as well as
her very animated exchange with Luc. The senior Mr Harrison was
watching their conversation with curious interest from the end of
the board room table.

Patrick Harrison
had seen his son's charming smile turned on many a young girl in
his time, usually resulting in the said girl falling completely
under his son's spell only to be discarded a few days later
following a brief but passionate affair. Although he loved his son
dearly, this was one side of Luc that he really didn't like very
much these days. Maybe it was excusable while Luc was going through
his late teens and twenties – sewing his wild oats and all that,
but he thought he would have grown tired of this sort of life by
now. After all, Luc had just turned 35 years old, Patrick wasn't
getting any younger, and he was starting to become seriously
worried about the prospect of retirement and leaving the company he
had worked so hard to build in the hands of his son.

Patrick removed
his reading glasses and placed them down on the table and rubbed at
the bridge of his nose to relieve the pressure spots where the
glasses had sat. These glasses were a new prescription, and were
taking a little while to get used to. He felt a light headache
starting to come on, but wasn't sure if the cause was down to his
new glasses, the pressure of concentrating on an upcoming takeover
bid of a small hotel chain in Paris, or the fact that he was
possibly watching his son make a move on one of his members of
staff, and a damned good one at that! What was also puzzling
Patrick about this exchange between his son and Amy was the fact
that she was not his type at all! Not even remotely!

There was no
denying that Amy was an attractive young woman, Patrick thought to
himself. She is slim and pretty with big brown eyes, and has an
endearing smile that really lights up her face, but in no way does
she fit the 'classic Luc type' of rich and beautiful, air-headed
party-girl with more money than sense. Patrick suddenly found
himself feeling a little protective of Amy.

Luc had always
kept his love life safely separate from the office until now, so he
was more than a little uncomfortable at this odd exchange going on
in front of him. If Luc has targeted Amy as his next conquest, then
he will surely break her heart like he has repeatedly done with all
the other girls in his past, he thought to himself, and afterwards
Amy may feel compelled to resign her position with the company.

Patrick sighed
heavily and thought to himself, I cannot see such a sweet young
girls prospects with this company be ruined as a result of a
fleeting dalliance with my son. While thinking all this, he
realised that his fists had been clenching up with anxiety and his
headache had suddenly worsened.

Quickly rising
from his seat, Patrick swiftly made his way along the edge of the
room around the long board room table to where the two were still
quietly talking. Most of the other board members had shuffled their
way out of the room, but there were still too many of them left
standing around for Patrick to be able to draw Luc away for a
private word in his ear while still in the boardroom.

He broke Luc's
gaze away from Amy, and gesticulated towards his office with his
thumb and a tilt of the head. Suddenly released from the
mesmerising steel-blue gaze of Luc, Amy looked a little startled at
the presence of Patrick at her side.

“Amy, thank you
for your presentation – may I see you in my office in an hour. I
need to go through a few projected budget figures with you for the
new Paris take-over,” he said with a gentle smile towards Amy.

“Of course.” Amy
replied, and putting her head down walked quickly from the room.
She really wanted to look back to get one more glimpse of Luc, but
resisted the temptation with a little shake of her head and a sharp
intake of breath.

Back in Patrick's
office, Luc settled down in one of the two large and squishy
leather armchairs facing his fathers old oak desk while Patrick
stood with his back to Luc pouring them a couple of glasses of
whisky at the small bar in the corner of the office. Luc didn't
like his father's office very much. He thought it was old-fashioned
and very stuffy, and had long been in need of a makeover to drag it
into the current century.

As he glanced
around the walls at the familiar but tired looking photo frames
filled with various shots of his fathers large, luxury yacht, and
the various nautical memorabilia filling the shelves and his
father's desktop, he couldn't help but to think back to his
childhood years, and in one second all the painful memories of his
beloved mother came flooding back to him.

This was what
really made visiting his father's office uncomfortable for him. Luc
would normally avoid coming here at all costs, but today he knew he
couldn't make an excuse to leave because his father had made an
appointment for him to meet some very important clients within the
hour at the airport that were to do with the Paris take-over, and
he needed Luc to soften them up with his charm offensive.

Luc was very good
at wining, dining and loosening up prospective clients, encouraging
them to see things the Harrison & Klein way even before they
had managed to set foot in the head office – especially if the
clients happened to be female!

Luc's mother,
Sevrine, had died from cancer when he was just nine years old. His
father and mother were absolute soul-mates, and had fallen in love
from the first moment their eyes had met. There was no question in
either of their minds that there was anyone else meant for them,
and even after her untimely death, Patrick was still in love with
the memory of her. No woman since had managed to capture Patrick's
heart, no matter how hard they had tried. Each one would always
give up in the end – there was no competition. Sevrine would always
win out.

There were
constant reminders of his mother everywhere in his father's life.
On the walls of his office pictured smiling on the yacht, and all
around the family home that Patrick had kept on living in, even
after Luc had long since flown the nest. The furniture, and
ornaments in the home were all chosen by Sevrine, and so they
stayed. Even when Patrick had the house re-decorated, he always had
the walls re-done in the same wallpaper designs and paint colours
that his wife had originally chosen.

The only room that
was ever allowed to be changed was Luc's own bedroom, a small
favour that Luc was actually grateful for while he still lived
there. Not that he was overly concerned with the look of his
bedroom, especially as he spent most of his time living with his
maternal grandparents in France, or at his very expensive private
boarding school more often once his mother had died.

Luc's mind was
snapped back into the present by his father clearing his throat as
he leaned across the desk offering one of the generously filled
glasses towards him. Luc took the drink with a small nod, and took
a tentative sip. Single malt whisky – this must be serious, he
thought. The whisky only comes out when my father needs to discuss
important matters with me. Patrick gave Luc a grave look as he took
his seat on the other side of the desk.

“What was all that
in the board room with Amy?” he asked of his son, while gesturing
towards the door with his glass. “I do hope you don't have any
intentions towards her? She is too valuable a member of staff for
me to lose right now, and besides that, she is nothing like your
normal type, so what's your interest, Luc?” He raised his eyebrows
and tilted his head fully expecting a no-nonsense reply from his
son.

Luc relaxed back
into the soft button-cushioned support of the leather chair and
casually bent up one knee, raising his ankle to rest on his other
knee while taking a much longer sip of whisky. This was a
well-crafted technique he used to put his father at ease,
especially when he needed to take his fathers focus off his
exploits in the bedroom while schmoozing some of the female clients
that came his way.

“Amy? So that's
her name. I never got around to asking her,” he replied while
casually picking at a piece of invisible fluff on his trouser leg.
“She caught my eye simply because it is so rare to see a female in
the board room, let along such a young one.” He moved his glance
from his trouser leg up to meet his fathers hard glare. “I was
intrigued to know who she was, that is all, just interested. I
presume from the report she gave that she has something to do with
finance?”

Luc kept a cool
and disinterested look across his face while gently nodding
occasionally at the detailed breakdown of Amy's job description
that Patrick gave, even though in truth he really wasn't listening
to a word his father said.

Although Patrick
had moved on from talking about Amy, and was now giving his son his
familiar and well-worn lecture about acting responsibly, getting
more involved with the business, finding a wife and settling down
etc. Luc did actually already know pretty much all he needed to
about Amy. He had conducted his own research, and had already
decided that she would fit in with his plans perfectly. Not that he
ever meant to reveal his master-plan to his father, or anyone else
for that matter – not even Amy would be privy to what he had in
store for her.

The usual lecture
was now over and the whisky glasses had been drained dry. It was
time for Luc to go downstairs to meet with his fathers driver, then
onto the airport to pick up the new Paris hotel chain clients for
an afternoon, and probably an evening too, of top-notch schmoozing
at some of the best dining and drinking establishments that London
has to offer.


Amy tentatively
knocked on the door of Patrick's office exactly one hour after
their last meeting in the board room. Patrick welcomed her in, and
they spent a good twenty minutes discussing budgets, and putting
together sensible offers that could be presented to the Paris
clients at their meeting the following day.

Patrick was very
impressed with Amy's intuition and natural ability to grasp and use
financial weak spots in a companies history as ammunition to drive
down offer prices. Since his decision to appoint her as Financial
Controller, taking over from her boss on his retirement, he had
been proven right about his choice on quite a few occasions, and
could see that this upcoming Paris deal was going to be yet another
financial success.

He often thought
that if only Luc could be half as talented as Amy in these
situations, he would have no qualms about handing over the business
to him. If only his beloved Sevrine had lived, they would have been
more than delighted to have had a daughter to follow after Luc, a
daughter who could have been just like Amy.


 Distracted.


Since her
encounter with Luc in the board room two-days earlier, Amy had
repeated the whole episode over and over again in her head. She
knew she had completely lost her normal composure, and thought she
could have handled herself so much better in front of him. But he
was so devastatingly gorgeous, she doubted any girl would have kept
it together in his presence, especially when he looked at her with
those steel-blue eyes. Where had I seen that colour before? She
thought to herself. His eyes were the colour of a stormy sea – no,
wait, a stormy sky....

The weekend was
fast approaching, and so was Amy's 27th birthday. Amy sighed with
resignation at the thought of her mother's upcoming 'celebratory
birthday dinner party' that she was hosting in her honour. Ever
year it is the same thing! She thought to herself. At each passing
birthday, both Amy and her sister Rosie are treated to a dinner
party that is simply a thinly veiled attempt at finding them a
husband amongst the available sons of their mothers circle of
country club friends.

Her mother, Mrs
Ruth Anderson, or otherwise know as Richmond's answer to Nigella
Lawson, is legendary among her country club set friends for both
her amazing dinner parties, and for her ability as a romantic
match-maker. Her comparison to Nigella Lawson is not purely through
her vast culinary skills, but also because she bears a more than a
passing resemblance to the celebrity. Put a blond wig on Nigella,
and you will have Mrs Anderson in the flesh!

Since the death of
Amy's father, Ruth had re-married. Her chosen partner was Derek,
long-time best friend of Amy's father, and best-man at their
wedding. It was known for a long time that Derek had been just as
in love with Ruth as her father was. In fact, both men had wanted
to ask her out, and the decision was made on a simple toss of a
coin.

It never felt
strange to Amy or Rosie that had that coin toss gone the other way,
Derek may well had gone on to be their father, so there was no
problem at all accepting him as their step-father. They had known
Derek all their lives, so felt great comfort knowing he was there
for the family after the accident. Their father had even made Derek
promise that he would take care of them all if anything should ever
happen to him. Funny how things work out sometimes!

Her mother Ruth's
match-making abilities are held in awe by her friends, and so far
she had managed to land six weddings and two re-marriages,
following divorce, under her skinny belt. She really was very
meticulous with her planning, and made full use of the country club
and her own home to organise social mixers and host dinner
parties.

These were set up
to orchestrate the meeting of the two singletons, with a view to
see if they were compatible and had enough 'glue' to stick them
together. Ruth would often be heard to say “lets see how sticky
they are” while deep in conversation with friends who wanted one of
their children set up with a potential partner.

Despite her
mother's legendary status on the love-match front, she was yet to
successfully pair Amy or Rosie off with anyone, but not through the
lack of trying! She had made it perfectly clear to her daughters
that her deepest wish was to see both of them happily married off
by the time they were 30 years old. With Amy turning 27 on
Saturday, and Rosie already aged 24, Ruth would surely be stepping
up her efforts on the match-making front.

Amy wondered how
many eligible bachelors would be present at the dinner party for
her to choose from this year? She squeezed her eyes shut, clenched
her fists and shook her head as if she was trying her best to
banish the thought from her head. Amy was sure that whoever her
mother had lined up as a potential suitor for her, not one of them
would be in the same league as Luc Harrison. Not that she thought
that anything would ever happen between them, but a girl can
dream....!

It was Thursday
night, and Amy opened the door to her small fridge to see what was
for dinner tonight. She never had to worry about preparing dinner
for herself, other than the simple task of putting a salad
together, and sometimes not even that. Her mother had refused to
cut the apron strings, so even after Amy moved from her large and
comfortable family home to her small one-bedroomed flat in central
London to be closer to work, she found her fridge and freezer
always full to bursting with delicious home-made meals, and tins on
the kitchen worktop full of cake and biscuits, all courtesy of her
mother.

She eyed the blue
Tupperware container sitting in the centre of her fridge and hoped
it was going to be a portion of her mothers delicious beef stew and
dumplings. She had not had that in a while, and thought it was
about time she made some. Amy pulled back the lid - no dumplings,
but after a cursory sniff it revealed itself to be beef in red wine
sauce. Even better, thought Amy. A second smaller pot in the fridge
contained steamed chocolate pudding complete with sauce, so the
third pot must be a vegetable of some sort she concluded.

After a few
minutes skilfully operating the microwave – pretty much reaching
the limit of her actual culinary expertise – Amy sat down to a
delicious dinner of beef in red wine sauce, Mediterranean roasted
vegetables, and chocolate pudding. Sometimes she didn't regret the
choice to give her mother a set of keys to her flat after all.

Amy was finishing
off the washing up when her mobile phone started to ring. It was
her best friend Tessa who was probably phoning to check what Amy
would be wearing to her birthday party on Saturday night. Tessa was
more like a sister to Amy than a friend, and as they had
practically grown up together living next door to each other as
children, their tastes were very similar, and they had on more than
one occasion met up for a night out to find themselves wearing the
exact same outfit.

“Hi Amy, you OK?
Are you bracing yourself for Saturday?” Tessa asked in a slightly
teasing tone.

Amy sighed and
groaned, “And you can stop that right now young lady!” she said
smiling, “you know that if mum fails at her attempt to marry me off
to someone on Saturday night, she will probably turn her full
attention to you instead!”. Amy slipped into a perfect impression
of her mothers voice, “ Tick-tock Tessa, you are not getting any
younger either! Time to find yourself a man!” Amy broke off with a
laugh as she listened to Tessa giggling away at the other end of
the phone.

“And what of Mr
sex-on-legs?” asked Tessa, “ Anything else happen between the two
of you? Clandestine meetings in the hallowed corridors of Harrison
& Klein? Passionate sex in the women's toilets on your coffee
break? A brief visit to your office where he swept away the content
of your desktop to make room for a little afternoon delight?” Tessa
fell into peals of laughter after uttering the last comment.

“Sometimes I think
you read too many Mills & Boon books Tessa!” Amy laughed, “but
no, there has been no sign of him anywhere at work, but wouldn't
that have been great - especially the last one.” Amy gushed,
“Although I don't fancy the idea of doing it in the women's loo's –
what a passion killer that would be!” Amy wrinkled her nose at the
thought of the cold Victorian porcelain hand basins in the toilets
at work.

Despite the fact
that Amy had remained hopeful of running into Luc again at work, he
was being as elusive as usual. Amy concluded that she would
probably not see him again for another couple of years or so. Going
by how infrequently he visited the nerve centre of his fathers
hotel business, she did wonder how he would ever manage to run the
place when his father eventually retired.

By the end of her
phone conversation with Tessa, Amy had decided to go with black for
the dinner party to signify her mood about the whole event, and
Tessa had decided to dress in bright red, not just because she did
look truly stunning in red with her long dark brown hair and full
lips, but because red was an eye-catching colour, and she would
wear it in the hopes of possibly being noticed by anyone of the
opposite sex at the party.

Not that it would
really matter what Tessa chose to wear, or Amy either for that
fact. Both of them knew full well that if there did happen to be
any eligible young men at the party, all of their eyes would be
focussed entirely upon Rosie.


 The
dinner party


Saturday evening
rolled around quite uneventfully. Amy had finished off her working
week quietly and efficiently, but she did hold a hope that Luc may
have made another appearance, especially with the Paris hotel chain
deal still to be finalised. But Luc was a no-show, much to her
disappointment, not that she had let it show in any way.

No. Amy had
decided to put Luc out of her mind, and this would be the last time
she would think of him as she stepped into the taxi to take her
seat next to Tessa. You never know, she thought to herself, Mr
Right may actually be waiting for me at my dinner party tonight –
just maybe my mother will pull an Ace out of the deck tonight!

Arriving at her
mothers house, Amy and Tessa quickly made their way around to the
side gate so that they could slip in through the back way to avoid
attention. Amy was very used to her mothers 'birthday surprise'
tactic of pouncing on her at the front door and loudly announcing
her arrival to all her mothers assembled guests. If this wasn't bad
enough, Ruth always insisted on grabbing Amy by the wrist and
parading her daughter around the drawing room to meet and greet
every single person present. It had become a bit of a ritual on her
birthday. But not this year! This year Amy and Tessa had decided to
sneak in and raid the drinks cabinet in the den in an effort to
drink as much as possible before being discovered.

The den was a
small room in the back of the house that Amy and Rosie had used as
a playroom while growing up. It was the one room in the house that
was allowed to be left messy at the end of the day. The sisters
could leave all their toys and games out fully knowing they would
be left undisturbed until their return the next day.

These days the den
was used as a sewing room by Ruth who had taken to curtain and
cushion making like a possessed demon. Amy was constantly surprised
by her mothers hidden talents, and was more than pleased to take
full advantage of Ruth's skills, both in the kitchen and with soft
furnishings – something her plain little London flat was truly
benefiting from.

Amy and Tessa were
sitting on the floor and leaning up against the wall next to the
drinks cabinet. They had knocked back nearly a whole bottle of
Rioja wine and were feeling like a couple of naughty school-girls
sneaking a sip of grandma's sherry in secret. So far so good – no
one had noticed them sneak in, and no one had discovered their
secret hiding place.

Amy sniggered as
she pictured her mother standing in the drawing room surrounded by
dinner guests, and impatiently glancing down at her watch to check
the time. “I wonder who mum has got lined up for us tonight, Tessa?
I think she may well be struggling to find any single males left in
Richmond”.

Tessa laughed,
“Yeah, I think she has pretty much married them all off hasn't she?
Oh, I know! Maybe she has lined up a nice couple of soppy divorcees
for us – that would be a first!”. The two friends giggled at the
thought and started to draw up a scary picture of what was awaiting
them both at the dinner table tonight.

Just then, Amy
heard a floorboard creak just outside the door of the den. Amy
gasped, and fearing the two girls were about to be discovered, she
grabbed Tessa by the arm and swiftly steered her up off the floor
and behind the long curtain draped in front of the window seat.

Both girls where
shushing each other with fingers over their lips in between stifled
giggles as they curled up their legs onto the window seat. The
girls could hear the door knob being turned and the door being
slowly swung open. Then silence. Tessa gave Amy a puzzled look, and
Amy gave a little shrug of her shoulders back in response. They
could hear the dull murmur of voices and clinking glasses coming
from the direction of the drawing room. The door to the den was
certainly open, but who could be standing in the doorway in
complete silence?

Amy's mobile phone
suddenly burst into life with her familiar ringtone, but her phone
was in her handbag, which was currently sitting on the floor in
front of the drinks cabinet. “Oh no, busted!” Amy breathed to Tessa
as she started to swing her legs off the window seat. Just then the
curtain the two girls were hiding behind was thrown back in a
dramatic swoosh of fabric and light – Tessa let out a little squeal
of surprise and shock, quickly followed by a sigh of relief “Matt!
You very nearly gave me a heart-attack!” Tessa exclaimed with a
little annoyance in her tone of voice. “You could have said
something!” Tessa continued, slightly mockingly now.

There in front of
them stood Matt Wright, all 6 feet 2 inches of him, with the same
mop of unruly dark blond hair he had worn as a child, and a smile
too wide to comfortably fit on any normal face. The edges of his
green eyes were creased up with mirth. Matt slid his hands into the
pockets of his jeans and rocked back on his heels as he let out a
loud belly-laugh. “Ha! I was waiting to see how long it took for
you to break! I was always better at hide and seek than either of
you two!” Matt teased, as he looked from one to the other of the
girls.

Both Amy and Tessa
rushed forward into the now open arms of Matt who easily enveloped
the pair of them in his long, lean arms. Amy hugged Matt and
planted a heavy kiss on his cheek, “What are you doing here? I
thought you were still living in Paris?”

“Oh I was, right
up until just after the divorce." Matt replied as he released his
arms and unpeeled himself from the girls clutches.

Tessa grimaced,
“Oh yes, the evil French witch. I bet you are glad to see the back
of her.”

Matt gently
grasped one each of the girls hands, tilted his head to one side
and nodded a little, “Yes, and now I much prefer English girls –
either of you two lovely young ladies fancy the job?” then Matt put
on his best voice impression of Ruth, and said “Come on girls, you
are not getting any younger! Tick-tock!”..... His teasing was met
by a barrage of Mrs Anderson's hand-crafted soft cushions and sofa
throws.

After their
encounter with Matt in the den, both Amy and Tessa agreed that it
was time to face Ruth, and suffer the consequences of their sneaky
school-girl actions. Amy, Tessa and Matt all composed themselves in
the hallway before entering the drawing room that was currently
holding all the dinner party guests.

“There you are my
dear!” Ruth cried out at the sight of her wayward and reluctant
daughter. “Where have you been the pair of you? We have been
waiting for ages!” Ruth said while frowning at both Amy and Tessa,
and so with the gripping of Amy's wrist, the usual birthday ritual
began.

During the tour of
the assembled guests, Amy was pleased to find that not only Matt
was in attendance, but also his older brother Richard. Older than
Matt by just two years, Richard was the cool older boy that Amy,
Tessa and even Rosie all had a crush on while growing up. Richard
had never married, despite having a couple of long-term serious
girlfriends over the years.

Amy made a mental
note to herself to find out Richard's currently relationship
status. She had long thought that he and Tessa would be a good
match, if only Richard had stayed around long enough for anything
to develop between them. However, Richard had become a successful
engineer, and had been posted to Australia to supervise a five year
pipeline project that kept him too busy to travel home more than
once or twice since his departure. It was really sad to see him go,
and Amy suspected it affected Tessa more than she cared to let on.
However, Richard had been back home for over a year now, but he
seemed to move in different circles these days, and that meant
their paths never seemed to cross.

What was probably
more shocking to Amy and her family was the whole 'Matt and the
French witch' scandal. Matt was just one year older than Amy and
Tessa, but was always considered part of the family while growing
up. Both Amy and Tessa were real tomboys as children, so that
probably helped their friendship a lot with Matt.

Matt's parents
were very close with Amy's parents, and after her father died, they
became even closer. Matt and Richard were like the older brothers
the girls never had, so it was a complete shock to find out that
Matt had gotten a girl pregnant while away at university, and that
he had planned to move to Paris to marry her, and live with her at
her parents house.

It is strange how
life goes sometimes. Matt moved to Paris and the wedding happened,
but the baby never did materialise. Elouise, the French witch, as
we nicknamed her, never actually was pregnant. Matt discovered her
stash of contraceptive pills hidden in a draw in their bedroom a
few months following the wedding, and after confronting his wife
about it was met with an epic emotional meltdown about how she
loved him so much, she made up the baby story to make him marry
her.

After a little
while, and a lot of pleading by Elouise, Matt decided to forgive
her, and they moved into their own flat in Paris with the intention
of settling down and starting a family. After another three years
of Elouise stringing him along, and meanwhile bedding every other
available guy in town behind his back, Matt finally saw sense
enough to divorce her and return home, and so here he was -
home.

It was now well
past time for dinner, so Ruth was rushing the usual introductions
along a bit, so at best Amy only got to say a brief hello to the
many familiar faces in the room, and a very short introduction to
the only two strangers in the room. Both of these strangers just
happened to be single males of around the same age as her, so Amy
suspected these were the two eligible singletons that she was
supposed to get 'sticky' with tonight.

Amy glanced over
towards Tessa and Matt who were both standing in the doorway
quaffing large glasses of red wine and were grinning back at her
with knowing looks on their faces. Tessa gave Amy a subtle thumbs
up along with a tilt of her head towards the better looking of the
two singletons. Amy shot Tessa a frown, and then rolled her eyes
and grinned.

As she was dragged
passed Derek on their way to the dining room, her step-father
swiftly and expertly slipped a large glass of red wine into Amy's
hand, passing it over to her with a little wink and that cheeky
smile that Amy loved.

The dining table
had been set out carefully by Ruth, and she had written out small
name cards that put Amy between the two new prospects – probably so
they could each fight for her attentions while everyone around the
table could watch with interest to see who would win.

Ruth had always
insisted on having a large circular dining table so no one could
ever sit at the head of the table, thus making everyone in
attendance an equal. Much like the famous Round Table of King
Arthur's Court. However, it never mattered at these occasions that
there was no 'head of the table'. It never mattered one little bit.
The reason why? The reason was Rosie.


Rosie.


Rosie. Beloved
little sister to Amy, three years younger and three times as
devastating in Amy's eyes. Although she loved Rosie to pieces, Amy
often wished her little sister could be more like her. It was true
that Rosie and Amy were completely different in looks and
personality, where Amy favoured her father a lot, Rosie was more
like their mother.

Amy was tall and
willowy, just like her father, and also just like her father, Amy
had a brain for figures. She also inherited his brown hair and
hazel coloured eyes. Rosie on the other hand was a delightfully
pleasing petite blond, with pale skin and dazzling sky-blue eyes,
just like their mother. Rosie was slim but curvy, and many people
had commented she was like a cross between Marilyn Monroe and
Scarlett Johansson – just the right mix of sex appeal and
vulnerability that really appeals to men.

Rosie was not
dumb. Academically she was quite smart, but pursuing a career was
never something of importance to her. Instead, Rosie was quite
happy to work as a personal assistant to the director of a local
events management company. Her job was something that Rosie did to
keep herself busy while she awaited the arrival of her 'Mr
Right'.

While their mother
had set a personal goal to get both of her daughters happily
married by the age of thirty, Rosie had set her own personal goal
of getting married and squeezing out her first child by the age of
twenty-five, and at the grand old age of twenty-four, time was
surely running out in her eyes!

It irritated Amy
greatly that Rosie wore her heart on her sleeve, and that within
half an hour of meeting someone new, she had practically planned
their wedding out in her head, dreamed up their perfect house,
counted how many children they would have – and even given them
names!

Yes Rosie was
beautiful, sweet, caring, loving and loyal, but she was also very
fragile, and wore her desperation all too obviously. She could reel
men in within seconds, but she could never manage to keep one
longer than a few weeks before seeing him run for the hills,
screaming for his freedom.

This was the
reason for Amy and Rosie's quite frequent trips to Spain. Not just
to visit their grandparents, but to mend Rosie's freshly broken
heart – yet again, following another messy emotional break-up.

Tonight, despite
Ruth's careful seating plan, all eyes were once again trained on
Rosie as she held court telling funny stories, and laughing sweetly
at other peoples jokes. Ruth had seated Amy between the two single
guys, but had also placed Rosie right next to the better looking of
the two singletons to her left. Amy had hardly gotten a word out of
this guy anyway, so quickly abandoned any attempts to strike up a
conversation with him.

The single guy to
her right was called Harry, and he was not bad looking, but didn't
seem to be very conversational either. Luckily Tessa had been
placed next to him, so Amy was managing to have a somewhat stilted
conversation with her best friend, albeit around Harry, mainly
about Matt and the French witch. In the end Harry offered to switch
seats with Tessa so the girls could speak more easily. Rather than
feel pleased about his offer, Amy wondered why he had offered to
switch seats with Tessa instead of her. Was he really that
desperate to get away from me? She wondered to herself.

The food that Ruth
served up was wonderful, as usual. A beguiling mix of stuffed pasta
shells for starters, followed by baked sea bass with fennel, lemon
and dill, and finished off with a dessert of Zabaglione with
crushed Amaretto biscuits. This was followed by a palate cleanser
of melon salad with grappa granita. The alcohol was freely flowing,
and along with a choice of wines and spirits, Ruth had rustled up
some pitchers of refreshing Clementine and Campari bucks fizz to
further delight her guests.

Throughout most of
the dinner, Amy had felt a little uncomfortable about Harry. He was
quite mesmerised by Rosie of course, much like every other male
seated around the table, but Amy couldn't help but notice Harry
staring in her direction on more than a few occasions, yet he
didn't make much of an effort at conversation other than a few
small comments here and there when pressed.

The party was
starting to drift with many guests making their way back to the
drawing room for a more comfortable seat, more conversation, and of
course – more wine. Amy took advantage of this break to go to the
toilet, so she excused herself from the table and Tessa's company.
She was pleased to see that Richard was heading across the room in
Tessa's direction, so it seemed like a perfect time to make herself
scarce.

After visiting the
bathroom, Amy really didn't feel like going straight back to the
party. Instead she headed back to the security of the den with the
hopes of finishing off that last glass of Rioja she had left on the
window seat earlier that evening.

Climbing back onto
the widow seat and cradling the glass of wine, she pulled the
curtain closed next to her and let out a long, deep sigh. Just as
she had settled down and had taken a sip of wine, she heard the
door being hurriedly opened and closed. The curtain was quickly
pulled back, and she saw Matt scurrying quickly onto the seat next
to her while clutching another bottle of opened Rioja and an empty
wine glass. “Sssshh...!” Matt hissed with his finger to his lip. He
quickly poured out a glass of wine and then topped up Amy's glass.
He swung his legs up to envelope Amy completely between his
knees.

“Matt, what are
you doing....” Amy exclaimed in a puzzled voice, but was quickly
cut off by Matt's shushing once again. Matt held up a finger, and
gestured to Amy to listen. Amy listened to the door being opened
one more time, but this time with more hesitation. She could hear
someone breathing, and then the sound of footsteps slowly padding
across the carpet towards the window to where they were both
hidden. The curtain was pulled open, more gently this time, to
reveal the face of Harry.

Harry looked quite
surprised to see the pair of them sitting on the seat, drinking
wine, with their legs entwined together. Matt looked at Harry and
gave him a quizzical look raising his eyebrows.

“Oh, sorry.... I
thought..... um, never mind, sorry,” and with that Harry scurried
out of the room, closing the door with a firm bang behind him.

“What the heck was
that all about?” Amy exclaimed, as Matt slid his legs back down to
the floor and pulled open the curtain.

Matt looked at Amy
and furrowed his brow, “he's bad news that one. Apparently gave his
last girlfriend a black eye by all accounts! Richard recognised him
and gave me a warning not to let him get too close to you or
Tessa.”

Amy gasped. “Oh my
God! He was really creeping me out tonight too. He kept staring at
me at the dinner table. Glad Richard recognised him”.

“Yes, me too.
Richard actually sent him on a wild goose chase to the kitchen when
he asked Tessa where you had gone. It gave me enough time to slip
in here to find you.” Matt said while giving Amy a playful shove
with his shoulder.

Amy looked puzzled
for a second. “But how did you know I would be here?”

“Because I know
you Amy, you are like my sister remember!” he teased, and broke out
his larger than life smile. “Come on, let's get back to the party.
It is after-all being held in your honour.”


 Anyone
for Tennis?


After crashing to
sleep in her old bedroom at home, Sunday was spent in the company
of Rosie and Tessa, gently sobering up with the help of one of
Ruth's home cooked breakfasts. Sore heads mended, there was only
one thing left for them all to do on a late sunny Sunday morning –
play tennis!

Ruth had a tennis
court installed in the back garden before the girls were even born.
In the Anderson household tennis was as natural as breathing. Both
Amy and Rosie were raised on a diet of world cuisine and tennis.
The girls even had baby rattles that were shaped like tennis
racquets.

As soon as they
were able to walk and hold a racquet, the girls were encouraged to
play, and play they did – very well indeed! Even Tessa had caught
the tennis bug from an early age, and being that she lived right
next door, she was able to play games with Amy every day after
school and at weekends.

The living room
mantle piece was crowded with numerous school tournament trophies
won by both sisters, and they eventually had to buy a glass display
cabinet for more trophies when they ran out of space on the mantle.
The sport was such a passion for the family that Derek secured them
centre-court tickets at Wimbledon every year, despite it not being
a passion that he actively cared for, or took part in himself.
Derek was more of a cricket man by nature. But he loved to indulge
his girls all the same.

Ruth was a mean
tennis player, and admittedly it had took a few years of playing
before either of the girls could best their mother on the court.
She could still hold her own now, although she played more
regularly against Rosie since Amy had left for London.

The best that Amy
could do now was to squeeze in a few games at the weekend when she
wasn't working on a big project for work. The Anderson's also had a
swimming pool installed, but it was by no means grand, or
domineering. It was a nice size for the girls to play around in
while they were growing up, and equally as nice to relax next to as
teenagers to get a healthy tan. It was not used so much since Amy
had left home, but it was a welcome sight today after a few games
of tennis.

As Amy relaxed by
the pool with a large glass of iced juice, her mind wandered back
to all the faces she had seen the previous night. The familiar
faces of her mothers friends that she had known for years, and the
welcome return of Matt and Richard of course, the faces of the two
single guys that her mother had set her up with in the vain hope
she would become 'sticky' with one of them, but absolutely none of
them were as captivating as the one face she was now thinking
of.

The steel-blue
eyes of Luc drifted into her mind, along with his dazzling white
smile, and the flashes of auburn fire running through his dark
hair. She wondered what he would look like in a pair of tennis
shorts, no in swimming trunks, no – wait, what would he look like
in a pair of Speedos …. or even out of them.... Damn it, she
thought to herself. I almost made it a whole day without thinking
about him!

Tessa looked
across at Amy. She could read her face like a book. “Thinking of a
certain devastatingly handsome guy from work are we?” she
teased.

“What's that?”
Ruth's ears perked up, “What guy from work? Is he handsome? Who are
we talking about?” Ruth cooed gently, trying her hardest to lull
Amy into letting slip her secrets.

“Oh, nothing, no
one. Don't worry about it mum, Tessa was just teasing me that's
all.” Amy waved her hand as if she was brushing off the notion that
there could be anything interesting to share.

“Tessa, what guy
from work?” Ruth pressed Tessa, who responded with a cheeky
smirk.

“Oh, you know, …..
only the son of the guy who owns the whole company! That's all,”
Tessa said laughingly as she grinned over at Amy.

“Tell me more...
is he really handsome? What does he do there? Is he going to
inherit the business? Is he an only child?” Ruth pressed even
further, becoming more animated with every question.

“Mother! Please!”
Amy interrupted, “There is nothing there I can assure you. He has
barely spoken a few words to me, and anyway, he is a part of the
jet-set that only goes out with rich girls and movie starlets. I
can assure you he would never look twice at someone like me.”

Ruth pursed her
lips a little, and drew in a short breath, “I don't know why you
keep on putting yourself down the way you do. You are a beautiful
young woman with brains. Why on earth do you think you wouldn't be
able to turn any man's head that you wanted?”

Amy sighed and
closed her eyes, “Because I am not Rosie, and I never will be!”

“What utter
nonsense girl! You have no reason on earth to be jealous of Rosie!
Have you ever thought she could actually be envious of you?” Ruth
replied with a scornful tone.

“Erm, I am right
here guys....” Rosie rolled her head to the side towards the
conversation and lifted up her sunglasses. Tessa started giggling.
This was a conversation she had heard many times before, and she
was sure that she would be hearing it being repeated a few more
times yet!


Paris


Monday morning
rolled around a little too quick for Amy's liking. The impact of
the weekend had left her a little weary, so she was indulging in a
double shot espresso latte on the tube to work this morning. On
arrival at her office she noticed a note left on her desk asking
her to go and see Patrick Harrison as soon as she was able. The
note was written in the hand of Mrs Jenkins, Patrick's secretary,
so she knew it must be quite urgent.

Amy picked up a
pad and pen from her draw, and quickly make her way to Patrick's
office. The note didn't mention to bring any specific paperwork
with her, but she knew from past experience to be prepared to take
down lots of important notes. Patrick welcomed Amy in to his office
and gestured towards the chair opposite his desk. He had some files
open on his desk and was busy sifting through pieces of paperwork
from within.

“This is the Paris
contract” Patrick said nodding towards the paperwork covering the
desk, “They are proving a little more difficult than I first
thought over price, so we are going to try to negotiate a new
price, but this time on their own turf.” Patrick looked up from the
file he was holding and peered at Amy from over the top of his
glasses. “Gather together all the relevant figures you can on the
hotel chain, especially their more recent financial transactions.
Oh, and pack your suitcase and find your passport. You are coming
with us, and we leave for Paris in two days.”

It was not the
first time that Amy had been asked to fly out to meet clients to
conduct business on their own soil. She remembered one Spanish
hotel owner who simply refused to leave the country, so any face to
face negotiations had to be done at his hotel. But the odd thing
was, she normally had been given plenty of notice beforehand.
Something must have gone seriously wrong with this deal if we were
having to fly out to Paris on such short notice.

Amy had no time to
ask questions. She had a lot of information gathering to do before
the trip, so she put her head down to work and drew up all the
relevant information that Patrick needed. She could tell from the
figures that the chain were losing money, so why where they being
difficult over the price? The longer they waited, the less the
operation would eventually be worth. It made no sense.

Amy enjoyed
travelling abroad with work, although it never really happened very
often, whenever it did they always flew business class. Something
she could never stretch to on her quite frequent trips to Spain
with her sister. It was a shame they were only flying to Paris, and
not to some far away tropical destination. She could really do with
a trip like that right now.

Once safely seated
aboard the plane, Amy made herself comfortable. She looked over at
Patrick who was seated across from her. He was talking on the phone
and had some paperwork open on the seat next to him. It wasn't
until then that she wondered who else was flying out with them. Mrs
Jenkins had been out with them on one occasion, so she thought that
the seat next to her could possibly be occupied by her.

Amy was just
wondering about that and staring down at the empty seat when it was
swiftly filled, not by the A-line skirt of Mrs Jenkins though.
Amy's eyes quickly snapped up to be met by the steel-blue eyes of
Luc. Amy, stopped breathing for a second while her stomach did a
quick flip.

What is he doing
here? She thought to herself in a slight panic, and quickly
realised that yet again she was staring at him with her mouth
open.


When Amy finally
got to her hotel room, she closed the door behind her and leaned
back onto the door hoping to be met with the cold painted surface
that would surely cool her down. As she stood against the door, her
mind raced back through the whole episode of the flight she had
just taken. The whole painfully excruciating flight that saw her
squirming in her seat and breaking out into a cold sweat when Luc's
hand had accidentally brushed against hers while he was passing her
a large glass of gin and tonic.

The whole
painfully excruciating flight spent listening to his honeyed tones
while he recounted endless amusing stories of his travels, the
places he had visited, and the interesting people he had met, all
the while hoping to God that he couldn't hear her empty stomach
churning loudly over the gin and tonic, due her lack of food. How
could she possibly eat anything! She felt sick and hungry at the
same time. This was the effect he was having on her! Her stomach
was in knots, so how could she possibly be expected to keep any
food down!

The whole
painfully excruciating flight where her throat felt constantly dry
despite her constant sipping of the gin and tonic in her hand, and
that seemed to be instantly replaced each time she drained it dry.
How many had she actually drank? She couldn't quite remember. Luc
was far too distracting for her to keep count. Had she lost the
ability to count?

The whole
painfully excruciating flight that she thought was never going to
end, but at the same time, the very same flight that she truly
never wanted to see end.


The plan was for
everyone to meet up for dinner that evening with the hotel chain
owner, Madame Dubois, in preparation for the deciding meeting the
following day. Amy was more nervous about the thought of Luc being
present at dinner than she was at actually meeting Madame
Dubois.

“Oh no, I don't
have anything nice to wear!” Amy squealed in panic. She closed her
eyes and took in a deep breath. “OK, stop it, stop it immediately!
Luc will never be interested in me. I am here on business only. We
are all here on business. We are here to close a deal on a hotel
chain only, absolutely nothing more than that!”

Amy paced from the
wardrobe door to the window as she admonished herself for trying to
think otherwise.

“I am a
professional financial analyst who is here in Paris to help my
company to close a deal at the best price possible….. In the
company of a Greek God...... in one of the most romantic cities in
the world! Aargh....” Amy stamped her foot in frustration.

After having spent
a further ten minutes giving herself another stern talking to, Amy
composed herself enough to shower, and blow dry her hair straight
before brushing it into a business-like ponytail. She applied
minimal make-up, and stepped into the one dress she had bothered to
pack. It was a simple wrap dress in plain navy blue, with sensible
short sleeves, and a hem that came down to just above her knee. Amy
teamed this with a simple pearl necklace that her mother gave her
for her 21st birthday. It was one of only two necklaces she
currently owned. Not being much into jewellery and high fashion,
she preferred to keep things simple with minimal jewellery that
would pretty much go with anything – the pearl necklace being one,
and her simple small gold hoop earrings the other.

Slipping her feet
into her size 6 navy patent leather court shoes, Amy looked herself
up and down in the full length mirror. “You will do.” She breathed,
and noticed as she turned away from the mirror that her light tan
had been topped up quite nicely while playing tennis and lounging
by the pool over the weekend.

Amy headed down
the two short flights of steps from her hotel room towards the
dining room. As she entered the room she could see Patrick was
standing at the small bar by the door to her left. He appeared
quite deep in thought while looking through the hotel wine list,
while an attentive bar man was standing alert, ready to take his
order.

Amy thought the
bar man must have known he was serving the future hotel owner as he
was acting a little too keenly for your average French bar man.
Obviously trying to impress, and hopefully make a good effort to
hang onto his job for after the takeover.

Patrick looked up
from the wine list, glancing over the top of his glasses at Amy.
“Ah, Amy, come and help me choose the wine for tonight. I need the
advice of a woman here. What do French ladies like to drink these
days?”

Amy smiled and
tilted her head slightly to the side, “Hmm.. I am not entirely sure
I can help there, Patrick.” Amy looked towards the expectant bar
man, “Any suggestions?”

“Oh, but of
course... erm... Madame Dubois, she much prefers the taste of
Bourbon, if you would be pleased to accept my humble
suggestion?.....on the rocks...” the bar man replied with a
thoughtful look and a little nod towards Patrick. He obviously knew
the Madame well, and knew what she liked to drink.

“Hmm, maybe a bit
of hard liquor will help loosen up the conversation.” Patrick said
as he snapped the wine list shut and handed it back to the
attentive bar man. “Make that two - large ones!” Patrick looked at
Amy expectantly with his eyebrows raised, “and for you....?”

“I will have a
white wine spritzer please. I want to keep a clear head if we are
going to work on softening up Madame Dubois tonight.”

Patrick shot Amy a
crooked smile and shook his head a little. “Ha, don't worry your
pretty little head about that girl! Don't forget that we have 'The
Master' here with us tonight to work his magic on Madame Dubois.”
Patrick's eyes crinkled softly with obvious affection. He was of
course talking about the considerable skills of his only son, the
devastatingly handsome and charismatic, Luc.

Then suddenly
Patrick's expression changed from one of affection to that of
concern. He leaned in towards Amy, “Listen Amy. Talking of Luc,
just be careful there wont you.” Patrick sighed, then took a sip of
his drink before continuing.

“You know my son
has a reputation for liking the ladies, yes? I love my son dearly
you understand...” Patrick started to shuffle a little on the spot
and was obviously a little uncomfortable talking about his son like
this, “he has a type you see. Usually rich and quite dumb, you know
the sort – wannabe actresses, socialites from rich families with
more money than sense,” he shuffled some more and looked down at
his feet.

“Look. What I am
trying to say is, you are a smart and intelligent young lady, and I
can see a great future ahead of you at Harrison and Klein. I know I
have said it to you before – that if my late wife and I had gone on
to have a daughter, I would have been proud if she had turned out
to be anything like you. I just don't want to see you being taken
in by Luc.”

Patrick looked
directly into Amy's eyes, “Do you understand what I am trying to
say here – not very eloquently, I know – but you are too valuable
to the company – and to me – to be lost over a silly little
dalliance with my son.”

“Oh no! Mr
Harrison – I am sure you are quite mistaken!” Amy said as she
reached out to touch Patrick's arm. “Why on earth would you think
Luc would ever be interested in me? I know I am not his type, far
from it in fact! I can assure you nothing will ever happen between
us. Yes, Luc is charming, and handsome, but a man like him would
never look twice at someone like me!”

Patrick tilted his
head slightly and narrowed his eyes. “Someone like you, Amy, is
exactly the sort of woman my son needs. If only he knew it! If he
ever decided to settle down to married life and brought home a
woman just like you, Amy, do you know how happy that would make
me?" Patrick sighed heavily, " But as the years go by, I am losing
hope that this would ever happen. No. I fear my son will be the
eternal playboy, and I don't want to see you fall under his spell
and get hurt.”

With that said,
Patrick took another deep breath, gave Amy a little smile, and her
shoulder a light squeeze before turning back to the bar to collect
the order of drinks. He hesitated one last time and added, “just be
careful will you. He has been asking questions.”

Drinks in hand,
Patrick led Amy through an archway in the dining room towards a
secluded corner tucked away by a large window looking out over the
hotel's very attractive gardens.

Much to Amy's
surprise, Madame Dubois was already seated at the table, leaning
intimately forward with her head and ear tilted towards the
whispering lips of Luc, her hand rested lightly on his arm, and his
hand was resting on her shoulder. Just as they reached the table,
Madame Dubois sat up throwing her head back with a very animated
laugh.

As she pulled away
from Luc, Amy noticed the table was already littered with four
empty drinks glasses. Obviously the pair had been here a while
already, maybe at the suggestion of Luc, with the express intention
of getting the Madame a little tipsy before dinner.

God, that man
could wrap any woman around his little finger! Amy looked up from
the table full of empty glasses right into
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