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“Bonjour!”

“Bonjour madame.”

Claudia handed the man her ticket. He looked at it for what she considered a worrisome long time. Something was wrong.

“Je suis désolé. Vous êtes dans la mauvaise voiture. Suivez-moi.”

The wrong car? Claudia knew something was off when she paid for that ticket. It was way too high for just a regular seat. But she was so excited about her new assignment for Mrs. Hogbottom, that she didn’t bother to go over her reservation online. 

She was also excited about boarding the modern high-speed train. But another email came through from her demanding client, and she answered it immediately...and forgot to go back and confirm her ticket. So, who knows where she was sitting, and Dijon was a long way from Paris.

After walking what seemed like the whole length of the train, they arrived in front of some fancy double doors. The man checked the ticket again and then nodded. “Ceci est votre compartiment.”

Claudia looked at the man, took her ticket and read it for the first time since purchasing it. “Private Executive Car!”

The man smiled at her and waved his hand for her to enter the car.

She peeked in and saw two occupants sleeping heavily. This was a shared executive car.

She stepped in and got herself settled. When she looked over at her sleeping companions, she noticed something very important. 

They were men.

Two very gorgeous men.

Not surprised this was a unisex “private” car, she mused to herself.

She looked at the men intently while she was getting her portfolio together. She should have been concentrating on her new assignment instead of focusing on the hunks in front of her.

But that was hard at this point.

She could tell, the one man was really tall, at least six-three. He was of the Caucasian persuasion. His facial features were chiseled, yet had a subtle softness to them. His mink brown hair was cut short to medium, but it was thick and wavy. A lock of hair hung over his right eye.

And his lips. Very kissable.

The guy next to him was no slouch either.

Equally handsome, even in slumber. His features were a tad softer. His hair was an inky black and just as wavy. 

His lips too looked made for kissing.

She never understood the term ‘beautiful’ being attributed to men—until now.

And she knew beauty, being an interior decorator to the wealthy. 

It was a challenging, but a fun career. Claudia got clients where money was no object. Her last client, an eccentric copper scrap mogul, told her whatever “tickled” her fancy. She shopped in the finest textile and furniture stores. She traveled to exotic places to bring back the finest marble and wood. It was exciting, and the client wasn’t too demanding.

But he did have bad taste. He mixed his textures that didn’t complement each other. She tried to tell him, but he wouldn’t hear of it. In the end, the customer is always right—and he was ecstatic over the finished project.

She was too; with the check, the guy handed her at the completion of said project. It allowed her to have a place in Paris and New York—all paid up.

She looked away from her appointment book and noticed her traveling companions were looking at her with broad smiles.

“Bonjour!” Both men said.

“Bonjour!” She got more comfortable in her seat as the two guys leaned forward, still smiling.

“On dirait qu’ils ont fait une erreur dans les reservations,” she said, hoping to explain her presence in their compartment.

“Yes, it seems....I mean, Oui...”

“Oh, you’re American?” she squealed.

“Yes,” the other guy said, straightening up. “You too? On vacation?”

“No, I mean yes. I mean, I’m American, but not on vacation. I’m working here for now. I’m an interior decorator and my client lives in Dijon.”

“Whoa! What a coincidence. Oh, I’m sorry my name is Bo Barret.”

“And I’m Gage Sinclair.” The two men leaned over and shook her hand.

“I’m Claudia Jenson. What did you mean coincidence?”

“I’m an architect,” Gage said.

“And I’m an interior designer,” Bo said.

“Oh wow. Do you two work together?”

“We try, but most of the time we have different clientele.”

“That’s wonderful. I assume you two are very close.”

“You assume right,” Gage said. “We’ve known each other for over fifteen years.”

“Ahh. I see, so it’s no accident that you two are in somewhat similar professions.”

“Right-o” Bo said. 

“Maybe you would like to complete us,” Gage said, as he stared at her with a sly grin.

Claudia wasn’t sure how to take that, especially when she looked over at Bo, and noticed the same smirk and intense stare on his face.

The train made a stop in Troyes. The trio had a little over an hour to stretch their legs before they continued to Dijon. They stopped to eat at a nearby café.

The three were very interested in each other. They made it a point to get to know each other more than just fleeting traveling acquaintances. 

“Do you two live here or are you on assignment too?” Claudia asked.

“We live here. You know, ex-pats,” Bo said.

“Ahh. Where do you live?”

“We both live in Paris. We were fortunate enough to find a large flat that wasn’t incredibly outrageous in price,” Gage said.

“You two really are close, Claudia mused.”

“Closer than you think,” Bo said, with a wink. “Do you live here?”

“I’m bicontinental. I have a place in New York too. I live just outside of Paris.” 

“You’re not going to travel back and forth between your place, and your work, that’s kind of brutal?” Gage asked.

“Oh no, I’m staying at a hotel near my latest project. A very good friend of mine used to be the head concierge at the Ritz. He got connections as you say and got me a suite at this fancy hotel. I’m so grateful. He’s a great friend; known him for about six years.”

“He must be.”

“How about you two, are you traveling back and forth?”

“Nah, we’re both in-between jobs. Not by choice,” Gage said, sheepishly.

“Oh?”

“What my buddy is trying to say, is that we’re both in a creative rut,” Bo said. “We haven’t had anything for several months. His architectural designs aren’t coming to him, and no one seems to be interested in redesigning their homes.”

“I see. Are you still using your old designs? I mean, are you both repeating your stuff over and over. Maybe the public is tired of seeing the same type of buildings, and maybe your interiors aren’t inspiring anyone to redesign their baths.”

“Wow, that’s rather harsh,” Gage said looking over at Bo, who quired his brow.

“I admit, I have a taskmaster mentally when it comes to one’s craft. You have to constantly work on it. You know, if you don’t use it, you’ll lose it.”

“I suppose you haven’t lost it?” Bo asked, not hiding his cynicism.

“Look, you asked me earlier what my inspiration was. I don’t wait for inspiration, and neither do any of my charge accounts. If I want to eat and enjoy the finer things in life, I work and stay on it. Yes, I love the creativity of it all, otherwise, I wouldn’t have given up law school to become a decorator, but when it’s all said and done, if you want to survive professionally and financially you have to put in the work no matter what.”

The guys looked at her then looked at each, then back at her, and smiled those gorgeous smiles again. It was then that she noticed their eyes. They were closed earlier.

Bo had light ice-blue eyes, that stared right through you. Gage had soulful brown eyes that made one melt in a puddle.

These were two of the most beautiful men that Claudia has ever seen in her life.

And she’s seen plenty in her line of work. Which begged the question.

The guys said they were close, in fact, Bo said closer than one thinks.

Were they gay? She mentally shook her head. The way they looked at her told her differently.

Then again, they could swing both ways. Probably when the mood hit them.

One thing was for certain, she did believe that the two had something going. Which actually added to their sexiness.

“Tous à bord!”

“Oops, time to go,” Claudia said, wiping her mouth with her napkin.

“So, tell us before we separate at our final destination,” Gage said, as they reboarded the train. 

“What?”

“Are we the kind of guys you want to get to know better?”

“You may have a friend that can get you a hotel suite, but Barret and Sinclair can really deliver,” Bo said.

“Deliver what?” Claudia asked.

They got back to their car and Bo closed the door behind them. “Whatever you want baby.”

“Dijon! Dijon!”

“That ride didn’t seem too long,” Claudia said, as she reached for her bags. But before she could get the handle, Gage already had it. Bo got her other two pieces of luggage.

“No, especially listening to your talk about work and the creative process, and browbeating us,” Gage said, with a slight smirk.

They helped her off the train and walked toward a café, they were all thirsty from talking so much.

But they learned a lot about each other, and Claudia was liking them more and more.

She concluded; that the guys had their minds made up. They claimed her as their little friend and looked like they wanted to be with her during this trip.

That was more than okay with her.

Before they made it to the café, Claudia noticed a familiar face. “Pete! Pete!” She ran over to her good friend Pete Lamont.

“Claudia, my darling.” He grabbed and hugged her. “I have so much to tell you. My company is thriving quicker than I expected.”

“That’s fantastic. I knew you could do it.”

Pete always wanted his own business, since the first day she met him. He was head concierge at the Ritz where she stayed while working on a project six years ago. He wanted more in life, however.

He loved his job and couldn’t decide on what he could do. Claudia suggested running an upscale employment agency that hired out concierge, bellboys, and other hospitality workers.

The business took off like a shot.

“I did it with the help of your encouragement and browbeating.”

Claudia broke out in laughter. 

“What so funny?” Pete chuckled along with her.

“I’ve heard that statement just recently. Oh, how rude of me. Boys, come here. I want you to meet Pete, the friend I was telling you about. Pete meet Bo Barret and Gage Sinclair. Boys, this is Pete Lamont.

“How do you do,” Pete said, sticking out his hand. 

The guys looked at him with some disdain. Claudia could not only see it but felt it too. Finally, Gage decided to take his hand and Bo followed. “Glad to meet any friend of Claudia’s,” Bo said.

The four of them went to the café and Claudia told Pete all about the guys. He seemed fascinated about their professions, however, the guys stared Pete down for some reason. They would occasionally engage in conversation, bragging about their careers as well.

Claudia found the guy’s reaction curious but chalked it up to the long ride from Paris.

After two hours of conversation of work, and catching up on trivial matters, Pete left the trio, and Claudia was ready to leave too.

“It’s so nice meeting you two,” Claudia said, shaking their hands.
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