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            First Date

         

         ‘Send up Commander Bond straightaway, will you Miss Moneypenny’. It was the first time I’d heard M’s voice on the intercom, clipped, commanding, as if he was issuing orders from the bridge. Which I suppose he was: I just wish I’d had a primer in able-seamanship before starting work as his private secretary.

         I buzzed down to C Section and was told he’d be on his way. I knew who Bond was from my days as a cipher clerk, of course. He’s long been a favourite topic of Powder Vine speculation, but I’d never paid much attention. So when the door to my office swung open without a knock, I barely glanced up from the tower of weekend signals.

         ‘You can go straight in, Commander Bond,’ I said. ‘He’s expecting you.’

         ‘Don’t I even get a hello, how d’you do, Miss … Moneypenny I believe?’ replied an attractive deep voice with a slight lilt that I couldn’t immediately place.

         I found myself looking into a pair of blue-grey eyes that appeared to be at once cold and inviting, like the Atlantic Ocean in mid-summer.

         ‘I’m sorry, I…’ I started to apologise, but he was already walking through the green baize door.

         Twenty minutes later and it swung back open to reveal M shaking Bond’s hand. ‘Congratulations 007,’ I heard him say. ‘You’ll be a credit to your new Section, I have no doubt.’ By the time M had retreated, Bond was perched on the corner of my desk, one polished shoe swinging gently. A thick comma of black hair had fallen over his right eyebrow and his face was serious.

         ‘You know what that means Miss Moneypenny?’

         ‘You’re joining the 00 Section. Yes…’

         ‘It means,’ Bond continued before I could finish, ‘that we’re celebrating tonight. Oysters and pink champagne at Scott’s. It also means that you can’t say no, because I now have a licence to kill. I’ll meet you there at eight.’

         He was gone before I could – I don’t know what: congratulate him? Apologise? Slap his face?

         I arrived early at Scott’s and had to walk around the block twice, feeling a little foolish in Ma’s midnight blue Lanvin dress. I wish I could say I was calm, but there was something about Bond that I found unsettling; his confidence, possibly, the touch of menace that clung subtly to him, like his well-cut suits. I took a deep breath and walked in.

         He was sitting at the bar, smoking. He gave me a brief smile, then raised one eyebrow and turned to the Maitre d’. ‘A bottle of the Taittinger Rosé ‘48, please Jacques.’

         ‘What would you say if I told you that I don’t drink?’ I asked.

         ‘That now would be the perfect opportunity to start,’ he replied. ‘Besides, I wouldn’t have believed you. You can’t hide the wild woman beneath that oh-so-proper exterior and, may I say, quite delectable frock.’ He looked suddenly serious. ‘Did you know that you have the most kissable lips in the world?’

         I couldn’t help laughing. ‘That’s very forward of you, Commander Bond. And all before I’ve even had a chance to introduce myself properly.’
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