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      The process of renewal is important for any author. Be it because it’s time to update or when we regain our rights from publishers.

      A Bar In Paris began its life many years ago, and in 2020, as I was renewing my books, this is one that I felt needed to be refreshed, and brought into line with my self publishing plan. So, I requested the rights back and here it finally is, in 2021 ready to release back into eager hands.

      The book cover took a long time to find the ‘right one’ which is why it didn’t automatically re-release along with many other titles I carry. (I mean 6 months is really a long time to be looking for that cover!!) In the end, I took the short list of choices back to my dedicated reader group (Imogene Nix’s Makers & Fakers) to ask which one they felt best typified the story. Thanks to those lovely members we have the umbrella scene.

      Thanks also to my many friends and supporters who’ve stayed with me throughout the years. Being an author can be very lonely, and it’s those connections we make that remind us every day, that being part of a collective means someone will always have your back.

      I hope you enjoy this tale.

      Imogene Nix

      2021
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      The little pub on a street corner of Paris had been slowly emptying in the last hour, but I nursed my latest wine, checking out the thinning crowd. I’d been taking an occasional sip until the glass was empty before hailing the bartender to refill it. “Excusez-moi?” Once a fresh glass was in hand, I began my hunt again.

      Yesterday, I’d flown in from London, where I work for a finance company on loan. My plan was simple. I needed to find a sexy guy to pass the entire weekend with. I intended to work off my current frustrations, both social and sexual, with this nameless, faceless man. I planned on it being both hot and commitment-free. Sex was on offer, and I planned to enjoy it.

      The lack of sex was one of the drawbacks to my single status. When I was frustrated, the only guy to turn to was BOB—my battery operated boyfriend. And it seemed a bit cold and lonely sometimes. Every now and again I yearned for flesh on flesh, but there wasn’t even a convenient lover hanging around in the wings.

      So the trip to Paris was a gift from me to myself. It seemed somehow appropriate, given that at the age of thirty, I was alone and desperately in need. “Happy birthday, me.”

      Over the last few years, all my friends had paired off. Some had married and some now had children. I’d worked hard, focusing on my career since taking the transfer to London. I had climbed the corporate ladder and proudly told my bosses I was married to the job. But at two in the morning, when I hungered after a particularly rocking dream...well, reaching for the bedside drawer left something to be desired. “At least I didn’t have to pay for his plane ticket.”

      It might be the weekend of my thirtieth birthday, and I might have come in here to get lucky, but with the choices as slim as they were...well, I wasn’t sure this was the right place to hang out. So far, there had been lots of sloppy, drunken Englishmen, a few Italians, and the odd Frenchman. None of the men I’d scanned had been either single or young, which had been part of my pick-a-man criteria. I seriously doubted they’d be able to manage anything interesting in bed. I toyed with the coaster on the polished table in front of me.

      Maybe it was time to head back to my hotel across the way. I had set aside four days to howl. There was still plenty of time, I told myself, with a knee jigging up and down, staving off the hunger deep inside me.

      I drained my glass of full-bodied red wine, feeling rather ambivalent about the whole situation. The waiter caught my eye and brought me a top up. “Merci.”

      Might as well drink it before I left. He took the Euros I extended with a smile and a nod, his eyes darting to and fro. For a moment, I wondered if he knew why I was there, then mentally laughed at myself. He couldn’t possibly know, of course.

      I propped my elbows on the wood table and looked around. The bar was emptier than earlier in the night, which meant I could scan the room more easily. It was an older, renovated space, all wood and dark colors, with fake gaslight lanterns. They certainly added to the ambience. The chairs were covered in deep red velvet and the tabletops glistened in the light. Above the counter, hanging down, were sparkling glasses which reflected the brass fittings.

      The waiter smiled and I sighed. “Time to go.” As I prepared to rise, gripping my bag in my hand, the bell above the door rang and I watched with interest as the sexiest man I’d ever seen entered. The cool blonde on his arm was scowling and he pried her fingers from his arm then walked away. For a moment, she wobbled on her stilettos before she sneered in her super chic French way only they can pull off and stalked out the door. It slammed so hard the panes of glass shuddered.

      The man scowled, but to be honest, it didn’t hurt at all. He was tall and well built. Blond hair with gray eyes.

      My mind screamed that this man could probably satisfy my needs. He didn’t appear even slightly inebriated and he was obviously single now, if that little carry-on was to go by. Perhaps this was my chance? I smoothed down my black dress, making sure my cleavage was just peeking out, then I sucked in a deep, deep breath and stood, hoping to catch his eye.

      I watched the man stalk to the bar and order in perfect English-accented French. “Une bière, s’il vous plait.”

      My toes curled at his voice and the waiter hurried to do his bidding. Mr. Sexy’s voice was cultured and deep. I like voices, particularly men’s voices. They can make me go gooey at the knees, and this one warmed my insides to the consistency of thick, warm honey. And I knew he was the one I wanted to be with all night long.

      The server handed over a bottle of beer and a glass, but Mr. Sexy looked at the bottle, grimaced, and then took a long pull.

      The other men at the bar started talking in low voices, putting aside newspapers. They paid their money and left. I didn’t want to think it was because of the dangerous aura surrounding the man. It was, after all, three in the morning. No, there had to be something else. But I was sure it wasn’t the time to ask these questions.

      The small bar was quiet now as I was waiting alone with the mystery man. The waiter disappeared to the back. Obviously, with only two patrons left, he could do other things.

      I sucked in my confidence, folded it around me like a coat, and approached the man. “Hi. Mind if I join you?”

      He grinned and gestured to the seat beside him. I slipped onto the small stool, perched uncertainly. Then I wiggled my bum a little, thrust out my chest, and gave him my very best come-on smile.

      “Looking for a hook up, are you?” His voice caused a curl of heat to gather deep inside me.

      I nodded slowly. Better to be honest from the start, I thought. I didn’t have time to say a word. The next thing I knew, he had me thrust against the bar, his lips on mine and his tongue halfway down my throat. But man, what a tongue it was.

      He played me like a violin until he lifted his head, casting a wicked smile in my direction. “Your hotel or mine?”

      “Umm, yours.” Right now, I felt the rosy glow of arousal roaring through me. Sexy and quick to catch on. Yep, I was sure this guy was a winner.

      “You’re not from around here, are you?”

      I shook my head. “No.”

      Oh God! I’d never done this before and wasn’t certain if I should ask for a name. I wasn’t sure if I should ask if he had a handy condom. None of these things had been covered by the magazine article that suggested a quickie weekend tryst was the way to satisfy a single, thirties woman about town who was desperately horny.

      As he drew away, I was hot and heady and he slipped his hand into mine.

      “Serveur? Que dois-je?” He checked his small tab and the waiter hurried back, naming a price. It was all very quick and the waiter frowned a bit, seeing that I had changed spots and was obviously leaving with this man.

      Then together, we rose and left the bar.
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      I stepped inside his lush room at the same hotel I was staying at. I’d booked a nice double

      with a balcony and sitting area. His room was obviously a suite, with a sitting area separate from the bed, and decorated in a bright pink. Garish, yes, but certainly unforgettable.

      I slipped my shoes off as we entered, feeling the plush carpeting swallow them, and padded across the room. Paris by night is a wonderful sight to behold, I thought. The twinkling lights that never seem to go out called to me and I had to go to the window to chance a look. I sighed, accepting that Paris has an air unfound anywhere else. One that tells us it’s been here for centuries and will remain long after we have passed.

      I laughed a little at those whimsical thoughts. “It’s amazing.” Here I was, an Aussie in Paris, taking a break from the hubbub of London just long enough to have a sexy weekend interlude with a stranger was almost giggle-worthy. Because turning thirty meant respectability knocked, and this was the most disrespectable thing I’d ever done. Yep, perhaps I’d lost my marbles after all.

      The man, whose name I didn’t even know, cleared his throat. “Would you like a glass of champagne?”

      “Sure.” I nodded, thinking that there must be a way I could draw this out before committing to the act. Suddenly, what had seemed like a damn good idea sitting in my office on a damp and dreary May morning had overtones of ‘Oh my God, it’s really happening’. I was here. In a hotel room. With a stranger. In Paris. Planning on having sex. Just because I needed it.

      He smiled, and once more I swallowed at the sight of the most amazingly sexy man I had ever seen. Truly, with sandy colored hair and gray-blue eyes that crinkled at the edges, how could I possibly go wrong?

      My insides quivered as he walked to the phone and picked up the receiver, looking at me intently as if he knew the internal struggle happening in my mind. He punched a button. “Service de chambre? J’aimerais commander une bouteille de champagne. Peut-être un Veuve Clicquot?”

      Now my French is pretty good, it has to be in my job, but the order for a bottle of Veuve Clicquot just rolled off his tongue like a native. A thread of interest wove around me as I watched him dispense with his tie, throwing it on the seat beside him.

      He looked at me and I wondered what on earth the person on the other end of the phone said to him. Whatever it was, his eyes twinkled in the light of the room.

      “Oui, un plat de fraises serait formidable. Et maintenez l’ordre de petit-déjeuner jusqu’à dire dix trente.”

      Strawberries in a bowl? Hold breakfast?

      “Chambre neuf quinze.” Then he hung up with a wink.

      The inside of my mouth dried as he advanced toward me.

      “The bathroom is through there, in case you want to freshen up.”

      I nodded, grateful for the opportunity before we got started. Maybe reapply my bright red lipstick and smooth my hair.

      Once inside, I closed the door and checked in my purse to make sure I had all the essentials. Phone, condoms in a pouch pack, lipstick, tissues, deodorant, and perfume. Room key and extra contact lenses in a case.

      I chanced a look at my burning cheeks. My dress clung to me, outlining every curve. My eyes shone bright, though the contact lenses irritated them a little now and I considered taking them out, but dismissed that plan. “No time, girlie.”

      My long, blonde hair was still caught up at the nape of my neck, though wisps were escaping. I hadn’t brought a comb or brush, so I smoothed them with my hand, noting the slightly startled expression on my face before I turned away.

      I used the bathroom quickly, then, after washing my hands, I calmed myself before I walked back into the room, hoping I looked self-possessed and worldly.

      A knock on the door caught my attention and I sucked in a deep breath as he answered it. When he came back, he carried a tray with glasses, an ice bucket, a bottle of champagne, and strawberries in a bowl. He smiled at me. I returned the grin.

      The pop went off and I giggled nervously.

      “You’ve never done this before, have you?”

      I blushed at his question. “Ah, no. Why do you say that?”

      “You seem nervous. Then you toy with the clasp on your bag and seem to avoid actually looking at me.”
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