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Book One


Tanya







He was nervous. She could see that in the way he paced around the room, occasionally going to the window and lifting the lace curtain to look out at the rain-swept Geneva street. He turned to look at her. “The Frenchman isn’t here yet,” he said in his harsh Bavarian German.

She did not look up from her knitting. “He will come,” she answered.

He walked back to the sideboard and poured himself a schnapps, swallowing it in one gulp. “It wasn’t like this in Paris. Then he would come running whenever I snapped my fingers.”

“That was three years ago,” she said calmly. “The Germans were winning.”

“We were never winning,” he cried. “We only thought we were. The minute America came into it, we all knew in our hearts it was over.” The faint sound of the doorbell came from downstairs. “He’s here now,” he said.

She rose to her feet, laying the knitting on the table next to her chair. “I’ll bring him right up.”

She went down the staircase to the foyer. He was already in the house, the maid taking his coat. He turned, hearing her footsteps, his small white even teeth showing in a smile when he saw her.

He advanced toward her and took her hand, raising it to his lips. She felt his thick moustache prickling the back of her fingers. “Bon soir, Anna,” he said. “You are as beautiful as ever.”

She returned his smile and answered in the same language. “And you are as gallant as ever, Maurice.”

He laughed. “And the little one?”

“Janette is five. You would not know her now, she is so big.”

“And beautiful, like her mother.”

“She will have a beauty all her own,” Anna said.

“Good,” Maurice said. “Then since I cannot have you, I will wait for her.”

Anna laughed. “You might have to wait for a long time.”

He looked at her strangely. “Until then I shall have to content myself with what is available.”

“Wolfgang is waiting in the library,” she said. “Follow me.”

He waited until she had gone up a few steps before following her. And all the way to the top of the stairs he was aware of the sensuous movements of her body delineated by the clinging silk of her dress.

The two men shook hands, Wolfgang clicking his heels, with a nod of his head. Maurice, very French, with a slight bow. They spoke in English, a neutral language that each thought he spoke better than the other, since neither would give the other the advantage of speaking his own language.

“How is Paris?” Wolfgang asked.

“Very American,” Maurice answered. “Chocolate bars, cigarettes, chewing gum. Not the same.”

Wolfgang was silent for a moment. “At least the Russians are not there. Germany is finished.”

Maurice nodded sympathetically without answering.

Anna, who had been watching, turned toward the door. “I’ll get the coffee.”

They waited until the door closed behind her. Wolfgang went to the sideboard. “Schnapps? Cognac?”

“Cognac.”

Wolfgang poured Courvoisier into a snifter and handed it to him, then took the schnapps for himself. He gestured to a chair and they sat down opposite each other, the small coffee table between them. “You brought the papers?” he asked.

Maurice nodded and opened the small leather briefcase he carried with him. “They’re all here.” He placed the blue paper documents with the official notary’s seal in three stacks on the coffee table. “I think you will find everything in order. All the companies have been placed in Anna’s name, as you requested.”

Wolfgang picked up one of the papers and looked at it. It was the usual legal gibberish which rarely made sense, whatever language it was written in.

Maurice looked at him. “Still sure you want to do it? We can burn the papers and it will be as if it was never done.”

Wolfgang drew a deep breath. “I have no choice,” he said. “There is no way the French will allow me to keep those companies, even though I acquired them legitimately during the occupation. The Jews will come back, screaming that I forced them to sell.”

Maurice nodded in agreement. “Ungrateful bastards. It would have been better if you were not so honest. There were others who not only took the companies but sent them to the camps as well. At least you let them get away with their lives.”

They were silent for a moment.

Maurice looked at him. “What are your plans now?”

“South America,” Wolfgang said. “My wife and children are already there. I can’t stay here much longer. It’s only a matter of time before my name comes up, then they’ll want me back for trial in Germany. And the Swiss will suddenly find me persona non grata.”

“Does Anna already know?”

“I told her. She understands. Besides, she is grateful to me for saving her life and the life of the child. When I found her in Poland, she was already on the way to the camps, her husband, the young count, was dead on the battlefield, the rest of her family gone in the blitz.”

He paused, remembering the day he first saw her, almost five years ago.

It was a small house in the fashionable residential area on the outskirts of Warsaw. Small in comparison to the houses that most of the other high-ranking German officers chose to occupy during their stay, but Wolfgang was another breed. He had no reason to display himself or assert his importance, coming as he did from an old, impeccably aristocratic industrial family. His basic concern was not military or political; it was his job to see that local industry was absorbed into the Reich war industry. The job, here in Warsaw, was mainly a cleanup operation, the preliminary studies and work already done. It would be up to him to make the final decision on the disposal and integration of the various companies and industries. He estimated that it would take him between a month and six weeks to complete his assignment, then back to Berlin to await a new assignment. Only thirty-four, he had already been given the temporary rank of General Major to enable him to deal with his Wehrmacht counterparts on an equal level. His personal secretary, Johann Schwebel, was made a sergeant so that he could accompany him.

It was Schwebel who saw her first. He was standing in the doorway of the small house when the truck pulled up in front and the women began to climb down from it. He stood there, marveling at the efficiency of the S.S. It had been just yesterday that they asked procurement to locate a housekeeper for them, one who spoke German as well as Polish so that there would be no language difficulty in running the house; and now six women were getting out of the truck for him to make a choice. They stood nervously in the yard as the guard with a machine pistol on a sling over his shoulder came up to the doorway.

The guard stopped in front of Schwebel. “I’ve got the women here for you to make your pick,” he said flatly.

“Do you have their papers?” Schwebel asked.

The guard nodded and took them from a pouch. “Here they are.” He noticed Schwebel looking over his shoulder and turned.

A seventh girl was getting out of the truck. There was something different about her. Certainly it wasn’t the clothing. They all wore the same drab gray prison dress. But it was something that she did with it. Maybe it was the way she carried herself. Straight and tall. With an air of indifference, of pride. Her hair, long and chestnut brown, brushed neatly, fell just below her shoulders with not a strand out of place. She glanced around coolly, then stood there next to the truck, waiting. She made no move to join the other women, who had begun to chatter nervously among themselves.

“That’s the princess,” the guard said.

“The princess?”

“That’s the name they gave her in the camp. She came there ten days ago and I don’t think she’s spoken a word to any of the other girls in the whole time. She keeps to herself. And you know how Polish girls love to fuck. The minute you take it out they start coming and when you stick it to them they go crazy. This one, zero. After fifteen of us fucked her already and it was the same with every one of them. She laid there without a moment until it was over. Then it was as if nothing had happened. She would wipe her cunt without saying a word and go about her business.”

“Which paper is hers?” Schwebel asked. “I’d like to see her first.”

“The one with the red band on the corner and the A in a circle. She’s already scheduled for Auschwitz next week. We don’t need girls like her around.” The guard laughed coarsely. “My advice is not to bother with her. She pisses ice water.”

Schwebel sat at the small table in the foyer which served as his desk, the files in front of him. He opened the folder with the red band.


Tanya Anna Pojarska b. Kosciusko, 7 Nov. ’18, Warsaw. Widow, husband ded. Count Peter Pojarska, Capt. Polish Army in Jan. 1940. One child, daughter, Janette Marie, b. Paris, France, 10 Sept. ’39. Rel. Catholic. Father, Professor of Modern Languages, Univ. Warsaw, ded. All known family, ded. Educ. B.A. Univ. Warsaw, Mod. Lang. ’37, M.A. Sorbonne, Paris, Mod. Lang. ’39. Fluent Pol. Fre. Eng. Ger. Rus. Ita. Spa. All family assets and properties forfeited to State, 12 Oct. ’39. Guilty treason, subversion. Gestapo file Warsaw—72943/029. Sentenced labor camp #12. Perm. gtd. for daughter to accompany.



Schwebel finished leafing through the other folders. He had already come to the conclusion that she was the only one qualified for the job. The others were ordinary. Despite the fact that they had some knowledge of German, they had very little in the way of educational background to offer. When he looked up, she was standing in front of his desk.

“Sit down, Frau Pojarska,” he said in German.

“Danke schön.” She sat down quietly.

He continued in German. “Your duties will consist of running the house and keeping order. You will also be asked to assist in the translation and writing of certain documents. Do you think you’re capable of this?”

“I think so,” she nodded.

“It will be for six weeks only,” he said.

“In these times,” she said, “six weeks can be a lifetime.” She took a deep breath. “Am I permitted to bring my daughter with me?”

He hesitated.

“She will not be any trouble,” she said quickly. “She is really a very quiet baby.”

“I can’t make that decision,” he said. “It is up to the general.”

Her eyes met his across the desk. “I will not leave her there,” she said quietly.

He was silent.

“There are still ways I have to show my gratitude,” she said quickly.

He cleared his throat. “I will do what I can. But it will still be the general’s decision.” He rose to his feet. “Wait here.”

She watched him go up the stairs to the general’s room. A moment later he came out on the landing. “Come up here.”

He opened the door for her and she entered before him. The general, who had been standing near the window, looking at her folder, turned to her. Her first thought was one of surprise. He was so young. Maybe thirty-five. Not much older than Peter.

Schwebel’s voice came from behind her. “General Major von Brenner, Frau Pojarska.”

Wolfgang looked at her. He felt a tightness come into his gut. He could sense the woman beneath the drab prison dress. His voice was suddenly hoarse. “Schwebel thinks you can do the job, but there is a complication.”

Her voice was clear. “It does not have to be one.”

He continued to look at her silently.

“I promise,” she said. Her voice suddenly grew strong. “I cannot leave her there to die.”

He thought of his own two children, going to school in Bavaria, far from the war and untouched by it. He turned away, so that she could not see the expression in his eyes. What was it that Schwebel told him she had said? Six weeks could be a lifetime. It was only six weeks. There was no reason why she could not have it. He turned back to her. “You have my permission to bring the child.”

He saw the sudden mist in her eyes but her voice was controlled. “Danke schön, Herr General.”

“Do you have any other clothing?”

She shook her head. “They took everything away when I came to the camp.”

“We’ll have to get some for you,” he said. “It will be up to you to receive guests and make them comfortable. We’ll also need two more women. A cook and a maid for cleaning and laundry. You choose them.”

“Jawohl, Herr General.”

“I’ll have Schwebel write an order approving the child and the others. Then you will go shopping with him. You will buy clothing for yourself and uniforms for the others. You will have everything in order for dinner tonight, which will be at eight o’clock. I will leave the menu up to you.”

He watched the door close behind her, then went back to his desk and sat down. What was it Schwebel had told him? Fifteen men. He couldn’t believe it. None of it showed on her face. No anger, resentment, subservience. It was as if nothing could touch her that she did not want to feel.

Dinner surprised him. Vichyssoise. Gedämpftes kalbfleisch, with a delicate horseradish dressing, boiled potatoes, fresh string beans. A garden salad with cheese. Finally, coffee and cognac.

At the end of the meal she came into the dining room. “Was the dinner to your satisfaction, Herr General?”

“Very good.”

She allowed herself a reserved smile. “I am pleased. Thank you. Is there anything else I can get you?”

“That will be all, thank you. Good night.”

“Good night, Herr General.”

It was almost midnight and he still tossed sleeplessly on his bed. Finally, he got out of bed and put on his robe and went out into the hall. The light still shone from under Schwebel’s door. He opened it.

Schwebel jumped to his feet from his bed, the book he was reading still in his hand. “Herr von Brenner,” he stammered. “I mean, Herr General.”

“Her room,” Wolfgang said.

“The first one at the top of the stairs on the next flight up.”

He closed the door behind him and went up the next flight of stairs. No light came from under her door. He hesitated a moment, then opened it and stepped inside.

In the faint moonlight from the window, he saw her sit up suddenly. A moment later a small light from the bed lamp went on. Her hair was long and dark, falling well below her shoulders, her eyes wide. She did not speak.

He saw the makeshift crib next to the bed and went to it and looked down. The infant was sleeping peacefully, her thumb in her mouth. He bent over the crib and gently withdrew the thumb. “It’s bad for her teeth,” he said, straightening up.

She still did not speak.

“What’s her name?”

“Janette.”

“It’s a pretty name,” he said. He looked down at the child again. “She’s beautiful.”

“Thank you, Herr General.” She looked up at him. “You have children?”

“Two,” he said.

“It must be difficult being away from them.”

“It is.”

“And your wife?”

“That, too,” he said. Suddenly he felt awkward. He turned back to the door. “Well, good night.”

He had been back in his bed for about ten minutes when she came into his room. He sat up. “Yes?”

“Turn on the light,” she said. “I want you to see me.”

He pressed the switch on the bed lamp. She was wearing a full-length white nightgown, her hair falling around it. “Look at me,” she said softly, beginning to slide the gown off one shoulder.

His breath caught in his throat as one breast appeared, full and strong, the strawberry-like nipple jutting forth from the purple-red areola, then the other breast leaped free as she pushed the gown down to her waist. His eyes followed her hands as she slowly moved them down across her rib cage past her flat, softly muscled belly, pushing the gown suddenly tight across her wide hips until at last it fell to the floor around her, her dark curly pubis pointing like an arrowhead down between the columns of her legs.

She came close to the bed and moved the sheet away from his legs. She pulled at the tie string of his pajamas and his phallus sprang free. She knelt beside the bed, looking into his eyes for a moment, then down at him. Gently she peeled the foreskin back from his throbbing red glans. Her tongue flicked snakelike over it.

Suddenly her hand tightened over his phallus, holding it in a viselike grip. She looked up at him. Her voice was imperious. “Don’t come yet.”

He couldn’t speak. All he could do was nod.

Her face bent back to him. “I’ll tell you when,” she said as she once again took him in her mouth.

Six weeks later when he boarded the train for Paris, she and the child went with him.

***

Silently, Wolfgang finished signing the last of the documents. He looked up at Maurice. “I think that does it,” he said.

“Technically, yes,” Maurice answered. “But there are other problems.”

Wolfgang looked at him.

“Her French resident’s permit was issued by the Pétain government. It may not be acceptable to the present regime.”

“Why not? It was a permanent permit recognizing her status as a displaced person. She was even graduated from the Sorbonne before the war. Besides, her daughter was born in France before the occupation.”

“There have been many cases where they have withdrawn permits because the holders were considered collaborationists. And there are many in Paris who know of her relationship with you.”

Wolfgang thought for a moment. “What can we do about that?”

“I’ve given it some thought, but I’ve come up with no firm solution. The only thing that could work is if she held a valid French citizenship.”

“Shit.” Wolfgang got to his feet. “What do we do now?” He crossed to the sideboard and poured himself another schnapps.

Maurice turned and looked at Anna, who had been sitting silently while Wolfgang had been signing the papers, the coffee service on the small table in front of her. She raised her head from the needles in her hands and met his eyes. They stared at each other for a long moment, then his eyes fell away and she returned to her knitting.

Wolfgang swallowed his schnapps, refilled his glass, came back to the couch and sat down heavily. “Maybe it’s not worth the effort. Maybe we should just sell the companies and get rid of them.”

“You’d get nothing for them right now,” Maurice said. “The French are bankrupt. Five years from now, when things are normal, they’ll be worth a great deal of money.”

“Five years,” Wolfgang said. “Who the hell knows where we’ll be in five years?”

“If we’re dead it won’t matter,” Maurice said. “But if we’re alive, it will.”

“If they withdraw her permit, we lose it all anyway. They’ll take the companies back.”

“It’s a chance we have to take,” Maurice said.

Anna spoke softly without looking up from her knitting. “If I were married to a Frenchman, I would automatically have citizenship.”

Wolfgang stared at her for a moment, then turned to Maurice. “Is that true?”

Maurice nodded.

“Then find someone we can trust and Anna will marry him.”

Maurice gestured to the papers. “I know of none I can trust with these. Do you?”

Wolfgang looked down at the papers, then up at him. “You’re not married.

Maurice shook his head. “It would be too dangerous. There are still many Gaullists who are suspicious of me. After all I still did not jump across the Channel until the last possible moment.”

“But they bought your story. And the information you brought them as well as the explanation that you stayed undercover in order to help them.”

“True. But that was while the battle was still going on. Now questions are beginning to be asked.”

“I’m sure your uncle could take care of that,” Wolfgang said.

“My uncle is dead. He died four months ago.”

“Then who is the Marquis de la Beauville now?”

“There is none. He died without issue.”

“What happens to his property?”

“It will go to the state. Unless someone comes forward to pay the inheritance taxes on it. Someone in the family, of course.”

“Do you think anyone will?”

Maurice shook his head. “I’m the only one left. If my father, his brother, were alive, he would have succeeded to the title. But now it will all be gone—property, title, everything.”

Wolfgang pursued it. “If you paid the tax, could you claim the title?”

Maurice thought for a moment. “If the government accepted my payment, I suppose I could.”

“How much is involved?”

“A lot of money. Five million francs. Nobody really knows. The government records are hopeless.”

Wolfgang got to his feet. He was excited. “Let me think for a minute.”

They watched him walk back and forth across the room and finally come to a stop in front of Maurice. “If these companies were in the estate would their ownership be valid?”

“Absolutely,” Maurice said. “There is no one who would dare to challenge my uncle’s integrity and loyalty. After all, he was one of the few Frenchmen who dared to remain in France, still defying Pétain’s authority. And even they did not dare touch him, though he remained virtually a prisoner in his country home.”

Wolfgang smiled with satisfaction. “That’s it then. All our problems are solved. You and Anna will be married. I will see to it that you have the money to pay the taxes and claim the title. Then the companies will be transferred into the estate and everything will be in order.” He picked up his schnapps and tossed it down his throat. “I dub thee the Marquis de la Beauville,” he said, tapping Maurice lightly on both shoulders.

Maurice looked past him at Anna. He thought he saw a faint smile on her lips as she continued to look down at the knitting needles flying in her hands. It was the same enigmatic smile that very first time they had met in Paris, in the autumn of 1940.

***

He walked up the small flight of steps from the street to the door of the small townhouse, sandwiched and almost lost among the large apartment buildings on the avenue d’Iéna, and pressed the doorbell.

A maid in uniform opened the door and looked out at him. “Monsieur?”

He took a card from his pocket and gave it to her. “I have an appointment with General von Brenner.”

She glanced down at the card. “Entrez, M’sieur.”

He followed her into the hallway and waited while she disappeared into another room of the house. He looked around the walls. They were bare and there were still faint discolorations where pictures had once hung. Idly, he wondered what unlucky French family had been summarily evicted from their home to make way for their Prussian conquerors. And the paintings that had once adorned the walls—had the Frenchmen been able to take them or were they now somewhere in the general’s house in Germany?

The sound of a man’s footsteps came from behind him. He turned. The soldier wearing a Wehrmacht sergeant’s uniform raised his hand in a salute. “Heil Hitler.”

Maurice raised his hand. “Heil Hitler.”

“The general will be with you in a few minutes.” Schwebel opened a door. “Would you be kind enough to wait in the drawing room?”

“Avec plaisir.” Maurice went into the room and the door closed behind him. The furniture in this room seemed to be untouched, as were the paintings on the wall. A small fire burned in the fireplace.

He crossed to the fire and warmed his hands in front of it. Even now, in early fall, when Paris was normally warm, there always seemed to be a northern chill in the damp air. The French were sure that it was the Germans who caused it.

He heard the door open and turned back to it, expecting the general. Instead, it was a tall young woman, her long brown hair brushed carefully back in a quiet chignon that accented her high cheekbones and large dark eyes. She was wearing a chic dark afternoon dress that accented her full figure while at the same time playing it down.

“Monsieur de la Beauville?” She spoke in accent-free Parisian.

He nodded.

She came toward him. “I am Madame Pojarska. The general asked me to make you comfortable. He may be detained longer than he thought. May I order coffee or a drink for you?”

“Coffee would be fine.”

“And some pastry perhaps. Our pâtissier is one of the finest in Paris.”

He smiled. “You have uncovered my weakness, Madame.” It was true. Since the Germans had come to Paris there wasn’t a decent piece of pastry to be had anywhere.

A few moments later, he was seated on the couch, a cup of fragrant real coffee in front of him, his fork crinkling through the flaky leaves of a mille-feuille. “This is delicious,” he said.

That faint smile curved the corners of her mouth. “Some things in France will never change.”

He looked at her in surprise. It was not the kind of remark he had expected to hear in the home of a German general. “You lived in France before, Madame?”

“I went to school here,” she answered. “The Sorbonne.” She placed another mille-feuille on his plate. “My daughter was born here. Just after the war broke out.”

“Then your daughter is French,” he said.

“Polish. My late husband and I are Polish.”

“Under French law your child has the right to French citizenship unless her parents have notified the authorities differently.”

She thought for a moment. “Then she is French, because my late husband went back to Poland the day war broke out and we never filed any papers at all.”

He raised a questioning eyebrow. “Your late husband?”

She nodded. “He died defending his country.”

“I’m sorry,” he said.

She was thoughtful for a moment. “It was fated,” she said. “I am not the only widow this war had produced, and I will not be the last. Poland was not the only country to fall before the Germans, and France will not be the last.”

He was silent.

“But people survive—even if it means they have to learn to live with a new order,” she continued.

He nodded. “That is true. The circles of power are far beyond us. We must learn to live with them, not them with us.”

There was a knock at the door. The sergeant came into the room. “The general is free now. He asks that you bring Monsieur de la Beauville to his study.”

He followed her through the bare hall to another room. She paused, knocking on the door and then opening it without waiting for a reply.

General von Brenner was a much younger man than he had expected. At most he was no older than Maurice himself, who was thirty-seven. He did not offer the usual salute; instead he held out his hand. “Monsieur de la Beauville. I have been looking forward to meeting with you.” His French was tinged with a heavy German accent.

Maurice replied with his French-tinged German. “It is my honor, General.”

The two men stared at each other; then suddenly the general grinned. “My French is as bad as your German.”

Maurice laughed. “Not quite.”

“Do you speak English?”

“Yes.”

“Then suppose we converse in that language. Then neither of us has to feel embarrassed. And if we have any problems in understanding each other, Anna, here, can help us out.”

“Agreed,” Maurice answered in English.

“Now to work,” the general said. “The French Industrial Board has assigned you to work with me so that we may better mobilize industry into the war effort against our mutual enemy. Our first priority of course will be heavy industry that can be used to manufacture weapons and equipment.”

“That, too, was my understanding, and with your permission I have already prepared a number of files which at this very moment are on their way here by special couriers. I am at your disposal to begin work with them immediately.”

***

But in the course of the three years they were to work together during the occupation, both saw other opportunities begin to develop. Non-war-related businesses that were begging to be taken over, because under the new order there were many owners who were not acceptable. A large, well-known vineyard, a company that bottled natural mineral waters, and another company in the south that manufactured bases for perfumes and cosmetics. All at bargain prices, low cash and liberal exit visas for the former owners, which enabled them to seek freedom elsewhere. Since these companies’ true ownership was always hidden by the laws affecting French sociétés anonymes, there was never an overt record of the real proprietors. Still, when decisions regarding the companies had to be made, the owner had to reveal himself, if only within his companies. To forestall any criticism, Wolfgang placed the management of record in Anna’s name. All were quiet companies, which did little business during the war. It was for the postwar period that Wolfgang had acquired them—for a time when the need for their products and their market would expand.

It was slightly more than two years later on a hot humid day in the summer of 1943 that Wolfgang returned from a meeting at H.Q. West. She saw that he was upset, but kept silent until he was ready to talk. That did not happen until after dinner as they sat in the study and he smoked his cigar and sipped his coffee.

“I’m called back to Berlin,” he said heavily.

She looked at him. “For how long?”

“Permanently,” he said. “My job here is finished. There are production problems in the Fatherland they want me to look into.”

She was silent for a moment. “I’ll begin packing immediately.”

“No.” His voice was abrupt. “You’re not coming with me.”

She looked at him without speaking.

“I can’t bring you to Germany,” he said awkwardly. “My family—”

“I understand,” she said quickly. She took a deep breath then forced a smile. “I have no complaints. At first it was only for six weeks, remember?”

“It is not over,” he said. “I have plans.”

“I don’t want you to endanger yourself,” she said.

“There will be no danger,” he answered. “I have asked Maurice to join us at breakfast tomorrow and I will explain them all to you.”

She was silent for a long moment. “When do you have to leave?”

“Friday.”

She looked deep into his eyes. “This is Tuesday,” she said, rising. “Come to bed. We have not much time left.”

***

Wolfgang waited until the maid had cleared the breakfast dishes and left the room before he spoke. Maurice and Anna sat around the small table. “Germany has lost the war,” he said flatly.

Neither of them spoke. He continued. “War is like business. When you stop going forward, you lose momentum. Then you lose control. The Führer made a critical error. Instead of pressing forward across the Channel to England, he turned toward Russia. At that point it was all over.”

The others were still silent. “Now it’s only a question of time and we must make plans. There will be many opportunities after the war and it will be up to us to take advantage of them.” He looked at Maurice. “We will begin with you. If we want to keep the properties we have acquired here in France you will have to change sides. Cross the Channel and join the Gaullists.”

“Impossible!” Maurice protested. “They will shoot me on sight.”

“Not if you follow my plan. I will make available to you certain information that will be invaluable to the Allies. Information on manufacturing and production facilities that they have not as yet learned about. You will go to your uncle, the marquis, whose reputation is unassailable and explain to him that you have been secretly working with us to gain access to this information. Now that you have it, you need his help to get it across the Channel. I’m sure that he has contacts, and with my help, I can guarantee you safe passage across the Channel within a month.”

Maurice hesitated. “It will be dangerous.”

“It will be more dangerous to remain. When the French return you will be shot as a traitor and collaborationist.”

Maurice was silent.

Wolfgang turned to Anna. “For many years my family has owned a small townhouse in Geneva. I have already secured a Swiss residency visa for you to work there as my housekeeper, and for Janette. You will remain here for about a month after I leave. Then you will move to Switzerland. Schwebel will remain here with you to help organize the necessary files and papers that you are to take with you, then, acting as your chauffer, he will drive you to Geneva. The excuse will be that Janette is ill and the doctors have advised her to recuperate in the Alps. When you are safely in the house there, he will return to Germany to join me.”

Anna looked at him. “And what will you be doing all that time?”

“I will be making plans to get my family out of Germany. Because of my position, we will all be targets for Allied vengeance.”

“Where will they go?”

“There are several countries in South America which offer us shelter. For a fee, of course. But that is only money.”

“And what will happen to you?”

“As soon as I see them safely away, I will join you in Geneva.”

She was silent for a moment. “There is no other way?”

He shook his head. “No other way. The end may come in a year, two years, maybe even three. But it will come, believe me.”

They were all silent for a moment, each, with his own thoughts. “Merde!” Maurice exclaimed suddenly. He looked at Wolfgang. “I had foolish dreams of one day being a rich man.”

Wolfgang smiled. “Do as I say and you still may be a rich man.”

After Maurice had gone. Wolfgang got to his feet. “Come to my study with me.”

She followed him up to the small room, which he used as his private study. He closed the door and locked it behind him. “What I am about to show you, no one else in the world knows, neither Maurice nor Schwebel, not even my family. No one. Just me. And now, you.”

She watched silently while he moved his chair from behind the desk and lifted the rug from the floor beneath it. His hand searched for a wooden slat on the floor, and finding it, pressed it. A small trapdoor, a little more than a foot wide, sprang up. He reached inside and took out what looked like a tin safe-deposit box and placed it on the table. He lifted the latch, opened it, and beckoned to her. “Look.”

She walked to the desk and, standing beside him, looked down. The box was filled with shining gold coins. She was speechless.

His face was serious. “Gold louis. There are forty boxes like this here. One hundred thousand in all.”

Her breath rushed from her. “My God! I had no idea.” She looked at him. “How—?”

“No questions,” he answered. “I have them. That’s all that matters. And you’re going to bring them to Switzerland.”

“How?” she asked. “You know all the luggage is searched when we cross the border.”

“I thought of that,” he smiled. He gestured to her, and she followed him to the window. He pointed to the Mercedes limousine standing in the courtyard. “It looks like just any other car, doesn’t it?”

She nodded.

“It’s not,” he said. “The side panels around the doors and sides are hollow and lined with soundproofing material so that the coins will not rattle and make noise. I had it specially built.”

“What if the men who built it talk?”

“They won’t talk,” he said. “They were Jews. And they are long since gone.”

“Dead?”

He didn’t answer. He went back to the desk and placed the box back in the trap, then covered it again with the rug and moved the chair back into place.

He sat down in the chair. “You will have to transfer it alone. I will show you how to gain access to the panels. But no one must see you do it. No one. Your life and your daughter’s will be worth nothing if you are seen. I do not have to explain what people will do for that kind of money.”

She nodded. Murder had been committed for far less.

“You will have to arrange at least one or two hours each night to be alone in the house. It does not all have to be done in one night. You have a month. When it is all in place you will be ready to leave.”

“Will Schwebel be the only one going with me?”

“No. There will be another man with him. An ex-paratrooper. Tough and a trained killer. If there is any real trouble he knows how to handle it.”

“And what do I do with it when I get there?”

“Rent a numbered box at one of the Swiss banks. Then remove the gold in the same way you placed it there. A little at a time. When the car is empty, Schwebel and his assistant will then drive the car to me in Germany.”

She sank into a chair. “For the first time, I am frightened.”

He looked at her steadily. “So am I,” he said heavily. “But we have no choice. There is nothing else we can do if we want to have any life together after this is over.”

***

Not once in all the time they had been together had he ever told her that he loved her—not even when his passion burst and flooded her with his seed did he ever do more than groan, trembling in the grip of his ecstasy until she feared that the crush of his body would thrust its way deep into her womb. And even now, as they stood in the doorway of the small French house, the gray of morning spilling through the open door, he was still erect and reserved.

Politely he leaned forward and kissed her formally on both cheeks. “Be careful,” he said.

“I will.” She nodded.

Then he turned to Janette, who had been standing next to her mother, her eyes wide, and picked her up in his arms. He kissed the child’s forehead, then her mouth. “Auf Wiedersehen, Liebchen,” he said. “Be a good girl and do as your mother tells you.”

The child nodded. “Yes, Papa General.”

He smiled and gave her to her mother. “I will see you soon,” he said, then turned and marched out the door, getting into the car that was to drive him to the train without looking back.

Anna waited until the car left the driveway before closing the door and turning back into the house. She put the child down.

“Mama?”

Anna looked down at her.

“Will Papa General come back?”

Anna was surprised. “What makes you ask that?”

“Nana says that he is going and that Monsieur Maurice is going to be the new papa.”

“Nana is stupid,” Anna said. “She does not know what she is saying.”

“But Nana said that Papa General is going to Germany, and that we can’t go with him. And now, Monsieur Maurice is going to be in charge.”

“Nana is wrong. When Papa General is away I am in charge. No one else. Not Monsieur Maurice, not anyone.”

“Then Papa General is coming back,” Janette said.

Anna hesitated a moment, then nodded. “Yes, he will come back. And you can tell stupid Nana that.”

Two hours later when Schwebel returned from the train station, she called him upstairs into the general’s study and closed the door. She sat in the chair behind the desk. “I think we may have a problem.”

He was silent, waiting for her to speak further.

“The child’s nurse. She talks too much. She has already told the child that the general will not return. If she talks to the child, who knows who else she might be talking with?”

Schwebel nodded.

“A word in the wrong place could endanger the general’s plans,” she said.

“I will take care of the matter, Countess,” he said.

She looked up at him in surprise. It was the first time he had ever addressed her by title. Until now it had always been Frau Pojarska.

There was no change in the expression on his face. “Is there anything else, Countess?”

“Nothing else,” she said, shaking her head. “Thank you, Johann.”

He bowed politely and left the room. Two days later the nanny had her day off. She never returned to work.

***

Maurice’s voice was guarded on the telephone. “I must see you.”

It had been three weeks since Wolfgang had left Paris and this was the first time she had heard from him in all that time. “I am here,” she said simply.

“You don’t understand,” he said. “I may be under surveillance. Now that I have made my overtures I do not dare come to your place.”

“Can’t we discuss it on the telephone?”

“There are certain papers I must turn over to you. Exit visas for yourself and Janette approved by the French authorities and the Germans. Other matters concerning mutual affairs.”

“I’m sorry,” she said. “There is no way I can come to see you. Schwebel is under orders to accompany me every time I leave the house.”

“Merde!” He fell silent.

She waited for him to speak.

“There is not much time left,” he said. “The day after tomorrow I will be gone.”

She still did not speak.

“After midnight tonight,” he said, “be at the back door of your house. If I am not there by half-past the hour, do not wait for me.”

At ten minutes past midnight she heard a light tapping on the service door. Quickly, she got to her feet and opened it. He stepped inside and shut the door quickly.

“Is everyone asleep?” he whispered.

She nodded.

“Schwebel?”

“Since the general left, he spends the night in the small apartment over the coach house.”

“I need a drink,” he said abruptly.

“Come,” she said. She led him through the darkened house to the small study on the second floor. She opened the cabinet and took out a bottle of cognac and a snifter. Quickly she filled it almost to the brim and handed it to him.

He drank half of it almost at one gulp and let out a deep sigh. Slowly he seemed to relax. “It’s been like walking a tightrope,” he said. “Questions. Always questions. Traps in every corner.”

She didn’t speak.

He took another sip of the cognac. “Have you heard from Wolfgang?”

“No. Should I have?’

He looked up at her. “I suppose not. Still, I thought he might have gotten word to you somehow.”

She changed the subject. “You said you had some papers for me.”

“Yes.” He opened his jacket and took out an envelope. “The exit visas for you and Janette all countersigned and approved by the French and Swiss authorities.”

She opened the envelope and looked at the papers. They were in order. She put them down on the desk. “You said there were other matters.”

“They were not things that could be committed to paper,” he said.

“I don’t understand.”

“The gold,” he said.

“Gold?” She hoped the puzzled sound in her voice was convincing. “What gold?”

“I have heard rumors at different times that Wolfgang had been buying up gold louis.”

“That’s the first time I heard of it,” she said. “And I thought I knew everything that was going on.”

“He never said anything to you?”

She shook her head.

“Strange,” he said. “The information came from usually reliable sources.”

“You’d better check them again,” she said. She paused, then as if she had a sudden idea. “Could it be that it is another form of trap they are setting for you? To discover how close you really were to the general?”

“I never thought of that. It is possible.” He looked at her with open admiration. “I am beginning now to understand why I have been attracted to you from the very beginning.”

She smiled, keeping the relief from showing in her eyes. “You’re being very French. And very gallant.”

“Not true,” he said, reaching for her hand. “I’m sure you know how I felt about you.”

She allowed her hand to rest in his. She did not want to seem too abrupt. After a moment, she spoke. “It is getting late. It might be dangerous for you to remain too long.”

“No,” he said. A flush surged into his face. “This time may not come again. I want you to know how I feel.”

“Maurice—” She tried to keep her voice light as she withdrew her hand. “We’re not children. This is neither the time nor the place.”

His voice was challenging. “I am not a one-meter-eighty Boche general but I have a power that none of them have, a strength that all of them envy.” His hand moved quickly, unbuttoning his fly. “Look!” he commanded.

She stared down at him, unable to keep the look of surprise from her face. It was as if whatever growth had not gone into his slight frame and height had all gone into his phallus. It seemed almost as thick as his wrist and half the length of his thigh.

“Touch it!” he ordered. “You will need more than two hands to hold all of it.”

“I can’t,” she said, shaking her head but unable to take her eyes from it.

“Why?” he demanded.

She forced her eyes up to his face. “Because I have my period. And if I touched it I am afraid I would not be able to stop.”

He searched her eyes. “You’re not lying to me?”

“I’m not lying.” She forced a smile. “Who could lie with a monster like that threatening me?”

He took a deep breath, then turned away for a moment. When he turned back to her his clothing was rearranged. “There will come a time,” he said. “You will not be able to forget this.”

***

One week later she drove across the border into Switzerland, Schwebel and the ex-paratrooper in the front seat, she and Janette, wrapped in blankets, in the back. The border guards waved them through without even a cursory inspection of her luggage.

And now, more than a year later, as she listened to Wolfgang arrange her strange betrothal, she remembered the words Maurice had spoken that last night in Paris. It was at that moment she first realized that he had been right. She had not been able to forget. As much as she tried to concentrate on the knitting needles in her hands, all she could see was that monstrous phallus, the swollen red glans glistening moistly at her.

***

Wolfgang snapped the valise shut and straightened up. He turned toward her. “That does it.”

“Yes.”

They were standing on opposite sides of the bed. “It will be a long time,” he said. “Perhaps years.”

“I know.”

He forced a wry smile. “I won’t even be here for your wedding.”

She didn’t speak.

He made no move to come around the bed to her. “I never told you that I love you, did I?”

She shook her head. “No, never.”

“But you know that I do, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Maybe not the same way that other people love each other. But in my own fashion.”

“I know,” she said. “As I love you. In my own fashion.”

He glanced at his watch. “I guess it’s time.”

She opened the door and signaled to Schwebel, who was waiting. He picked up the valise and they followed him downstairs. At the halfway landing, she placed a hand on Wolfgang’s arm, stopping him. She waited until Schwebel had gone outside before she spoke. “The gold? What do you want me to do with it?”

“Leave it where it is,” he said. “As soon as I get settled I will write you and let you know.”

She still held on to his arm. “I wish you were going directly to South America from here, not back to Germany.”

“There are still things I must do there,” he said. “But do not worry, I will be safe. I will remain in the French zone, where Maurice has everything arranged for me.”

“I still don’t trust him,” she said.

He tried to joke. “Fine way for a woman to talk about her future husband.”

She didn’t smile. “That makes no difference.”

“He’s greedy,” he said. “He wants the title and the money. And he knows there’s no way he can get either except through us. Nothing will happen, believe me.”

She looked into his eyes. “I don’t want anything to happen to you. You have been too good to me.”

He cleared his throat of a sudden tightness. “You have been good to me also.”

“Be careful anyway.”

He thought for a moment. “You be careful too. Remember what I told you. No matter how much he insists, after you are married do not transfer the companies into his name. Just have him appointed the managing director of them. If he asks why you won’t do it, tell him that I did not leave the transfer papers with you.”

“I’ll remember.”

“That should keep him in line,” he said. “He wouldn’t dare try anything unless it’s all in his hands.”

“I understand,” she said.

This time he kissed her on the mouth. There was a faint saltiness to her lips. He drew back and looked at her. “No tears.”

She shook her head. “No tears.”

“Strange things happen during a war,” he said. “But you made some of it beautiful.” He kissed her again. “That’s for the little one. Tell her that I was sorry I could not wait for her to return from kindergarten.”

“I’ll tell her.”

They went down to the front door. Once again, he kissed her. Gently this time. “Auf Wiedersehen, mein Liebchen.”

***

Maurice’s voice crackled with pleased excitement through the telephone lines from Paris. “The De Gaulle government accepted my proposal. You are now talking to the Marquis de la Beauville.”

“M’sieur le Marquis,” she said. “May I offer my congratulations?”

“Madame la Marquise,” he said. “That is not all I expect you to offer.”

She laughed. “That is good news.”

“There is even more,” he said. “I managed to have your old papers disappear from the files and have a whole new set for you.”

“How did you manage that?”

“Don’t ask how. It was expensive but it was worth it. Now there is no one who can point a finger at you. The new papers are in the mail to you. Now all you need are new photographs to attach to them, then go to the French Consul and sign them and it’s all over.”

“But there are still some people in Paris who might recognize me.”

“I thought of that too. Dye your hair blond and change the style. Shoulder length with waves is the latest thing in Paris right now and it would be perfect for you. Plucked eyebrows are also in fashion, as are dark eye makeup and blush-accented high cheekbones. Do that before you have the photos taken. And one more thing. You will notice your residency permit is made out in the name of Countess Tanya Pojarska. I’ve dropped the Anna for a reason. Just as Wolfgang had you drop Tanya because it was not a German name, I want you to go back to it, just in case anyone does try to put two and two together.”

“I’ll go to the beauty parlor first thing in the morning,” she said. A thought flashed through her mind. “You seem to know a great deal about the latest fashion.”

He laughed. “We own a perfume factory in Grasse, remember? It would be a simple step to jump from there into cosmetics. I’ve been studying the market. After all the drabness of the war years, it’s ready for a tremendous expansion—women are just bored with being plain.”

“I think you’re right,” she said.

“I know I’m right,” he said. “And I’m making all the contacts I can in that field.”

“I hate to bring it up,” she said, “but there’s one thing you seem to have forgotten.”

“What’s that?”

“Our marriage.”

There was a moment’s silence. “I thought we’d be married when you came to Paris.”

“No,” she said. “I know the French. There will be too many papers to fill out and too many questions to answer. They will want to check everything and that will take forever. Besides, who knows what they might discover? Then all our plans will be for nothing. We’ll get married up here as soon as I have the papers completed. It will be much simpler.” She laughed. “Besides I like the idea of coming back to France as the wife of the Marquis de la Beauville.”

She could almost see him preening over the telephone. “Of course, my dear,” he said quickly. “Anything you want.”

“By the way,” she asked, “have you heard anything from your friends in Berlin about Wolfgang?”

“Not a word,” he said.

“I’m worried about him,” she said. “It’s been more than two months.”

“I’m sure that he’s all right. If anything had gone wrong, I would have heard. By now he’s probably out of the country.”

“I hope so,” she said.

“Call me as soon as you have the papers in order,” he said.

“I will,” she said, putting down the telephone.

The door opened and Janette came into the room. She was waving a paper in her hand. “Maman!” she exclaimed in French. “Look at this drawing of a bird that I made. The professor gave me an A. He said he has never seen a bird like it.”

She took the paper from the child’s hand. The professor was right. There never was a bird like it. Except maybe in nightmares. It was a cross between a pterodactyl, an eagle and a bat, all in bold vivid frightening colors.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” Janette exclaimed.

Tanya nodded. “Very.” She gave it back to the child. “You’d better put it in a safe place so that you don’t lose it.”

“I would like to put it in a frame and hang it on the wall over my bed.”

Tanya forced a smile. “All right.”

“You were speaking in French on the telephone,” Janette said. “Who were you talking to?”

Tanya picked the child up. Now was as good a time as any to tell her. “Mama is getting married.”

Janette’s face broke into a happy smile. “Papa General is coming back?”

“No,” Tanya said. “We’re going back to Paris to live. I’m marrying Maurice.”

A startled expression crossed Janette’s face then suddenly she began to cry. “No, Maman, no! I don’t like him. He’s a bad man.”

“He’s not a bad man,” Tanya said patiently. “He’s very nice. You’ll see. He likes you very much.”

“He does not!” Janette cried. “He hates me. He always pinches me when you’re not looking and he hurts me.”

“He doesn’t mean to hurt you,” Tanya explained. “It’s just his way of showing that he likes you.”

“No, it’s not!” Janette said emphatically. “I can tell from his face that he wants to hurt me, and when I don’t cry out he pinches even harder.” She began to cry again. “I don’t want you to marry him. I want you to marry Papa General.”

“I’m sorry, Janette,” Tanya said firmly, putting her down. “There are some things you know nothing about. I am going to marry him, and that’s the last word I’ll have on the subject. Now you go up to your room and calm down.”

Still sobbing, the child went to the door. At the door, she turned back, wiping her nose and face with her forearm. “I don’t care,” she said defiantly. “Even if you marry him, I still won’t like him.”

They were married three weeks later, and despite the fact that Tanya had bought Janette a new white dress for the wedding, she refused to go to the registrar’s office with them.

***

She stared at herself in the mirror. She still was not used to seeing herself with blond hair. In a strange fashion she almost felt as if she had become someone else. Before she had felt her sexuality as subtle and quiet. Now it was overt and strong, almost as if it had a force of its own—a force she could not control.

Slowly she brushed her hair, feeling the soft sensuality of each silken strand. She paused, looking in the mirror. Something wasn’t just right. Then she knew. The white silk gown she had chosen for her wedding night was all wrong.

She turned to the small valise she had packed to take to the hotel. Quickly she went through it. A moment later she had changed gowns. Now when she looked in the mirror she understood the impulse that had made her place the black lace gown in the valise. Now she was different. Now she was someone else. The thought jumped through her mind. Lilith.

Again she looked at herself. Now she was ready. Suddenly she felt her legs begin to tremble and placed both hands on the sink to steady herself. In the mirror she saw the nipples of her breasts jutting suddenly forward, almost forcing their way through the filmy lace.

She shook her head violently to clear it. What was wrong with her? It wasn’t as if he was the first man for her. She closed her eyes for a moment. The knowledge came to her. The monster phallus danced before her closed lids. The ultimate symbol of man’s power. The man himself was nothing. It was Priapus with all the worship he inspired. She felt the wetness flooding into her loins.

She waited until she felt she could control the trembling of her legs, then turned off the bathroom light and opened the door to the bedroom. It took a moment for her eyes to adjust to the dim light.

He was standing, naked, next to the bed, his back toward her. Without moving from the bed, he turned slowly toward her. At first all she saw was his hard glittering eyes and the lips drawn back tightly across his small white teeth; then her eyes fell, drawn inexorably to his phallus. She felt the trembling begin again in her legs, her mouth suddenly dry with the breath catching in her throat.

Without speaking, he gestured with one hand for her to come to him, the other hand concealed behind his back.

Silently she moved toward him, feeling as if she might fall with every step she took. At last she was before him, her eyes still cast down. She felt as if she were hypnotized by his manhood.

Suddenly he moved and with one hand tore the black gown down the front of her body until it lay on the floor around her feet and she was naked in front of him. Still he didn’t speak.

She felt her wetness running down the inside of her thighs. But there was no way she could move. It was as if his phallus had taken over all the strength in her body. She did not see his other hand come from behind his back. It took a moment for the shock wave of pain to travel from her body to her brain. Then the agony was so intense that a scream involuntarily tore its way from her throat.

For the first time she saw the cat-o’-nine-tails in his other hand, the small metal tips at the end of each thong gleaming in the light. She looked down at herself. The lash marks were already rising across her breasts, her belly and thighs, and blood was beginning to seep through the skin where the metal had torn into her flesh.

Before she could speak, his harsh voice tore at her. “Whore of the Boche! Do you think I will be like the others? Slave to your cunt?”

She could only shake her head. There was no way she could speak. Her voice had gone with shock.

Again the lash. Again the pain. Then his hand was in her hair, cruelly forcing her to the floor before him. She tried to cover her face with her hands but he forced her head back so that she could look at him. His phallus, fully erect now, hung over her face like a giant snake.

His voice was harsh and cruel. “You are the slave and he is your master. Look at him and know that you are nothing but his whore.”

She tried to turn her head away but his hand gripping her by the hair would not let her move. Then the cat fell again. This time across her back. Twice. The pain engulfed her and she screamed, her voice almost raw with hoarseness.

It was as if her scream of pain triggered him off. His phallus began to leap like an angry cobra as his semen came spurting over her. Angrily he lashed at her again and the pain and the semen seemed to be flowing all together over her body.

Then it was over and he thrust her violently to the floor. She sprawled, sobbing, at his feet, unable to move. He stood silently for a moment, breathing heavily, looking down at her. Then he prodded her with his foot until she rolled over on her back, her face staring up at him.

His voice was normal now. “Go to the bathroom, whore, and clean yourself.”

She didn’t move.

Again the lash. Her body jumped with the pain. “Do as I say!”

Slowly she rolled to her hands and knees and began to crawl to the bathroom door. She heard his voice from behind her. “Wait!” She stopped. She saw his feet walk around her and stop in front of her. She didn’t raise her head.

“Look at me!” he commanded.

She looked up. He was holding his penis in one hand. Suddenly the urine gushed forth from him, its hot burning saltiness bringing a new dimension to the raw bleeding pain of her wounds. “No!” she screamed, trying to move away. But the lash fell again and the pain beat her to the ground, sprawling at his feet.

Then he was finished and he laughed. “Now you can go.”

Somewhere inside she found the strength to look up at him. Her voice sounded like an animal’s, deep and husky in her throat. “I’ll kill you for this!”

He laughed again. “No, you won’t,” he said contemptuously. “Because if you do, both you and your child will die. You must think I am a fool. I’m not. All your records are in a safe place, and if anything should happen to me, they will be turned over to the authorities.”

Slowly he went back to the bed and sat down on it. His voice was relaxed, almost gentle now. “After you clean yourself and this mess, come to bed. I’ll be waiting for you.” Then he stretched out and pulled the sheet over him. “You don’t have to rush. I think I’ll sleep for awhile.”

She pulled herself to her feet by the doorknob. She leaned against it for a moment then opened the door. It was daylight before she came out and he seemed to be still asleep. She moved quietly to a closet door to get a dress.

His voice came from behind her. “Come here.”

She made no move toward him.

He sat up in the bed, holding the cat in his hand. “I said, come here.”

Slowly she moved toward him.

“Lie down and spread your legs.”

“No.” The cat tore at her. Silently she got into the bed.

He threw the sheet from him. He was already erect. He poised himself over her and tried to enter her. But she was dry and closed to him. He spit into his hand and rubbed it on himself then with one violent motion thrust himself deep inside her.

She screamed again in pain as the immenseness of him tore its way through her. He began to move and she continued screaming at the growing intenseness of his mounting passion. It was an agony she never dreamed she could ever feel. Finally, he exploded inside her.

For a moment, he lay gasping on her breasts, then raising himself on his arms, looked down at her. He was smiling. “Isn’t that what you really wanted? A cock like a horse’s?”

She stared into his eyes with hatred. Her voice was cold. “I’ve seen horses’ cocks bigger than yours, but I’ve never wanted to fuck them.”

His hand flashed across her face. She could feel the white finger marks begin to flush with pain. Her voice was still cold. “Are you finished?”

He nodded.

“Then get off me,” she said. “I want to wash you out of me.”

He watched her walk to the bathroom door. “Tanya.”

She turned to look back at him.

He seemed genuinely puzzled. “I don’t understand you. What is it that you want?”

She took a deep breath. “A man,” she said, then closed the bathroom door behind her.

***

The chauffeur opened the door and Maurice got out first, turning to give her his hand to help her down. She avoided his hand, steadying herself by his wrist, and waited until Janette was beside her before she turned to look at the house. “It’s a big house,” she said.

“It was a steal,” he said. “The owners wanted to sell quickly.”

She felt Janette clutching her hand. It was a large gray stone house, more than twenty meters wide, set back behind a wrought-iron fence in a tiny garden facing the street. Behind the giant center grates was a small walk, leading up to the entrance of stained-glass doors protected by a wrought-iron grille into which already had been set the Beauville coat of arms.

She followed him to the door as the chauffeur began to unload their baggage from the car. The door was opened by a butler in full livery before Maurice had a chance to ring the doorbell.

“Shall I carry the bride over the threshold?” Maurice asked sarcastically.

She didn’t bother to answer and went into the house. As was the custom, the household staff was lined up in the reception hall to meet the new mistress. There were six of them, all in household uniform. Henri, the butler, his wife, Marguerite, who was the cook, and four young girls, maids who would take care of the cleaning and other services. René, the chauffeur, was still outside.

She shook hands with them one by one, acknowledging their curtsies with a slight nod of her head. “Madame la Marquise,” they murmured respectfully.

Just as the introductions were completed, a young man came from one of the closed doors leading to the hall, carrying some papers in his hand. He stopped when he saw them. “Excuse me,” he said in English. “I didn’t realize you were already here.”

Tanya didn’t have to hear his accent to know that he was American, she could tell from the cut of his suit. She glanced from him to Maurice.

“My dear,” Maurice said. “May I present my executive assistant and secretary, Jerry Johnson? Jerry, Madame la Marquise and her daughter, Janette.”
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