
        
            
                
            
        

    
 


























This modern adaptation of Pride and Prejudice is dedicated to my beloved husband Olivier. Just because he is. 









  







































 Part I – The Present 







 The boys (well, most of them) 











“Bing, do you really have to drag me to this place? We’ve already been to the  Lido yesterday, the show was good but not enough to want to repeat the experience so soon!” William Darcy was brooding. He had had a tough day with his friend and business partner Charles Bingley, meeting with international attorneys, recruitment company managers and landlords in order to start up their first continental subsidiary and rather than go out, he felt like having a quiet night. 



“Darce! Don’t be such a tight-ass! First, the  Crazy Horse is completely different than the  Lido, the cabaret is much more intimate and the show much more sexy! And I want to enjoy Paris. 

For once we’re here for more than our usual 6 hours between two late Eurostars, let’s have fun!” 



“But we can have fun in our hotel; it’s not like we’re staying in a hovel! The  George V offers everything I can need to ‘enjoy Paris’, as you put it! I don’t wish to play the  voyeur on some poor creatures obliged to sell their bodies to survive… Have you seen some of the women who tried to hit on us yesterday evening? I can really do without that tonight!” 



“Come on, Darce… Humour me… From what I’ve seen on their website, these girls are the hottest in Paris. And it is a very famous cabaret! Why don’t we have dinner peacefully at the hotel and then we can go for the second show! I’ve phoned; they still have some seats available.” 



Darcy looked unconvinced. 



“Darce, my friend, don’t you want to spice up your life a little? It’s been months since I’ve seen you with anyone… Hell, Caro was the last woman you dated and how long ago was that? 

She’s almost married, now! I promise you the sexiest and most  distingué show on earth!” 



William couldn’t repress a chuckle for such an eloquent speech. His friend had not only put all his non-inconsequential power of persuasion but also some of his not-in-the-least-less-inconsequential charm in it. 



“Okay, okay; when you set your mind at something…” 







After a quiet dinner at  Le Cinq, they walked the short trip to the cabaret. There were a number of people already waiting for the show outside but, thanks to the  Concierge of their hotel, they had tickets and were able to enter the room quickly enough. 





“Wow, at least you can’t say it’s a repeat of yesterday!” Charles observed taking the view in. 

The  Crazy Horse was indeed much smaller than the  Lido. “here can’t be more than 100 

people in here!” 



“Well, make that 300 and you’ll be closer to the truth.” As short as it had been, their walk had brought back the black mood he had felt at hearing Charles’ idea. The light rain that had fallen all day long had not stopped and, if from his taxi to the different buildings where they had had meetings or to the hotel, he had been able to ignore it, it had not been the same for their short stroll. “ still cannot understand how you can be happy to be in this stuffy theatre with all those Japanese and American tourists who are just here to see what they can see and find a whore for the night!” 



“William Darcy! If you cannot stop uttering so much bullshit, then you’d better go back. I’ll even pay you back your ticket, so that you can totally forget you came here… What the Hell is going on? A hot dancer in a Pigalle* dirty showroom is very probably a hooker but a hot dancer in the  Crazy Horse probably earns enough to choose the men she sleeps with. It’s the 21st century Darce, you cannot say a woman is a harlot because she has sex out of wedlock! 

Come on! Even you used to have a sex life!” 



“Okay, okay”, mumbled his friend. William knew Charles was right and, since apologising was out of the question, he would stay to prove his contrition. 



They ordered two flutes and waited for the show to begin. They were seated on the right side of the carmine room, close to the draperies. 



“Hey, listen, can you hear some noise?” Charles was leaning towards the wall. 



 Great, now we’re going to hear all the giggles of the dancers! He only”Hmm’ed” his answer to avoid another scolding. 





 Author’s note: 

 * Pigalle is a neighbourhood in Paris close to La Butte Montmartre where the Moulin Rouge is situated. It’s a very bad famed place where a lot of hookers are (and not the finest). There are also a lot of sex shops and very infamous cabarets.  





  



 The”Beauties” 











Unfortunately, Mr. William Darcy, CEO of a company involved in the aeronautics and an engineer by training, had forgotten that if he could hear the dancers giggle, they could hear him berate. And indeed, Lili Bright, also known as Elizabeth Bennet, had been practicing her usual pre-show warm-up near that wall. At first, she had been drawn by the deep voice of one of the men and had dragged her friend Lottie Boum, also known as Charlotte Lucas, to share the thrill. Then both of them had mouthed their shocked ”Oh!” at hearing such horrible words. 

Hell, that jerk wasn’t obligated to come! Both of them were quite used to being considered high-class prostitutes. They knew that some of the other girls did take a wealthy lover just to live above their means. They didn’t really agree with this way of living but they had never heard a customer complain about that! The ridiculousness of the situation soon dawned on them and they began to chuckle. Angie Sweetness, also known as Jane Bennet, Elizabeth’s sister came to them and they shared their story. 







As the theatre was getting fuller by the minute, the gentlemen could only hear the ladies when they were outright laughing. 



“Isn’t that the most delicious sound on Earth?” 



“Bing, you’re being ridiculous! It’s the stupidest sound on Earth!” 







“Babeth, Jane! Come and sneak a peak to that  connard!” Charlotte urged her friends. 



“Lizzy, how you can tolerate that a froggie changes your nickname is beyond me!” The good-natured banter between them came as easily as usual. 



“Well, she’s the only who has a boy friend!” 



“And what boy friend,” Charlotte interrupted, over-wiggling her eyebrows. 



“If it’s the French touch that men want, well, then, I’m willing to sacrifice my English name!” 



“Come on,  les filles! The show will soon start, we don’t have much time left!” 



The three of them already wore their – heavy – on-stage make-up and their – very light – 

apparel for the first scene. They only had to put their Buckingham Palace guards black-feathered hats on before going on the small stage. Managing to flee discreetly was not something easy outside of their cabaret, since like all their ”colleagues”, they were very handsome creatures. Elizabeth was the smallest of the three, five centimetres smaller with her 1m75*. She and Charlotte were brunettes while Jane was a blond. All of them had lean bodies, Jane and Charlotte being less endowed than Lizzy. But among their peers, they managed to sneak unnoticed to the  poste d’observation, a small room above the stage where the security men insured that the audience was behaving. 



After the usual flirty greetings, they were able to cast their eyes on the pair of males who, they suspected, had had that disgusting conversation. 



“Oh my God! Look at that blond! I wish I could see his eyes from here! He’s very cute…” 



Charlotte and Lizzy witnessed this outburst with surprise. 



“Jane! You usually wait for our opinion before uttering yours!” laughed her sister. 



“But I mean… don’t you agree?” 



As she was saying this, the two friends were scanning the room and they happened to look up to the dark hole that was the window of the  poste d’observation. Jane shivered. 



“Are you cold,  ma puce?” 



“No… it’s that look…” 



“Well, I’m cold,” Lizzy said briskly, brushing away her goosebumps. She would not disclose to her mates that she had also felt some powerful physical sensations, by just being at the unwilling end of the dark-haired one’s look. “et’s go back!” 



On their way, they wondered which one was the prick. “t cannot be mine, it cannot be…” Jane kept repeating as a motto, while her companions were teasing her. Soon, the laughter faded, as they got ready for the first scene. 





* Author’s note: 1m75=5ft 8in; 1m80=5ft 10in 









  



 The dances 











“Oh my God!” 



“I see what you mean, Darce! Those girls are hot! Look at this one, the… one, two, three,… 

ninth one, her body is perfection!” 



“What? Charles! Are you serious? How can you find some dancers wriggling on something close to our National anthem hot? And look at their costumes! They’re ridiculous! And how the Hell, are you able to distinguish one in the whole bunch?” 



Charles exhaled his discontent and didn’t grace his brooding companion with an answer. 

William’s ability to not enjoy himself anywhere but at work had always astonished him; nevertheless it had never induced him to stop dragging his friend out with him every time he could. He was sure that someday, somewhere, there would be a spark that would revive the sleeping fire William hid deep inside. Whether his friend would be able to master the flames was the only concern he had with his scheme. 







The scene on stage involved only one dancer in a Broadway Burlesque number. She was very good and she communicated to the spectators the fun she had in dancing it. 



As he usually did, Charles had managed to befriend the waiter. The fact that they were attended by a male waiter had surprised William; indeed they were few waitresses and all the staff wore the same classic  garcon de café suit. No short and tight skirt, no low-cut or form-fitting tee-shirt, everything in the public space of the cabaret was proper. 



“Philippe, what’s the dancer’s name?” 



“That’s Lottie Boum,  Monsieur. She’s one of our  soliste. There are not many of them, you know, it’s a privilege to be one!” 



“Well, she deserves it, she’s very good!” 



“Merci Monsieur.” 







“Oh, look, look, she’s there again!” 



“Who? Lottie Boum,” William answered mockingly, insisting on the silliness of the name. “ow could she be there, when she was dancing the previous scene?” He grinned ironically. “ut then, it’s true that she doesn’t need a lot of time to change costume!” William laughed at his own joke while his oblivious friend kept staring at the stage. 



“No, no, the ‘ ninth one’. She’s with the platinum wig… She’s beautiful, she’s…” his power of speech had left him with the proceeding of the scene. 



 Well, she certainly knows how to move her body. And she’s graceful, I’ll grant him. She manages to hide all the vulgarity of the choreography. 



“Philippe, what’s the name of the blond one?” William asked. 



“That’s Angie Sweetness,  Monsieur. If you or… your friend…” he added with a conniving arched eyebrow,”appreciate her, you may like the second solo.” 



Charles nodded his thanks to his friend for asking and to the waiter for answering. 



On watching more attentively the dance, William noticed that the showgirls didn’t only differ by their wigs. Some had smaller or fuller breasts; some were smaller or taller. He conceded though that this was not enough to break the harmony of the ballet. His more careful study led him to notice another dancer. She was of the smaller with fuller breasts kind. Where Charles’s favourite was blond-wigged, she wore a black one. She was not as graceful as Charles’s Angie Sweetness but he soon felt that a powerful sexual energy came from her. Indeed, he felt the spell coming quickly over him and struggled to regain his senses. 



“Philippe, may we have two more flutes, please.” 



“Mais certainement, Monsieur.” 







“This is it, it’s the second solo!” 



Charles had drained his glass at the end of the previous dance; he had barely got over his daze during the entertainment scene; he was ready to fall again for Angie’s magic. 



The scene was much sexier than the last one. It was based on Leonardo de Vinci’s sketch of a man in a circle. Her faultless body moved graciously and it emphasised the perfection of the thought, the purity of the drawing. At the same time, her movements were enticing and certainly inspired desire. 



Even William couldn’t but admit that this scene was a very good one. As an engineer, he had always admired Leonardo de Vinci’s works and he felt that there was no betrayal in this representation. 



Charles was in another universe. No such considerations were possible. He could no longer think, he just felt. His whole body felt the dance. Of course, he felt a little tight in his trousers but it was only a part of it. His heart was beating wildly, his hands were moist, his skin screamed for her touch every time she gestured in his direction. Charles Bingley had never known such a physical experience and he revelled in it. 







As soon as the curtain opened, William saw her. They were six for this dance and she was still wearing her black wig but he noticed that after he had recognised her. The scene was a classic 1930s cabaret number transformed with modern music and a light show. He tried to resist once again but the full five minutes of the dance proved to be too long for his will. 

Before the end, he was bewitched. He no longer saw the other dancers, he no longer saw the lights, he no longer heard the music, he was no longer aware of his friend. 



Meanwhile Charles was slowly landing from his space flight experience. The realisation that his friend was strangely silent came gradually. His observation told him that the spark he had long been waiting for might be happening right under his nose. He tried to fathom which girl was the one but none were William’s usual type.  Indeed, it’s hard to imagine Darce’s usual type naked! 



Charles noticed a woman dressed in a plain suit carrying some one-rose-bouquets. On a whim, he called her and bought the least skinny one. He knew he would never meet Angie but he had to let her know she had meant so much for him during this one-hour-and-a-half show. 

He took one of his business cards and wrote on the back, as distinctly as he could as he didn’t know if she understood English: 



‘ Angel, your dancing touched my soul and my heart. I’ll forever cherish this night for I found out today that Beauty exists in this world. Thank you, Charles. ’ 



While he was trying to fix the card on the crystal-wrap of the flower, the scene finished and the claps broke William’s daze. He blinked strongly as if to erase the feelings he had been lost in.  What the Hell has happened? Why can’t I close my eyes without seeing her there?  He had lost his basic power of directing his mind to where it should be; and that feeling was not at all welcome. He grabbed the slightest pretext to express his rising rage. 



“What’s that?” he snarled. 



“Oh! Welcome back, Darce!” 



On seeing William’s eyes blacken even more, Charles understood that he had poorly chosen his time for teasing. 



“That dead plant that used to be a poor-looking rose.” Wincing in the scarce light, he added:”And that’s one of your business card you’ve put in? I knew it, Bing, you just came here to find an easy fuck!” 



Charles was not used to this hurtful William Darcy. He knew that his friend could be rather cruel when he so wished and had witnessed before such pitiless comments; but they had never been directed at him. And he couldn’t tolerate that Mr. Darcy played the boss in their friendship. 





“Yes, William, it’s a rose; yes it’s one of my business card and yes it is for Angie. I don’t ask her to call me. I just tell her how happy her performance tonight has made me.” Witnessing Darcy’s disgusted reaction, he went on, unable to contain the anger he felt. “ don’t care what you think. I don’t care if you find me a hopeless lovesick teenager. Do you think I should behave like you? Always looking boringly on the world? Always thinking that everyone only lives merely to use and abuse everybody around him? That may be the way you live, Darce, but does that make you happy? No!  Will you allow that girl who has so bewitched you a moment ago to roam in your dreams, like the hot and joyful fantasy she could be? Or will you only think of her as the slut you’re sure she is? Oh, I’m sure you’ll dream of her, but it will be a nightmare where, after a quick shag, she will take the gun she has in her bag and steal all your money before killing you and vanishing in the night!” 



By the end of his tirade, and as William’s face progressively showed that he saw the point he was trying to make, Charles couldn’t repress a chuckle at the inanity of the dream he had invented. To his surprise, Will laughed freely and held his glass to him. 



“Cheers, Friend! You’re right! I promise that if she comes around during the night I won’t have a look in her bag!” 



Both finished their glass to seal that pact and Charles called Philippe. 



“Philippe, I was wondering if you could give this to Angie Sweetness?” 



The waiter’s reaction astonished them both. In a haughty tone he replied: 



“I’m afraid not,  Monsieur. We don’t practice that here. It’s not some kind of  bordel you’re in. 

Our  créatures are not for sale.” 



He was about to leave them when Darcy went on, in an authoritative yet gentle voice. 



“I’m afraid you misunderstood my friend’s purpose, Philippe. He just wants to express his admiration.” 



“Indeed, I do. Just read the card for yourself…” 



The waiter was torn between the very strict orders he had been given and the so-far real amiability of the fair gentleman. He decided to check for himself the content of the message and, touched by the sweetness and the feelings in it, he decided to forget the rules. 



“Bon… d’accord. But keep it quiet, okay? I don’t want to be fired!” 



The fact that Angie was the recipient made the decision easier as he knew that she would never tell how the flower had come to her  









After several scenes, Charles’s happiness increased as Angie appeared in another small group number. The tantalizing intensity of the dance revealed even more her power of seduction. The champagne that had kept flowing since they had entered amplified the drunkenness of his feelings. He was floating in a sensual world where she was the only other living soul. She was not a body, he was not a body, they were a part of the same spirit. 



William respected his friend’s dream and enjoyed the scene. Angie was really a wonderful dancer. She didn’t have the black-wigged’s power to hypnotise him and it helped him appreciate the dance even more. 







His relief was short, nonetheless, as, when the curtain was raised for the next dance, she was there, alone with three vertical bars. The music was very rhythmic and very low. This scene was obviously the sexiest so far. This was exactly the kind of dance William had been expecting. A seduction dance, obviously reaching its purpose, as he was not the only one bewitched. Very quickly, his breathing became shallow, a few pearls of sweat appeared at his brow. He felt absently that Charles had taken his flute from his hand, and for lack of anything remaining, he curled his fists into tight knots, unaware of the pain caused by his nails in his palms. 



When the dance ended, he stared at the spot where she had last been. Unconsciously following his friend’s advice, he relished in the memory of her body swaying to the music. 







The only other occasion for both to enjoy their favourite dancer’s performance was the finale. 

Although the teasing spirit was still present, its intent was to make the spectators fondly remember the show, and not to have the male audience jump onto every available female specimen outside the cabaret. So many dancers diffused the power of each and the friends were able to remain conscious enough during the number. 



As the house lights went back on, they decided to wait until most of the crowd had left. This allowed both of them to regain most of their sanity. They didn’t comment on the show, though. 

Neither of them was quite ready for that yet. 





* Author’s note: I’ve taken some numbers from the real Crazy Horse show and have invented others. 







  



 The last boy 











Richard Fitzwilliam had come, as usual, to pick up his girlfriend at the end of her day. The fact that she was one of the Crazy Horse dancers made that the ‘ end of her day’ was in the middle of the night; but that didn’t bother him much as he worked for a the French branch of a Californian company and, working until late in the night in Paris improved his communication with the American headquarters. As the November night was quite chilly, and even though the rain had stopped, he chose to enter the cabaret and wait for the end of the show conversing with Gaby, the old  dame du vestiaire. She liked this golden God who had managed to catch the heart of the most Frenchy dancer of the cast. Of course, the fact that, while chit-chatting with her in his heavy English accent, the gentleman also helped her and made her task easier without claiming his share of the tips, only reinforced her fondness for him. 



The spectators had almost all left when Richard heard a voice saying: 



“Twenty three, please.” 



Intrigued, he got out of the closet to check if he hadn’t been subject of a hallucination. 



“Billy boy! ” 



Will started. The only person in the world vaguely authorised to call him that name was his cousin. And the said cousin was standing in the Crazy Horse cloakroom with a lady as old as the Eiffel Tower itself. 



“Ricky? ” 



Richard had jumped over the desk and enfolded his relative in a powerful hug. 



“Will, what are you doing here? And Bing? Having fun during a business trip?” 



“Yes, but what are you doing here? I didn’t even know you were in Paris. And playing the cloakroom attendant in the Crazy Horse? Don’t tell me Aunt Kathleen agrees with that job!” 



Richard laughed at the thought. His very proper mother would certainly not approve of such an employment. 



“Well, she knows I’m in Paris. I live here in fact. Have been for almost three months now. I wonder how she could forget to tell you that.” 



“Actually, I kind of avoid her on the phone. Last time I talked to her, I was in for a forty-five minute lecture on the necessity of finding myself a sweet wife. I try not to repeat that too often!” 



“That’s my mother!” Richard and Charles were chuckling at William’s mockingly contrite face. 





“So you live in Paris, but why are you here? The rents are so high that you had to find a night job?” 



He replied on the same tone. “Ho, they’re much lower than in London and I don’t even have one to pay!” Seeing their surprise, he went on. “I’m here helping Beautiful Gaby,“ he said, winking at the lady who had missed as little of the conversation between the three handsome Englishmen as she could, considering her English, ”because I most happily happen to be the boyfriend of one of the dancers.” 



“You are? ” William’s and Charles’ tone were both unbelieving and envious. 



“Oh, oui, il a capturé le coeur de Lottie! ” 



“Sorry?” 



“I won famous Lottie Boum’s heart and she won mine!” His face expressed a delightful uncertainty at having done such an accomplishment. “I live with her. She has a small one-bedroom flat in the seventeenth*, not far away. I work late at the office, so I come and take her back home every night.” 



His cousin’s face showed his shock. William didn’t want to offend one of his closest relatives but he couldn’t but be appalled by his choice. “And your mother knows about this?” 



“Well, truthfully, she knows I have a very serious girlfriend who’s the eldest daughter of a French solicitor from the French Alps. I only told her that she works in something close to show-business. I’ll wait until they have met to reveal her real employment. You can’t help the prejudice. If I tell Mother she’s a cabaret dancer, she will immediately think she’s a whore and that she’s entrapped me to take advantage of me, my money and my family. If she knew I live in Charlotte’s flat, the one her father bought her when she first came to Paris, she wouldn’t believe it.” 



Charles carefully watched Richard’s explanations being taken in by his friend. He knew William’s opinion was in fact strictly identical to Mrs. Fitzwilliam’s supposed ones. He was not disappointed as he saw him forcefully struggle to swallow and not have his jaw fall. 



“Charlotte?” he asked. 



“Yes, Charlotte Lucas. You didn’t think that ‘ Lottie Boum was a real name, did you?” 



Charles smiled. “No, not really. And I saw her in her solo, her name suits her!” 



“Oh, that it does!” 



Richard knew his cousin and suspected that he may have touched a nerve with his explanation. He also loved him almost as a brother and was ready to forgive him. William was proud and sometimes disdainful, but he was also fair in his judgement and able to acknowledge his mistakes and act on them. 





“Come with me, I’ll introduce you! We could have a drink if you want. I should like that.” 



Charles was delighted with the idea. To have had a drink with a Crazy Horse dancer, even if she was one of his friends’ girlfriend, was a good story for his acquaintances. His heart told him that, with luck, he might even be able to have one last glimpse at his Angel. His head reminded him that it had been a nice fantasy but nothing more, and buried the thought. 



“Oh, yeah, Darce! Let’s do that!” 



Darcy was curious. He had got over his shock and was really curious to see if Rich’s point of view was due to his infatuation or if one dancer could really be honest and… well… normal! 

His will didn’t even let his heart – or was it his dick? – whisper the question Charles’ had. 



“I’d be very happy to meet someone who means so much to you, Rich!” 







All the spectators had left the pavement in front of the main door of the cabaret. The ushers in their Canadian police officer style suits were gathering the fences and rolling up the red carpet. Everyone bade good-bye to the three gentlemen. Richard took them to a classical XIXth century building nearby. Soon the heavy oak door opened and, in groups of one, two or three, some tall, slim and casually dressed ladies exited. Most of them waved a hello to Richard. Some were greeted by other gentlemen, who, like Richard, had come to take their girls back home; some left alone; some climbed in cars waiting for them. William suspiciously observed the latter. 



“She shouldn’t be long…” 



Charles also studied the women exiting the building, openly looking to see if he could recognise his Angel. None of them looked like any he had seen on the stage, as their make-up and wig completely changed their appearance. For all he knew, his Angel’s hair could be as dark as ebony… He wasn’t really hopeful but he had to be sure he wasn’t missing his destiny. He wondered if Richard’s story had been similar to his. 



“Did you first see her in the show and fell under her spell?” 



“Oh no! This kind of thing never happens – or so Charlotte tells me. Actually, the first time I saw her on stage, I had already seen her naked!” The three friends laughed at this teenage joke. 



“No, our story is better than that. It started with my falling in love with Paris. About six months ago, I came for a weekend with a friend in Paris and I was very frustrated when I had to take the Eurostar back home on the Sunday night. I had barely started to discover a very tiny part of Paris and I was hungry for more. So I started to come every other Friday and then every Friday once I had met Charlotte. The hotel in which we had stayed that first weekend was very nice and not too expensive, so I made an agreement with the landlord for a regular room. 

This hotel is opposite of Charlotte’s flat across the  Avenue de la Grande Armée. I took the habit of having my  café-croissant at the  café which is on the ground floor of her building. My discovering Paris of course included discovering its nightlife, so my breakfasts were never very early. I noticed that a pretty, tall, chestnut-haired girl was often having her  café-tartines at roughly the same hour. I smiled at her for two weekends and then resolved to take a more decisive course of action. So the following Saturday, I arrived before her usual hour, and asked the waiter to prepare her usual order and mine. When she entered, I gestured to the waiter and, while he brought our meals, I went to her and asked her to have breakfast with me. I don’t know what made her say yes, the carefully prepared scheme, my smiles, or her boredom, but anyway she did. 



“We started by having some afternoon outings together, then some afternoons inside too but she would always disappear at night. I confess it made me suspicious but I went on having fun without her. Strangely enough, though, no young Parisian-girl managed to tempt me after that breakfast. One night I was walking on this pavement and I saw her, exiting this door. 

Seeing her with so many similar women next to the Crazy Horse made me understand why my Princess Fiona disappeared every night. I called her. At first she blushed but she introduced me to her best friends anyway. Then she explained her reasons to me. That’s basically the speech I gave you earlier." He grinned at the memory, ”after that night I stopped my agreement with the hotel landlord. 



“As soon as I was offered this position in Paris, I told her about it. I had grown very serious about her and living in Paris without her seemed impossible. She proposed to free one drawer or two and that was it!” 



His whole countenance proved his love for his chestnut-haired dancer and the awareness of the luck he had enjoyed. Charles and Will had listened religiously, wondering why such a thing couldn’t happen to them. 



“Ah, here she is!” 





* Author’s note: the seventeenth is the 17th ‘arrondissement’ of Paris. Paris is split in 20 

 ‘arrondissements’, the 1st is around the City Hall, the ‘arrondissements’ then get their number in a snail-shell drawing. The 17th ‘arrondissement’ is on the West side of the city. The East side of the 17th includes the Arc de Triomphe (so a part of the seventeenth is very close to the Champs Elysées and the George V avenue). For more information, in French: Le 17ème arrondissement  







  



 The meetings 











Jane was the hero of the night. Against every rule in the cabaret, she had received a rose from a customer. True the rose was the cheap kind everyone could buy ten times every night while wandering around the  Champs Elysées; but it was there nonetheless, proof that someone had been convincing enough about the purity of his thoughts that a waiter or a waitress had taken the risk. Only her sister and their closest friend had been allowed to read the card, though. 



“Oh, it’s so sweet! What if it was yours as you called him?” 



“Or maybe the  connard taken by a powerful feeling of regret for his unjust words!” Charlotte was playing the remorseful with a lot of empathy. 



“What’s his name,  déjà?” 



“Charles Bingley, and no, I won’t call him! But his message was so sweet, you mustn’t make fun of him,” she admonished with a scolding finger. 



“Okay Mummy!” 







The three giggling ladies exited, Jane holding her rose like a flag. Charlotte spotted Richard with two men, who were obviously acquaintances of his. She couldn’t see them well under the street-lamp lights but didn’t think she knew them. She didn’t recall him talking about bringing some business partners either, and anyway, they tried to conceal the name of her employer at his office: not by shame about what she was doing, but to prevent any misplaced offer for her or her colleagues. The prejudices around her job were very strong and she had long understood that hiding was more peaceful than arguing.  Well, if they’re there, they know!  She waved at him. 



“He, Mon coeur, look at what Jane got tonight!” 



The three ladies were still not yet close to the guys and Jane displayed proudly her flower. 



“Hey, Honey. Let me introduce you to my cousin and a friend! Wow, is that a rose you have Jane? I thought it was forbidden.” 



The ladies had now reached the men and Charlotte kissed  Bonsoir Richard. 



“Remember,  Mon coeur, we’re in France, rules are made to be over-ruled!” 



The last answer was completely lost on four people of their group. 









Charles and William had recognised the rose. From what Richard had just said, a rose offering was not a common happening. It had to be Charles’s and the fair one had to be Angie Sweetness. 



Charles didn’t know what to do. He felt like he couldn’t breathe any longer while his heart was beating wildly in his chest. In the dim light, she was even more handsome than with her make-up and wig. He couldn’t utter a word. 



William was astounded. There were not so many dancers and he absentmindedly calculated that the probability had been around 5% that Richard’s Charlotte was Angie, and under 1% 

that they would meet the real Angie. He kept staring at her, not knowing what to do. He had been ready to meet Charlotte but, if one dancer could be normal, he was pretty sure that she was an exception. He braced himself for the stupid conversation that was sure to follow. 



Jane and Lizzie had recognised the men that had been bad-mouthing them at the beginning of the second show. Sure enough, when Richard broke their kiss, Charlotte’s expression showed the same surprise. One of Richard’s friends was the prick and they would soon know which. 



Jane felt ill at ease. They had, after all, been eavesdropping. She knew that a lot of people didn’t understand that their job was only dancing. They had just heard someone voicing his prejudices; well, it happened, didn’t it? Her heart raced as she realised that the blond man she had been fantasising about was standing in front of her. She was about to be introduced to him. And then what? Was he the prick? Was he going to be a snob? His look was not at all condemning but he was staring. What was the matter? Had she forgotten a  faux-cil*? She couldn’t detach her eyes from his. It was like her world was constrained in a tunnel between two points: him and her. She remained locked in his gaze. 



Elizabeth felt hot and cold at the same time. Cold as she knew one of this two gentlemen was a fucking  connard, as Charlotte had called him. She was about to make him pay for his little outburst, the Hell with him being Richard’s friend or family. Hot because the dark haired one, who towered over her in spite of her height, still managed to unsettle her core. Outside she was more than able to remain cool but she was burning inside. She couldn’t understand her reaction. Once again, under her tee-shirt, denim jacket and yellow rain-suit, she felt goosebumps on her arms. She wasn’t happy to see him, not happy at all. 







And then, she thought back about what he had said, about what they had done, about the good laugh they had had afterwards… and she looked at Charlotte who happened to look at her with wide-opened eyes… and she started laughing. 



And Charlotte followed suit. 





And Jane’s tunnel widened until the whole world re-entered her world and she smiled at her sister and friend. She exchanged a  you-know-those-two-there’s-no-way-they-can-behave look with Richard who smiled at his companions. 



“Will, Bing, as you have already fathomed, the hysterical chestnut one is Charlotte. The other hysterical one is Elizabeth Bennet and the sane one is her sister Jane. They’re English so don’t feel ashamed about your inability to speak French. Those three ladies are very talented and each of them has her own solo in the show.” Turning to the ladies, he waited for them to be wiping away their tears and said: ”Honey, Babeth, Jane, here are some spectators of your show that also happened to be my cousin William Darcy and his very good friend Charles Bingley.” 



His last words unleashed a new roar of laughter from Charlotte and Elizabeth. Charles Bingley, Richard’s friend was Charles Bingley. They couldn’t stand up any longer and went to a tree to lean against it and try to regain their composure. 



Jane was shocked. Her tunnel had come back in an instant. Her sweet admirer had embodied in her physical fantasy. She had been right. He hadn’t been the prick. And she now understood his look. She started to walk to him, held out her hand and said: 



“Charles, I’m delighted to meet you. And let me thank you for the flower: your message meant very much to me.” 



He took hold of her hand, raised it to his lips and reverently kissed it. “Jane, you’re an angel. 

You’re even more perfect than on-stage. Thank you for existing.” 







This movie scene had stopped short the ladies’ laughter. Both were staring at Jane and her more than unusual behaviour. What was this? Love at first sight? 



Elizabeth regrouped first and she deliberately headed to Richard. 



“Sorry, Ricky, Charlotte will explain you.” And she cheek-kissed him in the French way. 



Charlotte had followed her and gone to William. “William is it? William, I’m sorry for this outburst. It was very unladylike of us. We usually don’t behave that way! Anyway, I’m Charlotte and I’m very happy to meet Richard’s favourite cousin at last. You appeared so perfect that I’ve always thought he had invented you, but it seemed I was wrong.” She addressed him one of her irresistible smiles and went back to her boyfriend, who welcomed her with another kiss. 



Elizabeth was holding her hand out to Will. “Hello, I’m Elizabeth.” 



As soon as he took her hand, he understood who she was, who she had been during the show; there had been more than three solos but he knew then and there that the energetic brunette whose hand he was shaking was the black-wigged one. He knew it by the tingling he felt, by the instinctive reaction of his groin, by his sudden inability to speak.  Shit, if at least she had been French, I could have pretended I don’t speak the language.  



His muteness confirmed Lizzy’s mind that her - fortunately un-confessed – fantasy was the prick. And she understood his keeping her hand in his firm grip as a way of flirting.  So you’re not against picking one of us for the night, after all? Well, I’m gonna teach you how to play. 

She shot him a dazzling smile and went on: ”So you’re Richard’s cousin. It’s true that he always says great things about you. I’m delighted to meet you.” She took back her hand he had finally released and turned to her sister. 



“Jane, Jane, I’m not sure you’ve greeted William.” 



Jane fought to understand her sister’s words. Charles’s behaviour showed the same struggle. 

Finally she turned to William and shook hands with him while Charles was doing the same with Elizabeth and Charlotte, congratulating both for their performance. 







“Honey, we had made plans to go and have a drink. I’d be happy to have Jane and Babeth with us.” 



Charlotte exchanged a look with her friends. Jane’s opinion was obvious. She had already gone back to Charles’s side – or was it the opposite? – and they were already engrossed in contemplating each other. For some unfathomable reason of hers, Elizabeth seemed to be quite in favour of the plan. She was slowly but deliberately getting closer to William. 



“D’accord, Mon coeur. Where do we go?” 



“Well, actually, we’re staying at the  George V. The bar is opened all night for the guests. Why don’t we walk there? It’s not far away.” 



Charlotte and Elizabeth exchanged a knowing look. Their last doubt had left. This was indeed, the prick’s deep voice. 



“Bonne idée! ” 



“Wait, what do we do for the car?” Elizabeth interrupted. The dancers who so wished used a nearby private garage. 



“A car? Living in Paris?” William didn’t try to hide the irony in his tone. Charlotte and Richard looked at him with open astonishment, neither believing his rudeness. 



Elizabeth flashed a despising smile. In a fake sweet tone, she answered, ”William, has it occurred to you that I might not live in Paris? Has it occurred to you that, unless we’d live nearby, considering the lateness of the end of the show, we would have to take our car back? 

Or maybe you don’t know that the  métro** is not something particularly safe in the wee hours, especially when you’re a good-looking woman?” 





Charlotte understood that her friend was about to be distastefully rude. She cut her mid-sentence. “Jane and Babeth live in Rueil, it’s a medium-size town in the nearby suburb. Why they chose not to live in Paris is beyond me but I must say that it’s very close and that they have a very nice flat in small town-centre  à la française.” 



Elizabeth didn’t take up their usual quarrel, she only replied with a smile: ”I don’t want to appear wimpy but I don’t want Jane and I to have to come back to pick it up. Why don’t you go ahead and I’ll try to find a spot closer to the hotel?” 



“And then you’ll have the same issue. According to our taxi drivers it’s near impossible to find a spot in this area, that’s why they always stop in the middle of the street.” William objected sensibly in a dry voice. He had apparently found nothing wrong in his previous statement. 



“Yes, and to Hell with the other cars!” Elizabeth voiced softly her ill-opinion of the Parisian taxi drivers. 



“Why don’t you leave your car here? I’ll walk you back to it. That way, you’ll be safe.” Charles grabbed the opportunity to be with his angel as long as possible. 



“Oh, Charles, that’s very sweet of you!” In any other mouth, those words would have caused another roar of laughter from Elizabeth. From her sister’s they seem the most natural ones. 



“Okay, that’s settled, then. Come along, the drizzle has started again.” 



 Author’s notes: 

 * A ”faux-cil” is a fake eye-lashes 

 ** The ”métro” is the Parisian tube. If you go to Paris, their website is quite well made – but in French: RATP 

 *** Still in French, if you want to have an idea of where Jane and Lizzy live: Rueil Malmaison 









  



 Jane and Charles 











The group departed but was soon split in two, with Jane and Charles lingering behind. Words kept flowing between them. At first, Charles could only repeat how fortunate he was to have been able to see her dancing that night, and how her dancing had moved him. 



“I won’t pretend that your flawless body didn’t affect mine but you have to believe me when I say that it went far beyond that. I could feel on my skin the movement you created in the air. It was like I could breathe every oxygen atom you were putting in motion. I felt I was receiving every signal you were sending. I felt I could touch your soul. You put so much of yourself in your dancing… I don’t know if I make any sense…” 



They were slowly making their way to the hotel, completely oblivious of the rain, and utterly unmindful of the others. Sometime during his speech, his hand found hers and quite naturally, their fingers entwined. She held her precious rose in her other hand. 



“I can’t believe how lucky I am to have met you. You make perfect sense, Charles. I live to dance. I don’t exist without my dance. I stopped dancing ten years ago, I stopped for one year…” 



“What happened? Where you injured?” 



“No, well yes… I had been fired from the corps of the Royal Ballet because I had grown too tall. My injury was in my mind, I hated my body, I hated my life, I had lost all purpose." She looked at him, surprised at how comfortable she was, revealing something so private to him. 

“Lizzy dragged me back to a ballet school, to a smaller one, to a less prestigious one, but one where my physical appearance was not my shame. There, my soul could finally re-enter my body; that soul I put every night in every show, that soul you’ve been the only one to see.” 



She brought their hands to her lips and brushed them softly on his knuckles. He leaned towards her and tenderly kissed her now rain-dampened hair. She smelled of chamomile. She smiled her angelic smile up at him. He wanted to stop and kiss her lips, but he didn’t dare; it was going too fast, it was too easy. 



“I’m sure I’m not. I’m sure a lot of persons feel the way I did. But I’ve been more fortunate. My lucky star made me meet you, it has only been a matter of chance.” 



“La chance sourit aux audacieux. as they say in French. You bring yourself your own luck. It was not easy to dare offering me a rose, but you did it. It was not easy to put a business card in it without the slightest hint of flirting, but you did it too. Had you not done that, I would probably be heading to Rueil with Lizzy. Instead, I’m walking in Paris, on a rainy night, with one of the most sensitive men I’ve ever met.” 



“Me, sensitive? I’m afraid not, Jane. I’m an engineer. I deal with reality. And my reality, now, it’s you. I don’t know how it came about or why, but it is. You have completed my world.” 





They had finally arrived in front of the hotel. The doormen were watching them; they were looking at each other. He leaned slowly, his eyes deep in hers, his lips almost touching hers, and he whispered: 



“You know I’m going to marry you, right?” 



She murmured back: “I know, I was just wondering if you knew it too,” and she closed the space between them. When their lips met, she felt a shiver go down her body. She pulled his head against hers while he forcefully embraced her, placing their joined hands around her waist. He kissed her hard and she countered back. His other hand kept roaming her back from her bum to her hair. The heat spread slowly in her body. She could feel his shaft harden. 

He nibbled on her lower lip. She opened her mouth and he showed her how hungry he was. 



When they stopped, panting for breath, the doormen were still looking at them. Jane’s legs were weak. Charles’ embrace had not weakened. Their eyes were locked, darkened with desire. 



“Are you really thirsty?” Jane asked. 



Slightly taken aback by her question, he didn’t pretend to misunderstand her meaning. 



“Are you?” 



She shook her head coyly. “I want to touch your soul too.” 



“I wish I knew a sure way!” 



“I think I know one.” 



He looked at her intently. “Are you sure?” 



“I’ve never been so sure in my life.” She tiptoed and gave him a peck. “Shall we go? I think they got enough of a show for tonight!” 







Charles smiled at her and led her in the lobby. The lift was there, people already inside; they rushed into it not to lose a minute. Jane felt the presence of the others strongly but her impatience decreased somewhat when Charles placed her so that she had her back against his chest, his arms once again around her. They were quite close in height, Charles’ above-average height not quite equivalent to Jane’s. She easily tiptoed and nibbled his ear. She felt his cock harden further and couldn’t repress a giggle. He managed to pop one button of her coat open and slipped one of his hands, his fingers finding a breast. Her sigh made him smile and he tenderly kissed her temple. Suddenly, he felt her body stiffen. 



“Jane?” 





“Charles, what about Lizzy? I can’t leave her alone! You told us you would take us back to the car…” 



“I don’t want to take you back to the car as I don’t want you to leave,” he told her, holding her tighter. “I’ll call the bar and tell Darce that we won’t be showing up. If he doesn’t want to walk Lizzy back to your car, I’m sure Fitz and Charlotte will.” 



“I’d rather Char and Rich do it. Lizzy’s gonna kill me if it’s my fault she has to be stuck with him.” 



“Why?” This news was very surprising to Charles. His friend was quite attractive and he had often witnessed women being drawn to him like moths to a flame. 



“Charles… we overheard your discussion before the show. Actually Lizzy did and she called Char. They only told me about it later.” 



Charles gulped, trying to recall what he had said. He felt her smile against his jaw. 



“Don’t worry, you defended us quite vigorously, but William was as vigorous and it was all insults. I’m afraid this is quite a touchy subject for all of us, and especially for Lizzy who dances the hottest scene of the show.” 



During their talk, they had reached Charles’ room floor and were standing in front of his door. 

He was trying to recall where he had put his key-card, his impatience obviously an impediment in his search. Her last words made him still for a moment. 



“She wears a black wig?” he asked abruptly. 



“Yeah, why?” Charles seemed to have a problem with her sister. As hopeful as she was on her relationship with this man, she knew where her loyalty lay. If he had any objection about Lizzy’s dancing, she would leave him this instant and try to forget him for the rest of her life. 



“We’re talking about the dance with the three bars on-stage, right?” 



She went colder. “Yes, why? ” 



His eyes were wide with astonishment but expressed no blame. This soothed Jane’s unease but she had to know what was his point. 



“I can’t believe it! She’s the one! ” Taking into account Jane’s puzzled face, he explained. 

“Darce was completely bewitched by your sister. I’ve never seen him like that. I thought he would implode! He was so tense.” After a while he added: “I wonder if he knows… Well, now I have one very tiny feeling that I should be downstairs!” Saying that, he seemed to rediscover where and with who he was. Leaning towards her, he whispered: “But a very very tiny one!” 



He looked expectantly at her, silently asking her if she had changed her mind. She smiled, took the key-card he had eventually found and placed it in the lock. He opened the door and she preceded him inside. 









As soon as she heard the click of the lock, she faced him, pressed him back against the door and framed his head with her hands. She leaned toward him and started teasing his mouth with her tongue. He was stunned. He wanted her as he had never wanted any woman. She had been teasing him in the theatre just a while ago. She had been more than eager to answer his kisses a few minutes before. His testicles still hurt from the unsatisfied lust he had been subject to. And there she was, only touching his slightly opened mouth with her tongue. 

He had to touch her, he wanted to rip her clothes away, he wanted to plunge into her body. 



When he made a move to do just that, she took his hands and held them above his hair, against the door. He groaned his frustration and she laughed lightly against his mouth. His tongue managed to catch hers and, with no little satisfaction, he felt her grip weaken. 

Nevertheless, this feeling soon faded away as he became as involved as her in their passionate kiss. Their game forgotten, she released him, and they started to undress each other in the small entryway, coats and scarves falling at their feet, the poor rose buried under the clothes. 



During their first small pause for breath, Charles panted: “Jane… I have to call Darce… I have to tell him before I get too carried away…” 



She kissed him hard once again and nodded her agreement, not quite confident in her ability to say anything. 



“Why don’t you choose us something to drink in the mini-bar?” 



He watched her as she collected their discarded clothes and put them on a chair. She then sat on the bed and started to unzip her long black boots. He saw that she was casually dressed, a fitted pale blue jacket matching a long, narrow woollen skirt. She smiled shyly at him and, as suggested, she went to discover what treasure the small fridge hid. 



Charles had also sat on the bed and, holding the set between shoulder and ear, he started to untie his shoes. “Allo… Hi, Charles Bingley, room 315 speaking… I’d like to speak to William Darcy, he must be at the bar with a party of four… Yes, thank you…” 



He nodded his enthusiastic approval at her choice: a chilled Veuve Cliquot seemed more than appropriate to celebrate their encounter. He indicated his ignorance to where she could find adequate glasses. 



“Darce, hi” Now that he had to actually put words on what was happening, he hesitated, “I’m, erh… we… Jane and I won’t be joining you.” He let a deep breath in, “we’re… upstairs…” He frowned… “Will, you’re there?” …”Listen Will, I just called to ask you to tell Fitz he would be really cool to take Elizabeth to her car later. I can’t do it and Jane won’t be going back home tonight. That’s all. Thanks.” Pushing on the end-call button seemed to relieve him greatly. He had sped the last part of his speech and hadn’t waited for William’s answer. He was perfectly aware of his friend’s opinion on his actions. Charles knew William was utterly and completely wrong but he fully believed himself to be right. Fortunately, he had not been able to voice all his sentiments on the subject, his companions preventing such communication. 





Jane had not found anything better than the glasses in the bathroom and had popped open the bottle. She came closer to the bed where he was still sitting and handed him his glass. 

She looked down at him. “Did he say it would be okay?” 



He shook his head. “But I’m sure it will. Darce is sometimes narrow-minded but he is a gentleman. Even if Richard cannot take her back, he will do it. He will loathe me but he will do it!” Charles’ smile was becoming radiant. “And I really don’t care!” 



“Santé! ” She was standing in front of him and clinked her glass against his. 



“To the most angelic woman I have ever met!” His words matched the reverence of his tone. 



She smiled demurely. “To our lucky star!” 







Each took a sip and put away their glasses on the nightstand. Their eyes locked, he placed his hands on her waist, she put hers on his shoulders. 



“You’re beautiful, Jane. Let me discover you.” 



Her eyes spoke her agreement. Still standing, she felt his hands going up her sides, then, shifting their paths, covering her breasts. Shivers ran through her spine. Her abs contracted as his fingers pursued their course down her stomach and her pubis, his thumbs insisting a little on this part. When he cupped her bottom, her fingers were grasping his hair, her head had fallen backwards. Her eyes were closed and his were now observing the movement of her breasts, their movement increased by the harshness of her breathing. He pulled her to him and buried his face in her bosom. 



She cupped his face with her hands and disengaged him from her body. Her legs had become unsteady, so she went on her knees by the bed and she brought his face to hers. 

The kiss they exchanged spoke of need, spoke of lust but, above all, spoke of love. And while their lips fought, while their tongues played, his hands unbuttoned her cardigan and discarded it. He barely noticed that her bra was a very fancy one, but he quickly found out that her nipples were erect under it. He teased them over, and, after unhooking it, out of the black lace and navy blue silk. 



Her groans sent electricity in his body; she couldn’t control hers any longer. Her mouth was gapping open, no longer able to really kiss him. He left her swollen lips, and, instead, his mouth made its way along her neck. Her hands, which had only been grasping helplessly his knees through his trousers, soon discovered a life of their own. He felt a strong grip on his shortly trimmed hair pushing his head lower. To satisfy her urge, he let go of one of her breasts to cup her bottom and made her sit on one of his thighs. He chuckled softly at her disappointed moan quickly followed by a sigh of satisfaction when his tongue and teeth chose one nipple and started nibbling it. His free arm embraced her narrow waist to steady her but his hand preferred to make its way under the elastic waistband of her skirt and found her bare buttocks. He started stroking them, reaching as close to her sensitive centre as he could, incensed by every cry she made. While she maintained a firm hold on his head, she let her other hand wander and she found the bulge of his hardened cock in his trousers. She unsuccessfully tried to grasp it through the fabric, her indirect touches only reinforcing his arousal. Her strokes became more and more stiff with her coming climax, her inarticulate sounds being louder and louder under Charles’ hands and mouth ministrations. Soon waves of pleasure overtook her and she found herself laying panting in Charles’ grip, her back unable to hold up, her body held between his arms. 



“O my God! You’re so beautiful, Jane!” His breathing was ragged. 



She managed to straighten her head and gaze gratefully into his eyes. “Charles…” After a while, she stood up and took her skirt off. Her thigh-highs followed and she saw an admiring lust in his face as she faced him in her black and blue thong. 



She made him stand up then whispered in his ear: “Don’t you think you’re slightly overdressed?” He took her face in his hands and kissed her hard. A part of him wished he could be gentler, as his mouth savagely devoured hers, and his hands forcefully roamed over her body. Yet the fact that she answered nibble for nibble and had somehow managed to unbutton his shirt didn’t entice him to slow down either. Suddenly her breasts were pressed against his bare torso and she exhaled a sigh of sheer pleasure. The buckle of his belt was a source of discomfort that had to be dealt with; Jane started unbuckling it. 



“No, no, don’t!” he panted. 



She took one step back. Her breathing was hard. She wore a surprised air. 



“If you touch me anymore, I’m going to disgrace myself… I’ve never wanted anyone as much as I want you!” He quickly removed his trousers. Her gaze fell on his harden manhood, more than obvious in his boxers. She blushed, both flattered beyond words and intimidated by the power she had over him. He took her back in his arms and made them lay on the bed. He settled her on her back, and, once again, his mouth and his hands made acquaintance with her body. He felt her whole body shiver when he touched her stomach and she arched her back to accompany his hand downwards. The softness of the fabric of her thong made him pause slightly but he soon pushed it aside to discover her wet core. She was almost shaven; a necessity due to her job, it made his sex throb. She exhaled a groan when two of his fingers entered her. She had been waiting for that since he had started touching her. As soon as his other hand started stroking her folds, her body convulsed. For fear of hurting him, she reached for the top of the bed and griped the wooden panel. She was moaning louder and louder. His mouth travelled from hers to her breasts and whispered praise to her beauty. 



At one point, she realised she wanted more, that she wanted him. She made him stop and took off her last piece of clothing. 







Her blazing eyes shot him the message and he got her meaning. As he removed his shorts, he realised something. 





"Jane, Love, hold on!" 



She slipped under the bedcovers and watched him stumble off the bed to the suitcase that was placed on a low stool. She started smiling then outright giggled as he rummaged through it, sending shirts and socks all over the place. Eventually he shouted a resounding: " Yay! " 

and triumphantly held up a box of condoms. 



"Caro insists that I always have some. She seems to think that her older brother is a hottie every woman wants to shag with! For once, I'm grateful I followed her advice!" He stumbled back and started pushing aside the bed-clothes. 



"I don't know her but she has good sense and I already like her! Hey, I'm cold!" Her impish smile belied her words. 



"I'm going to make you much, much hotter!" He had put the condom on and taken her legs to put them on his shoulders. He placed his cock by her folds and, leaning his face towards her mouth, he whispered: "So my pretty dancer, let's see how flexible you are!" and he entered her in one swift movement. 



All thoughts of teasing and laughing left them immediately. She closed her eyes and let out a heavy sigh; when she didn't feel the pounding she expected and desired, she opened them again. She saw in his features a ferocious struggle. He was obviously fighting against himself to hold on. She realised that for him, the foreplay had started with the show, a very, very long time ago, even for the steadiest of men. But she had been more than pleased with his attentions so far, and, even if she could not come this time because he would be too fast, she found she really didn't care at all. Yet, from the feeling of him inside hers, she knew she would very probably be satisfied this time as well! Willing to make him let go, she started clenching and unclenching around him; she felt his shoulders tense. 



"Let go Charles, I want you! Please, please fuck me!" 



As soon as she had finished her sentence, he led her in a frenzied dance, thrusting hard and fast. She replied by placing her hands on his buttocks to make him go even harder and faster, her last conscious thought being that her instincts had not failed her. 



Charles had lost all sense with her last words, but he somehow managed to hear her shouts. 

He was only aware of her under him, of her around him. Much too soon he felt himself come. 

He tried to hold on but the pleasure was too excruciating and the wait had been too long. He groaned as his climax took his last strength and he fell on her, her legs slipping under his arms. 







While their breaths were returning to their normal rhythm, their minds grew clearer. 



"Love, I'm sorry... I swear I can do better than that!" Charles’ head was buried in the pillow by her side. 





She became aware that she had not voiced her earlier thoughts on the subject. 



"Darling, I didn't even know that - as you put it - existed, so better is something I sure want to discover! Now, I hope you think I'm flexible enough, I need to breathe too and this is not the best position!" 



He chuckled. "Of course, Love, excuse me." As he disengaged himself from her, he searched in her eyes the truth of her last satisfaction. She was flushed, her lips were swollen, she wore the most contented of smile. "You are the most beautiful sight I've ever been prevailed on to see!" 



She kissed him softly and replied in her most ladylike voice. "Thank you, but I think you're partial." 



"Indeed I am, Love. How could I not when you've captured my heart and my soul?" He kissed her back and brought her closer to him, covering them with the sheets. 



She snuggled against him, her hand on his torso, one leg over his. "Aren't you thirsty?" 



"I could do with some champagne but if it means I have to be deprived of you, then I'll do without!" 



She smiled naughtily and answered: “Look at it this way: I’ll go and get us some champagne, that way, one – you can admire more of my beautiful body, and two – we’ll have time and means to re-build our strength so that you may show me how much better you can do!” 



He raised one eyebrow and agreed on her scheme. “I hadn’t thought it that way!” 



She got up and, surprising Charles, she started by gathering the clothes that had been thrown everywhere and put them on the chair. He soon understood her purpose as she addressed him a wicked smile over her shoulder. He relished the sight of her swaying ass; she was also beautiful from behind. She refilled their glasses with the now tepid Champagne and joined him on the bed. She slipped under the blanket and witnessed, with the grazing of her thigh, that her little display had had the intended effect. He appeared thoughtful, though. Sipping her drink, she waited for him to speak. 



“This might not be the best moment to say it – post-coital love-vows always seem suspicious 

– but it would have been even sillier before… I love you Jane, I want to spend the rest of my life with you. I don’t know if you feel the same, and if you do, I don’t know how we’re going to do that, but I just wanted you to know it.” 



She kissed him, overwhelmed by his confession. She felt her heart swell. “Charles, I felt foolish for even feeling it but I love you too. I’ve always thought that love at first sight was a fairy tale, something people talk about like winning the lotto, but I now know I’ve been a fool to doubt it.” She smiled and gave him one peck. “My life is in France now but I can go back to England. I was thinking about retiring anyway, I’m the eldest in the cast, 26 years old is an advanced age for a Crazy Horse dancer!” 





“Darce and I had been talking about one of us remaining here for a few months to make sure the new branch starts well. I guess I now have a reason to be that one!” 



“Could you?  That would be perfect! I have to give three months notice and I’ve these dance classes I teach…” 



“You teach erotic dance?” 



She laughed at the very thought. “Oh no! I’ve recently discovered I could combine my love for dancing and for children. One ballet-school in Rueil needed a teacher for the youngest and I was free on Wednesdays and Saturdays. So I now have some time surrounded with eager – 

or not – young dancers.” 



“That’s great, you could do that in London!” 



“Yes, I probably could!” 



“I feel so much better! I was quite worried about our future.” 



She couldn’t repress her giggles. “You sure were! When you had dinner, you didn’t know I existed, we’ve known each other for something less than two hours and we spent the better part of it making love! It must have been a burden on your life for so long!” 







He faked outrage, took her glass, put it with his on the nightstand and sat up in the bed, exposing her up down to the hips with the movement. “Jane Bennet…” he looked at her, asking for a confirmation that he had remembered her name correctly; she nodded; he went on: “I will not tolerate such behaviour! You will not make fun of me! Right! I’m gonna show you who’s the boss!” 



She entered his game and sweetly replied, “Who’s the boss?” 



He grabbed her legs and getting down off the bed, he brought her butt near its edge. Settling between her thighs and without releasing them, his mouth started to show her who was in charge. His tongue played with her folds and she cried when his lips found and held onto her clitoris. She had already started a new trip to ecstasy and his nibbling and sucking made it a short one. Charles revelled in the sight of her hardening tits and he let go of her legs to tease one. She seemed to enjoy it and parted her legs even wider. He shifted to be able to pleasure her with his fingers too; he found easily the place that made her moan louder and, still teasing her with his mouth, he insisted on it. Her hands roamed the bed, unable to find something to grasp on; she eventually bit her forefinger, unwilling to shout too loud. Her release came hard and her body’s spasms lasted for a while. He drank her, accompanying her to and from that place he had taken her to. She absentmindedly stroked his hair – the only part of his body she could touch – and tried to make him come closer to her. Obeying her, he went on his feet, put a new condom and entered her as her mouth could at last show his how grateful she was for what he could make her feel. 





His lovemaking was gentler and slower this time. He had gone back to his knees and held her still-half-on-the-bed body at the hips. She was able to move more freely in this position and made him understand that they were too new to take their time. He accelerated their rhythm but took care to drive her first to satisfaction before reaching his peek. He shuddered as she made him last longer than he would have believed himself able to. 



When he let go of her, he went to lie by her side, taking her against his heart. After a while, she was able to resume their conversation. “Okay, let’s say you were the boss this time.” 



“Hmm… I’m glad your senses are back!” he chuckled, already half asleep. He shifted their bodies so that they could satisfyingly be kept warm by the quilt. “You mind if we talk about it later, Love?” 



“No Charles. Good night!” She switched off the light. 



He sleepily enfolded her in his arms for a deep kiss before turning on his stomach while keeping her hand in his. She settled on her side, one of her long limbs over his. She whispered to his closed eyes: “I love you, Charles.” 



She felt her hand squeezed: “I love you, Jane.” 



She had been listened for a few minutes to his already even breathing when a mobile phone bip interrupted her peaceful world. She moved carefully and stood up without waking him up. 

She found the guilty object – in her purse – and saw she had received an SMS. She read her sister’s message, smiled and wondered at her timing. She only answered back: ‘ It’s true love 

 – B happy – A+’*, put the phone on the nightstand, cuddled back against Charles and followed him into sleep, a smile gracing her face. 





* Author’s note: “A+” is a shortcut for “A plus tard”, which means, “See you later”  









  



 The drinks 











While Jane and Charles had been lingering behind, the foursome had been briskly walking to the George V. Charlotte was holding Richard’s arm and, as usual, he had covered her hand with his. William and Elizabeth were thus paired up and the latter was very happy about that as it was serving her purpose. She still intended to go on with what she had most probably started by her dance: this dumbass would have to jerk-off before the end of the night or she was no longer Lili Bright. She had no second thoughts on her job; she was not a dancer at heart – like Jane was – but she was good at what she did and both the money and the free day-light time it provided her with allowed her to work on her  thèse*. Their parents had, at first, been appalled by their choice but, as their eldest daughters’ lives seemed very balanced, they had stopped worrying. 



The pace of the walk didn’t really favour a lively conversation, therefore Elizabeth decided on a more physical course of action. She willingly walked as close to William as she could and intently brushed her arm against his, smiling inwardly as he didn’t try to pull away. The only drawback was that she was more aware of his body than she had ever been with any man; and those almost-contacts seemed to affect her breathing. Fortunately, the long steps she was obliged to take to follow his could be another reason for her short breath and she hoped William would see it that way. 



It happened not to be the case. Even if he had not used it for very long – as Charles had reminded him that very night – William was very aware of his power over women. Elizabeth’s moves clearly showed him that he had been right: those hot dancers were sluts and grabbed every opportunity to get laid. Well, for once, he might yield to temptation; Charles seemed to be about to, why not him? And if she was, indeed, the black-wigged dancer, he was pretty sure he would have a very enjoyable night. 







When they entered the hotel, they didn’t bother waiting for Jane and Charles and went directly to the bar. The cosy wood- panelled room was almost empty at this time of the night and they chose a table large enough to accommodate six. The  garçon, who waited to take their wet coats to the cloakroom, stood near the guests longer that he was used to. If the chestnut lady and the blond man gave him their damp raincoats fast enough, the dark haired couple stood, frozen, watching each other once they had removed their damp garments. He didn’t mind, though, as the two ladies were really easy on the eyes. 



Charlotte and Richard also witnessed the strange scene in front of them. Babeth’s attitude was very unlike her. She was of the chatty and witty kind; she was wont to comment eloquently on a nice ass when she saw one, she was used to appreciatively tease if some shoulders happened to be square enough to flatter the eye, a broad chest usually got its fare share of compliments – and the redder she made the man’s cheeks, the better. William managed to possess all those physical qualities and she was mute… What was happening there? 



Elizabeth’s power of speech had fled her when all her blood had quit her brain and her heart had stopped. This utmost pain in the ass was the best-looking man she had ever been able to lust over. His long-sleeved polo flattered his athletic torso; his khakis fitted his narrow hips. 

With a better light, she could see that, apart from his eyes that had drawn her from afar in the Crazy Horse, his face also was graced with a most attractive full-lipped mouth. She swallowed, blinked and started breathing again. Her first instinct told her to grab him and drag him in a remote corner of the room. Her second told her to flee as fast as she could, because, as satisfying as might be a one-night stand with such a specimen, she didn’t think it would be enough. Addiction was something she was very fearful of, and he was most obviously the closest thing to a drug she’d ever come by. Her reason shut up her instincts and reminded her that she had a plan; whether it was a good one was more and more questionable, though. 

The  garçon’s harrumph startled her and she realised that she still had her yellow raincoat in her hands. She smiled and handed it to him. 



William was as stunned as she had been. What made him freeze was Elizabeth’s outfit. To fit his hooker’s image, he had pictured a very low-cut black sexy dress, black stockings and high heels under the yellow raincoat. He gave her a head-to-toe look and realised that it was not at all the case. She was wearing a denim jacket, a red tee shirt underneath, straight jeans and some funny school-like shoes** – he absentmindedly wondered how he could have missed them when he had seen her in front of the Crazy Horse. With the better light, he also noticed that she wore no make-up. What kept him in his frozen attitude was his libido reaction at seeing her thus dressed. In the cabaret, he had fully charged her bewitching ability over him on her almost-nakedness. But now she was dressed and he was not able to think… His palms had somehow got moist; his heartbeat was well above its average pace; every litre of his blood had concentrated under his waist. This was far beyond his understanding. How this woman he barely knew was able to awaken his most masculine urges was a mystery. He could not begin to fathom how she could, by her only presence, stir every nerve he had in his body. He had to have her; this was the only outcome this crazy situation could have. He was very fortunate she had been hitting on him since they had met, as flirting had never been a technique he mastered – for lack of practicing, most probably. He just had to be his usual self and they would end where he wanted – him buried deep inside her. The  garçon eventually cleared his throat and he realised he was the only one with his coat. He grumped and managed to give it and sit down without revealing the bulge on the front of his trousers. 







After a quick study of the menu, they ordered their drinks, beers for Richard, William and Elizabeth, Lillet*3 for Charlotte. Elizabeth had been able to gather her wit on hearing William’s comments about Richard’s choice of a beer. 



As soon as the waiter had left, he had scornfully asked his cousin: “What will you have?” 



“A  Seize cent soixante quatre*4, why?” 



“That’s a French beer,” replied an offended William. 





“And so it is, we’re in France, after all…” Richard was much more amused than angry. 

William’s principles were far too high for his own good. No wonder he still had to find his soul mate… A creature that perfect probably didn’t exist. Although from the scene that had just happened, he wondered if his Dear Billy Boy was not about to trail a slightly less straight path. 



Elizabeth was appalled. The more William spoke, the more contemptuously she held him and unfortunately, the less calm she felt. She also reconsidered her decision to tease him and to her relief, she was - at last - able to speak her mind. “After all, Ricky lives in France with a French girlfriend; it appears to me he’s chosen to take benefit of the best the country he’s in can offer. Haven’t you done the same… choosing the cabarets over the drinks?” 



“Actually, I only followed Charles; I wanted to call it a night right after dinner.” William grumbled, unable to understand why he deemed it necessary to explain how he had ended in this almost infamous place, and to some of its dancers, furthermore. 



Richard and Charlotte exchanged a glance. The situation was slowly but surely becoming awkward, and Jane and Charles had still not showed up. Fortunately, the waiter broke the mood by bringing the drinks. 



“So Will, how comes you’re in Paris?” asked Richard. 



William was glad for this diversion. “Charles and I have thought about opening a subsidiary in France for a long time. It opens all the Southern Europe market and even some doors on the African one. We’ve eventually decided to do it and we’ve been seeing French lawyers, French recruiting cabinet and a lot of French landlords for two days to be able to make our choice.” 

Quoting his friend’s name had reminded him that he was still not there; he frowned and looked at his watch. 



“Where do you plan on settling it?” Charlotte decided to further the conversation before any comment on the absent was made. 



“In  La Défense*5, most probably. We’ve already visited some functional offices there. And it seems to be a nice place to work in.” 



“It is, the air is pretty clean, there’s no car and the big shopping centre on the  parvis is very convenient. Babeth, you’re often there, aren’t you?” 



Elizabeth laughed. “When I’m not studying or practicing, yes, I certainly am.” 



“Why would you go there? You’re not working in an office, are you?” William had been intrigued by the study allusion but didn’t want to embarrass her. Obviously she was smarter than he had thought; she was aware that a career as hers was a short one and trained to become a secretary or a sales-woman; a good choice of a career for her, he would certainly buy anything she’d care to sell! 



“No, I do my  thèse in  La Sorbonne.” Seeing his questioning eye, she explained further. “It’s the Parisian uni for literature, located in  le Quartier Latin*6… And I’m practicing either at the Crazy or at the dance studio where Char and I met. No,  La Défense is about half-way between Rueil and Paris and it’s the biggest shopping centre around, that’s why I’m there.” 



William couldn’t voice his astonishment at her hint about her studying literature at such a high level, because the waiter was coming to him with a cordless phone on a silver tray. 



“Mr. Darcy, sir?” 



“Yes?” 



“M. Bingley souhaite vous parler, Monsieur. ” 



William took the phone and prompted an unbelieving: “Bing? ” … “Bing? Where are you?” His impatience at getting an answer showed on his face. His disbelief after he had got it was even more obvious. “You what?  But where are you?” The answer rendered him mute. His eyes were wide opened, his mouth gaped, he draw a breath in. “Yes, Charles.” … “Okay. Charles, 

… Charles?” He looked at the set; the plastic object only rang a busy tone. After a while, he switched it off and put it on the table. 



Charlotte, Elizabeth and Richard were expectantly looking at him; he tried to regroup and phrased his next sentence as civilly as he could. “Charles and Jane won’t be coming. 

They’re… together…” He blushed slightly and turned towards his cousin. “He asked that you walk Elizabeth back to her car, as neither he nor Jane will reappear tonight.” 



As his companions got the meaning of his last sentence, he noticed with satisfaction that their faces reflected the kind of disbelief he had felt a few moments ago. 



Charlotte was the first one to react in her usual no-nonsense self. “Eh ben, ça a pas traîné. 

 T’inquiète pas Babeth, we’ll walk you back.” 



Shaking her head, she replied: “I’m not worried about that… But you’re right, so fast? It’s so unlike her…” Turning to William, she accusingly asked him. “How’s your friend? I mean, is he the kind to impose upon women?” 



Richard’s “Oh” was covered by his cousin’s reaction. William’s indignation made him flush. 

“He’s certainly not the kind; he is a gentleman. And from what I saw when they met, I don’t think a lot of persuasion was needed to catch your sister’s attention. She seemed easy enough to captivate,” he replied scornfully. 



“Putain, how can you say that?” Charlotte was shocked. But where William’s face was red with anger, hers was of a very pale shade. 



Her friend held out a pacifying hand and answered her, as matter-of-factly as she could. “He can say that because he thinks Jane’s a slut. And now that we’re at it, he also thinks you and I are sluts. What were his actual words? Oh yes, that the spectators were in the Crazy Horse to find ‘ a whore for the night’. Well, Jane’s attitude is completely in accordance with this. 

Unfortunately, his cousin is your boyfriend; so his theory does suffer a little here… but he’s been hitting at me since we met, so depending on where his dick finishes the night, he might be right.” 





William’s shame hid behind an even colder behaviour. “If you heard us, you also know that I didn’t want to come and that Charles completely disagreed with my comments on the dancers being prostitutes. Yes, I still think the likes of you are easier to bed, and you’ve been hitting on me, not I. As for your last sentence, I won’t insult you by answering it. I can see that living for too long in France has somehow tarnished your good manners – if you ever had any.” 



Richard had to interfere; his cousin had insulted Elizabeth but, more importantly, his Charlotte by every possible method – even if none of his comments were directed to her. He sternly addressed him: “William, I think you owe the ladies some apologies.” At his friend’s brisk movement, he understood he had some explanations to give. He turned to his astonished-beyond-words love and sweetly asked her: “Honey, I think Babeth needs a moment for herself too, would you please take her to the ladies-room?” 



“Bien sûr, Mon Coeur,” a still very pale Charlotte replied in a low tone. She took her friend’s hand and tried to drag her out of the room. But Elizabeth, unused to have a knight in shining armour stepping in for her, had to answer to William. Indeed, she would not leave the last word to this bastard. 



“Oh yes, I need a moment for myself! The low-class, uneducated lass that I am has to find something ruder to say, don’t I? Or maybe His Haughtiness has to be punched hard by a peer to try to begin to imagine he might have been wrong! Mr. Darcy, please know that, from all the insults I ever received, yours were the most wounding and the most abusive. Because you’ve had a chance to meet us and to make your mind from what exists under the wig and in the body; and you chose to remain a paying customer in the Crazy Horse instead of becoming a dear friend’s cousin. Well, let me say plainly that you were wrong; Jane, Charlotte and I are no whores; and as far as I am concerned, your dick will have to find another shelter for the night!” That said, she turned around and led an astounded Charlotte to the restrooms. 







Richard moved for the waiter and asked for two glasses of Oban. First, his cousin was at least as shocked as his lady had seemed to be, and the conversation he was about to have required much stronger drinks than the beers they had finished. He leaned towards William who had sank back in his chair, slowly recovering and already challenging him to start the scolding. This didn’t deter him but he used a tone much more patient than the one his cousin expected. 



“Will, I can’t believe it. What has come over you? Did you really say what Babeth quoted? Did you really say that the dancers were whores?” 



“Yes I did.” William still didn’t seem to regret his words. “It’s all based on prejudices, but women whose work is to dance naked in front of lusty eyes cannot be very virtuous.” 



“Will, unless she works in an exclusively female environment, every woman uses her charm to make her job easier; and that doesn’t necessarily mean that she sleeps around. A smile is a weapon. You’re right, I know some dancers who have a sugar-daddy but honestly, they are a minority. And I’m sure even you cannot say that you’ve never been the target of one of your employee’s ‘ arts and allurements’.” 



Richard’s quoting their Aunt Catherine had the intended effect and William’s features softened, his mouth cracking a smile. 



“And if the world was ruled by women, the exact situation would happen as often with men using their charms. It’s the way the world goes round; you cannot change that. Most of the dancers either have a boyfriend or are single; some are married; they are not sluts, they just work at doing what they do best. Babeth only works at the Crazy Horse to pay for her studies, Jane, because dancing is her life and she was too tall to be a ballerina, Charlotte’s reason is that she has fun and she’s making money. At first, it was her way to rebel against her family Puritanism, now, she’s just searching what she will do with her life once she quits.” 



“You mean that you won’t ask her to? How can you tolerate that she shares her body with 600 

men every night? You have enough money, she doesn’t have to work…” 



“I have enough money but she doesn’t want to. I’ve asked her, she said she would be bored. 

And I don’t share her body, I share the ability to look at her body. Truthfully that’s not the part I prefer but if it cannot be helped…” 



“Well, I wouldn’t.” 



“But you’ll never have to, will you? It’s not like you gonna get lucky with Babeth tonight. I’ve never seen you so insulting. Now that I think about it, I’ve never seen you insulting at all. 

What was that crack about living in France and losing her good-manners?” 



“Well, she had been rude!” 



“And so were you! She only retaliated on the same low-level you had used. Do you have an idea about Charlotte’s feelings on hearing that comment? I know she feels very shy about our family, about our money; how am I ever to convince her to come to visit my parents, now? I plan to marry her, how will it be possible if she refuses to see them?” 



William had calmed down and now understood that his words had been way out of line. “You want to marry her? You really love her?” His tone was envious. “I’m sorry, Rich.” 



“Yes I love her, I can’t live without her. And you’d better say you’re sorry to Charlotte and Babeth, otherwise your role as my best-man will be very difficult to play,” he said, with a warm smile on his face and a question in his eyes. 



William’s face lightened. “Really, Rich? I’m honoured, thanks… I'll apologise, I swear,” he ended in a more subdued tone. 







Meanwhile in the ladies-room, Charlotte had alleviated Elizabeth’s thoughts about the conversation she had just had with William by mainly speaking about Jane. Both had noticed the love-at-first-sight scene they had witnessed, both remembered Jane’s very astonishing reaction when she had first saw him in the Crazy Horse, but neither could believe Jane was somewhere, probably in the hotel, making love with Charles. 



“Jane is no prude but she’s never been the one-night stand kind. At least, not since I’ve known her.” 



“She’s never been; I cannot believe that of her. Maybe it was love at first sight after all. 

Remember how she was moved by Charles’s message? He managed to attract her both physically and mentally from afar. I guess when a man embodies those two attractions, he must be the one.” 



Thinking about Richard, Charlotte agreed. “You’re right… And then, she only acted on her instincts… That’s very like her!” 



“If only I could find such a guy…” Elizabeth went on thoughtfully. “You know, I was physically very attracted to William from the  poste d’observation. I cannot say the same for his mind, though!” 



“So you were…” Charlotte leaned lightly on the dressing-table. 



“I may safely assure you that his dick will not finish the night in me!” she ended almost disappointed. 



Charlotte’s un-hearty laugh alerted Elizabeth. “Char, are you all right?” 



“Pour de vrai not really… I feel very tired… I’m very glad tomorrow’s my day off…” 



“Okay, let’s go back, I’ll walk to the car alone or I’ll take a taxi; I want you to go home as fast as you can and to have Ricky tuck you under the quilt ASAP.” 



“You sure?” 



“I am. I’ll SMS Jane to check she wants to stay before leaving…” Elizabeth added as an afterthought. 







Richard was still puzzled about his cousin’s outburst. In the tone that used to be theirs when, as teenagers, they were dreaming about their aunt’s neighbours’ daughters, he asked him: 

“Will, what happened? What made you over-react like that? It’s so unlike you…” 



Sipping the end of his scotch, William hesitated. He turned around, checked that the ladies were still out of sight and started his confession: “She has made me over-react since I saw her on-stage. Bing said I was bewitched… There must be some chemistry behind it, some pheromone phenomenon… I cannot say. And now that I know her, I kinda admire her… She’s never backed down, the way she answered back shows a quick wit; and I’ve never been able to resist a sharp tongue… And she studies literature?” 



“Yes, that was her reason to come to France, to be closer to her dear French authors.” 



“I am bewitched,” came his immediate reply, more grievously than he intended. He gave another look around to check Elizabeth was still not there. 



“Do you plan a move?” 



William chuckled derisively. “Oh yeah, a move would certainly be something she’d appreciate right now! No, as much as it would have liked it, I’m afraid my dick will finish the night in my PJs…” 



Richard smiled, the return of his self-derisive cousin was very good news. Still, there was still something not clear. “Okay, Will, that explains your behaviour with Babeth, but that doesn’t explain the prejudice. You’ve always been the tight-ass of the family, even when we were allowed to ‘ sow our wild oats,” still their Aunt’s words, and still the same smile on their faces. 

“But first to be reluctant about going to the Crazy Horse and then to be able to utter such puritan thoughts… that’s not like you! Were you attacked by a horde of screaming dancers when you went to Georgie’s last show?” 



Richard had meant his words to lighten the atmosphere; instead, he saw his cousin’s face drain of its blood. 



“What happened with Georgie? Tell me Will! Is she alright?” Richard urgently asked. 



“Had I arrived five minutes later, she would not have been. As luck had it, she only suffered in her mind. The same cannot be said about her closest friend,” William replied sternly. 



“Come on Will, what happened?” 



“Well, there were some wild elements in her ballet class. Sixteen-year-old teenage girls have to be closely looked after, some of those girls are not. They thought it would be very funny to ask to some of their friends to come to the locker-room after the show… some male friends… 

some drunken male friends… guys who had the Las Vegas showgirls in mind…” 



Richard’s face was as pale as William’s. He didn’t noticed that their two female companions had re-entered the room and were now standing behind his cousin, their faces as horror-stricken as his. 



“It’s the shouts that made the families enter the back-stage door. They were not the excited ones we were used to hear but horrified and desperate ones. When I entered, I found Georgie first. The guy was unzipping his fly… I knocked him down before he had time to do any more damage. After I had calmed her a little, she asked me to look for Linda… When I found her, it was too late… I don’t think the jerk will have a straight nose when he gets out of prison, but it only relieved me a little.” 





The ladies’ shock was so great they had not been able to signal their return. They were still behind William but Charlotte had faltered a little and had grabbed her friend’s arm to steady herself. Richard was focused on his cousin, completely oblivious of their surroundings. 



“My poor dear little baby cousin… When did it happen?” 



“Last June, it was their annual gala… Georgie is fine now; she stopped dancing and started practicing Tae-kwon-do. But her friend is not so well. Georgie asked me to pay for a therapist for her as Linda’s parents are not very well-off; she’s seventeen, hopefully it will be effective soon…” 



The ladies were still unable to utter a word, Charlotte relying more and more on Elizabeth’s strength. The latter’s brain was racing: Richard was speaking of his baby cousin, William obviously grieved about what had happened, Georgie had to be William’s young sister.  O My God, why did I have to over-react like that?  



Silence stretched over the table. Eventually William broke it. “My brain knows that those silly teenagers have nothing to do with the likes of Charlotte or Elizabeth; my brain knows that Charlotte or Elizabeth are not showgirls in Las Vegas; what you told me about them proves that, and the show was not vulgar… but given the other circumstances… well, I just blew a fuse!” He ended his speech with another derisive smirk. 



“Well, that explains a lot…” Richard replied thoughtfully, shuddering at what could have happened. 



“William…” Elizabeth’s voice startled them, both wondering about what the ladies had heard. 

They stood up. 



“William, I’m sorry. There was no reason for me to be so vulgar; I understand your behaviour, I’m sorry to have condemned you so quickly.” 



So they had been there long enough… “Please, Elizabeth; that may explain my behaviour but that doesn’t excuse it. I’m sorry; I have been totally uncivil. I always try to behave in a gentlemanlike manner, I totally failed tonight…” 



As Elizabeth was about to speak, he waved his hand to stop her. Addressing her friend, he went on. “Charlotte, I was completely out of line tonight; I apologise. I’m delighted to have met someone who means so much for Ricky. If he lets me say so, I welcome you in the family and I’m thrilled to be the first one to say that.” He leaned towards her and enfolded her in his arms, placing two resounding kisses on her cheeks. 



When he released her, a slight blush had tainted her paleness but Richard immediately noticed something was wrong. “Honey, are you all right?” He took her shivering self in his arms. 



“No Ricky, she’s not. She says she’s tired. You go home directly and put her to sleep immediately.” 





Charlotte didn’t want to upset anyone too much. She tried to lighten the mood. “She won’t hear about us walking her back. She says she’ll take a taxi… And you must know how it costs her!” 



“Oh yeah, given my aversion for the taxi-drivers, it tells a lot about my concern!” She replied, laughingly. Richard and William smiled with her, in spite of a still somewhat worried look in the fair one’s eyes. 



“Well, Elizabeth, if I may show my contrition by walking you back to your car, I would be honoured.” His face was open and seemed sincere; Elizabeth’s heart skipped a beat. Such an attractive smile couldn’t be a real ass’ one. She decided to trust him and smiled her agreement. The warmth that spread inside his body told him that he had not lied to his cousin earlier: in spite – or because – of their harsh words, he was more under her spell than ever. 



“Mais en tout bien, tout honneur, William,” interfered an almost scolding Charlotte. 



William’s face showed that he had no clue about what Charlotte had meant. Elizabeth was too shocked by her friend’s advice to show up her fluency in French. Richard was also quite surprised by his girlfriend’s sermon; but considering what he had just heard from his cousin, the accuracy of her thought made him proud. He translated the French saying in an approximate: “You’ll have to behave!” making William blush. 



Elizabeth had managed to regroup her spirit. “Don’t worry, I’ll make him,” she replied playfully. 



He acknowledged the teasing with a nod and urged his cousin to leave. “Rich, Charlotte is still tired; we should go.” 



“I have a SMS to send first,” Elizabeth said, taking her mobile in her purse. She thumbed a short: ‘ I leave – U stay? ’ and sent it to Jane’s mobile. 



“Yep, you’re right, Will; but I want to see you again before you go back… What about a dinner? Not tomorrow but Thursday… Would you like it?” He moved towards the  garçon who came with the bill and went to get their coats. 



“Great idea… But I have to know if Charles is okay with that, too…” 



“Thursday is Jane’s day off, maybe you shouldn’t worry about that!” Elizabeth’s tone had regained all its easy playfulness. 



Richard and William had fought over the bill and they had put their coats on when her mobile rang. She read the message, grinned widely, handed it to Charlotte and winked at her when her friend smiled as broadly as she had. 



“Indeed, you shouldn’t worry about Charles’s opinion on your dinner…” 



The men watched them and, putting their strange behaviour on another girly secret, they urged them out of the bar. Outside, the rain had once again stopped. The couples parted, Richard holding Charlotte as if she were about to break, towards the Champs Elysées, while William and Elizabeth, maintaining a safe distance between them, went towards the Pont de l’Alma. 



 Author’s notes: 

 * A “thèse” is the memoir a student has to write to have a ‘Doctorat”, the highest-level diploma one can get in French universities. Once you’ve passed it, you’re a “Docteur”. 

 ** Elizabeth’s shoes brand is Kickers. 

 *3 Lillet is an aperitif drink made in Bordeaux. It tastes like a kind of Porto. It’s quite “chic”, not every bar has it. 

 *4 1664 from Kronembourg, more usual y referred as “16” – say ‘seize’ in French. One of the most easy to buy 

 and best beer in France. 

 *5 (I can’t believe there is no site in English, but I haven’t found any) “La Défense” is the biggest business district outside of Paris. It’s the “French Manhattan”. Some towers are quite a sight and it is a place for tourists too. The 

 “Grande Arche de La Défense” was one of the main architectural achievements in the 80’s. A lot of companies have their offices there. 

 *6 Le Quartier Latin is a part of the 5th arrondissement in Paris. It used to be the university centre up to the end of the 60’s. It is stil  a very animated place, both because of tourists and because of students. 









  



 Elizabeth and William 











“I hope Charlotte will be all right,” said William, in an attempt to avoid the silence. 



Elizabeth graciously took up the underlined offer to have a civil conversation. “Yes, I believe she will. She’s not unused to those fits of tiredness, being her busy self... And she’s also wondering about her future, that doesn’t help either. She’s off tomorrow night, I’m sure Ricky will manage to get home early and he’ll take good care of her.” 



“They are well matched, he says he loves her very much,” he said, still the same hopeful envy in his voice. “And she seems to reciprocate the feeling.” 



“Oh, that she does!” her tone matched him. “And yet they’ve known each other for what? Six months? That doesn’t seem like much!” 



“So you don’t believe in love at first sight?” 



“Well, I didn’t until tonight! From Jane’s reply, we’ve witnessed a real one…” Elizabeth couldn’t hide her puzzlement over the phenomenon but her voice was steady; indeed, at least on Jane’s side, this had been a  coup de foudre. She dearly hoped it was also Charles’s case, and two facts spoke in favour of that theory. First, his message had come to them – which showed that his intent had been devoid of any short-term sexual interest, otherwise the waiter wouldn’t have delivered it - and second, his reaction on meeting Jane had been even more astounding than her sister’s. She wanted to get his friend’s point of view, but tried to be more positive than earlier. 



“William, I have an embarrassing question. It’s for Jane’s sake; she’s not only my sister, but also my best friend…” she paused, at a loss to find a non-offensive phrasing. 



Her companion had winced at the beginning of her sentence; but he had the same concerns for his friend. He hoped that if he replied frankly, she might be as honest, to the satisfaction of both. 



“I guess you’re wondering about Charles’s love life…” Seeing her nod, he went on. “I wonder about Jane’s too. Well, Charles is not married, he’s not engaged, he doesn’t have a girl friend 

– believe me, I’d know! He’s the social type and he sees a lot of women but none seriously…” 



This was good news and a genuine smile started to flourish on Elizabeth’s lips. There was still a point to address and she hoped that he had paused to find the right words. To her relief, he went on, obviously embarrassed by his next words. 



“He’s not used to take his dates to bed either.” There it was said! William looked expectantly at her and her radiant smile took him by surprise. His breath caught, his loins awoke; how he wished he had been able to produce this type of reaction earlier… 





She noticed the un-asked question and the sudden flash of desire in his eyes. The former was easy to answer and she was more than willing to do it – as truthfully as she trusted he had. As for the latter, well she was not at all able to deal with – as conscious as she was of the sex appeal of his body by her side. While a deep blush settled on her face, she looked away and started, her voice not very steady at first. 



“Jane? Jane is a pure soul… Not that virginal, of course, but she always follows her heart. 

I’ve never seen her give her body if her mind was not involved… Do you want to see her answer?” To his astonishment, she found her phone immediately in her purse and after pressing two or three buttons, she handed him the mobile. 



He read the message, smiled and gave her back the phone. “True love, hum… After one hour?” 



“So it seems,” she replied, her whole countenance showing the happiness she felt for her sister. 



After a slight pause, he caught a deep breath and said: “Listen, Elizabeth… I’m really sorry for what I said earlier… It was very inappropriate and based on wrong assertions… I hope you’ll forgive me someday.” 



“Honestly William?” She shot him an ironic look. “We get that kind of comment all the time. It’s part of the job. At first you’re shocked, then angry… After some time, you just laugh! Like we did after hearing you saying that in the Crazy…” 



“Well, you sounded really hurt when you raised the subject at the bar!” William was starting to wonder if all that had not been a game, although he couldn’t believe she was so good an actress. 



“Oh, I was! The fact is that I feel those criticisms much stronger when they concern the ones I love.”  And besides, you have a much too strong effect on me, William… “But anyway, given your explanation to Richard, I understand and I forgive you.” Her shy smile on the last part warmed Williams’s heart, a new and somewhat shocking development in their – already shaky – relationship. 



 At least I know she hasn’t heard the first part of the confession! It does good to be cautious… 

”Oh no, it’s started raining again!” 



She looked up at him with a playful smile. “You brought us that weather! November in Paris is usually very agreeable…” 



He faked a stern look. “Yeah, like I’ve never been in Paris in November… November is a dreary month for Western Europe!” 



Her smile widened. “Well, at least we get two days off,” she replied, referring to the Toussaint* 

Holiday and the Armistice of WWI. “Okay, we’re there. It’s just across the street,” she said, ready to cross the Avenue George V, edging the pavement and checking the rather-light traffic. 





William remained behind her and addressed her more harshly than the so-far good-natured tone of their conversation. “But there is no cross-walk!” 



She turned sharply towards him. The return of the haughty and critical William Darcy was wholly unexpected and absolutely unwelcome. “So what? You think I’m gonna walk all the way to the next cross-walk when there are so few cars? Well I’m tired, it’s late and I’ve adopted the French way of life – even in its lack of manners or in its breaking the law aspects! 

If you don’t like it, nobody obliges you to do it. I’ve arrived anyway!” And this said, without even looking where she went, she started to cross the street. 



William had checked that no cars were coming from the right; but as his eyes caught in their left corner the movement of lights coming very close and very fast towards them, his brain shouted that they were in France where cars drove on the right. He impulsively grabbed her as one of her feet was already on the street and pulled her strongly back against him while a car went just beside them, where she would have been, honking and splashing them with water from the gutter. 







At first, both of them were silent; he could feel on his chest her body almost hyperventilating, his own breathing being very laboured. Although the danger had passed, he still held her strongly, his arms unable to release her, his brain unable to give the order. 



“O My God!” he whispered. “Elizabeth, are you alright?” 



He could feel she wasn’t; although he was now able to breathe almost normally, she was still inhaling much too often. “Elizabeth… Please calm down… Lizzie… Don’t faint!” He was frustrated by their position; her hair in the way, he didn’t know if she even listened to him. He turned her swiftly and cradled her head with one of his big and gentle hands. With a tone even gentler, he urged her: “Lizzie, listen to me… It’s okay now…” 



For a while, she remained in his tight embrace; his kind and reassuring words were slowly making their way to her shocked brain, while his hand was stroking her hair softly. When her lungs started filling and emptying at a more sedate pace, he felt a rush in his blood almost as overwhelming as when he had realised that he had saved her from a severe injury. 



Her first murmured words surprised him: “Thank you William.” 



He tightened even more his arms around her. “You’re welcome, Elizabeth,” he replied in the same soothing tone he had been using before. His head was full of vindication about the French way of driving but he knew that she would not welcome it; he smiled, happy to have at least gained some understanding of her; then he frowned, wondering why he was happy about that! 



And then, his body told him he had Elizabeth, sexy Elizabeth, teasing Elizabeth, The Black Wigged Elizabeth in his arms… The realisation was very sudden and very physical; his heart returned in a bit to a fast pounding, his groin hardened, a forceful strength urged him to make her lift her head up and to taste her full lips… His brain screamed not to do that, as rejection 



– hurtful and brutal rejection – was the only thing that was awaiting him… He knew it… She had been clear enough about that… She was not a whore! His impressive willpower was hardly sufficient and, to prevent himself from grabbing her chin, he pressed her even more against him. With her head tucked right under his chin and his arms around her, he could not even catch her face… 



But if she had any doubts about his arousal while being closely hugged, none remained after that second strengthening. And although she had heard about the ‘life reassessing itself after the fear of death’ stuff, she couldn’t quite believe he had seen it that way. She had been at risk, not him. No, it was holding her closely that made him horny. Knowing that she had induced this state by being fully dressed in his arms enflamed the crouching desire she had managed to hold at bay so far. She started to feel hot, terribly hot, and having her face pressed against his chest didn’t help either. Struggling to catch enough of the cold November air to cool herself, she tried and managed to back up a little, to lift her head and… she fell deep into his burning eyes. 



Time stood still for a moment, then the vapours of their breaths mixed, once, twice… then no more. At last his lips tasted hers, at last her mouth was joined with his. They kissed once, tentatively, as if to check that was really what was going to happen, ready to retreat if all the magic they imagined was not there. But it was. And what started hesitantly became furious as their teeth nibbled, as their tongues invaded the other’s mouth, as his hands were trying to feel her body through the plastic rain-outfit, while hers had, fast enough, found their way to his brown curly hair. Thinking was no longer possible for neither of them; feeling was the only possibility, feeling as much and as little as the situation allowed… 



The frustration at not being able to really feel her curves made William slowly realise where they were, what they were doing and whom he was kissing so thoroughly and desperately. 

She was Elizabeth Bennet, the one who had insulted him – more or less in the right, though – 

and who had said that his dick wouldn’t enter her tonight… And they were in the middle of the street, like a couple of teenagers – but they were far too old and it was far too late – or like a customer tasting a prostitute before choosing her – although he guessed ‘try and buy’ wasn’t used in this business. When all these considerations were before him, he had to stop. He didn’t know any longer what he really wanted of this woman, but this very hesitation was enough to make him stop and to make her realise where they were, what they were doing and whom she was kissing so thoroughly and desperately. He slowly backed up, ending the kiss softly but firmly and keeping her in his arms until she had returned to her senses. 



Elizabeth felt something amiss when she didn’t get the reply she had become used to. She insisted to re-ignite the fire that had been roaring seconds ago; but, if she didn’t feel rejected, she didn’t feel warmly welcomed neither. Her mind struggled to understand this change and it understood instead what had been happening… She had been kissing hard the man who had unsettled her as soon as she had seen him, the very one she had sworn to reject, and all that in the middle of the Avenue George V and in the middle of the night. And it had been good, better than good… The shock of this revelation was so strong that she backed up violently, her breath still very uneven. 



William cleared his throat. He was feeling ill-at-ease and soon understood that it was partly due to the fact that he already missed her body touching his. The other reason was of course that he had, once again, to apologise for what had just happened… 





“Elizabeth, I’m… I’m sorry… I got… carried away… Believe me, I’ve got your point… I won’t say that I didn’t want to do it… But I shouldn’t have, I knew it and I did it all the same… 

Please forgive me,” he ended, still embarrassed but vastly relieved nonetheless. Under the street-lamp light, he couldn’t see clearly her reaction to his words; he was therefore quite surprised to hear her answer. 



He had given her enough time to regroup and she was touched by his apologies. She grabbed the excuse she had imagined – for him – a few minutes before. “There’s nothing to forgive, William; I got as carried away as you. I suppose facing death just a short while ago didn’t reinforce my sanity either… But you didn’t take advantage of it, I knew what I was doing when we started…” She looked down at her hands.  But after that, I must say it quite escaped me!   After a while, she went on, in a cheerful tone that didn’t sound right even to her own ears. “So, let us forget it… Our paths part here anyway, it’s raining and the entry to the garage is just there, you see that little shack on the pavement in front of the Crazy. You should go back.” 



“But it’s a public garage… You cannot seriously think to go alone to your car in a public garage in the middle of the night?” He hadn’t just saved her from being ravished by him to leave her alone in such a place! Waiting for her reaction, he realised the patronizing tone he had used didn’t seem to bother her; obviously, she wouldn’t unwelcome his help. He considerably softened his voice and even put some playfulness in it. “Allow me to end my contrition and walk you to the door of your car.” 



She smiled up at him, a smile he would have qualified as grateful if he had not been so moved by it. “Thank you William. Actually, there are private floors and the Crazy rents some spots… Nevertheless I confess I feel ill-at-ease in those garages.” She was very surprised by his behaviour since their kiss… very agreeably surprised. He could have thrown back at her everything about her being easy; he could even have just carried on up to the point where they’d have gone back to the George V and finish what they had so violently started. But he had not; he had let the kiss die, she was sure of that now, and he had behaved more than gentlemanly ever since. A heart-stopping kisser gentleman whose body she was more than sensitive to, wow, that started to be a dream come true man! 



He offered his arm to cross the street. She looked at it, raised her look to his eyes and hiding the turmoil in her thoughts by smiling her agreement, she took it. In this friendly posture, but still too embarrassed to find any safe topic of conversation, they crossed the street, took the lift down to the fifth floor and walked to her carmine Twingo. 







“Well, here we are.” Taking a deep breath, she added as an after-thought, shyly smiling, 

“William, thank you for your help… And for saving my life!” 



“You’re very welcome, Elizabeth, it has been my pleasure. But I won’t consider my task finished as long as you aren’t locked in your car, with your safety belt on!” The effect his genuine smile and his dimples had on her was so devastating that her heart skipped a bit and she had to swallow before smiling back. 





To escape the lust that was slowly engulfing her, she forced herself to remember what she always did; she took her key in her purse, once again without rummaging in it for ages, once again surprising William, unlocked the car, opened the door and threw her purse on the passenger seat. She felt his look strongly but, after all, he had nothing else to do… She smiled once again at him and, as he was about to extend his hand, she started to unzip her yellow raincoat. 



It was William’s turn to have some cardiologic issues and to get a dry mouth. He had been relishing the sight of her in her routine and hadn’t prepared his libido for a strip tease, as insignificant as it was. He knew he was staring and forcefully shifted his eyes to her car. 



Fortunately, she was still struggling with her own desire and didn’t notice his reaction. After throwing her garment in the back, she turned back to him, ready to leave. 



“Well, William, see you…” said she, with an embarrassed smile. What was she supposed to say after all that had happened between them? 



Extending his right hand, he said, as embarrassed as she was, “Elizabeth, I can say, after all, that it has been a pleasure.” 



She looked surprised at his hand and leaned up to him, presenting him her cheek. “I’m too French now to shake hands with someone I had a drink with.” He smiled and closed the space between them, starting the ballet of the ‘cheek-kissing’  à la française. 



The issue with ‘cheek-kissing’  à la française is that in some places, people kiss twice, in others thrice, and in others four times, the latter being probably the more usual. William being educated as a foreigner went for the more usual although Elizabeth was settled in an area of 

‘twice’ for several years. When she stopped her moves and he didn’t, the place where his lips landed was not her cheek; it was a place they had already discovered and immensely enjoyed; it was a place they didn’t plan to leave again with no idea of when they would go back to. And as luck would have it, once her lips had been the unexpected object of some new attentions from his, they didn’t plan, either, to release them in a near future. 



As fast as their mouths started making love, William and Elizabeth understood that this kissing was severely  de trop. 



The fact that his hands were now able to really discover her body over her denim outfit kicked his willpower to the very back of his mind. His tongue was licking her mouth, outside, inside; he felt her lips lightly swollen by their previous kiss. His hands groped her ass, so nicely fit in her jeans, searched and found an opening in the jacket; and then, they stroked every curve she had, pinching now and then, more eager with every groan she was letting out. When he discovered he could slid his hands under her tee shirt, the pressure in his sex became almost overwhelming. Her skin was burning under his cold hands, it was soft and firm, it was the most lust-inducing material he had ever touched. 



Elizabeth gasped when he slid his freezing hands up from her waist to her ribs but she didn’t even think of pushing them away. She was once again in his arms, her hands once again ravaging his hair, her body pressed and swaying against his. The hunger he had raised with their previous kiss came back tenfold. He was creating all the magic his sheer presence had led her to suspect since she had seen him. Whether it was witchcraft or not was not the question; she felt much too good to even think about that. Her brain – the one about to be forgotten - tried to tell her he was the dope she had been afraid of and that if she carried on she would be doomed to an addicted life but in vain. She had never felt so close to coming with so many clothes on… If only she could touch him, she was sure she would make it… But she was either kissing or dishevelling the only available parts of his body and she wanted more. Her groans increased, being now due to pleasure and frustration and she suddenly pulled back. 



“William…” She tried to catch her breath… “William…” 



The sound of her voice and the deprivation her withdrawal had created blew him out of his sexual trance. “Fuck! ” He took one step backward, looking as a mad man, and, almost unable to stand up, he went back to the car to lean on it, his elbows on the roof, his face in his hands. He was panting, his body screamed to take her back in his arms and to come to the logical end of what they had been doing. He barked, even more furiously, “Fuck! ” 



Elizabeth, still out of breath, watched him with surprise; she was really shocked by the intensity of what she had been feeling but she also wanted more. To Hell with all her principles! Having sex with that man would be the most un-forgettable event in her love life; she didn’t want to miss it. She tried to fathom why he would have gone so far from her… All she wanted was for him to remove his Burberry! 



When she had recovered enough to be able to speak, she tentatively called him. “William?” 



He didn’t look at her; he didn’t even lift his head from his hands. But his reply came, clear enough. “Elizabeth, I’m so sorry… You were right; I should have left you outside. The only guy about to rape you in this garage tonight was me!” 



Her astonishment knew no limit. Had he not understood that had she been able to, she would have raped him too? He was apologising? To her? “Why are you sorry, William? It’s not rape when both agree! I want you as much as you want me…” A fear was invading her thoughts; he was not going to back off, was he? 



He had not been really listening to her. He was appalled by his own behaviour. All he wanted to do – well, all his brain told him he wanted to do, while his instincts were shouting at him the exact opposite – was to apologise and leave her as soon as he could. Their paths would necessarily cross again, at Charlotte and Richard’s wedding for instance. As strong as was his desire for her, he couldn’t have a one-night-stand with her; and if he was not sure he wished for a relationship with her, he was convinced that she didn’t want one with him. His brain won, he left his hiding pose, turned towards her and stated, as matter-of-factly as he could. 



“Once again, we got carried away, Elizabeth; and truthfully, I’m not surprised. Ever since I spotted you on stage, in what I think is your second number, I’ve been bewitched by you.” He saw surprise in her eyes. “You’re the black-wigged one who has the solo with the three bars, aren’t you?” She nodded slowly, even more surprised. “This dance was torture for me, it was like a ghost was making love to me… something I couldn’t touch and which couldn’t touch me but which created all those feelings nonetheless. I hate to lose control and it was the first of many times tonight where you managed to do just that.” 



“But how do you know I’m Lili Bright?” she asked, bemused. 



“Lili Bright? It suits you… Rich had told us that the three of you had a solo number so it could be you and then we shook hands…” 



Understanding dawned on her. “Oh, so you’ve felt it too…” 



His eyes were blazing just with the memory. “Yes I did. Why do you think I couldn’t release your hand?” 



She smiled shamefully. “Well, I thought you were hitting on me…” 



He smiled back, but with a derisive smirk. “In a sense, I was…” 



Their eyes were locked, each remembering this event and the ones after, each wondering how this could end. Then he saw her shiver… And he remembered that it was very late, that it was cold and that he intended to apologise and leave. He carried on his interrupted speech. 



“Anyway, I think I now have a fair idea of your opinion on one-night-stands and… this… would have driven us right there. I owe you to protect yourself from the…” 



“Power you have on me? Attraction I feel for you?” she suggested coyly. 



 Why is she torturing me like that? Why does she expose herself so?  “Whatever… I owe you to protect yourself against it.” 



She was looking at him and he couldn’t fathom her thoughts. She was not pissed by his once again patronising words but he didn’t think she agreed with them either. Surely she couldn’t want to spend the night with him, after all? 



“And to be totally honest, I must tell you that casual sex is not my style either. Having sex in a hotel room is an idea I abhor. Oh, if the lady and I share the room for other purpose also, it’s different but…” he left his sentence unfinished, his meaning clear enough. 



Elizabeth was torn; William was behaving more gentlemanly than any man she had ever met, and yet, the only thing she wanted to do was tear his clothes apart and shag him mindlessly. 

She understood his reasons and found them quite smart but she didn’t want smart, she wanted hot. He was against one-night-stands? Well, she was absolutely sure that her desire for this man wouldn’t be satisfied in one night; he was in Paris at least until Friday, that was two more nights… Two more nights!  And Jane’s and her flat was not far away… She would be happy to take him there if his hotel room was not the right place! She thought about telling him her conclusions and then she thought better. As proper as he appeared to be at the moment, he would probably find another good reason and she would be left out alone in the cold. She was going to play it more smartly; she was going to trap him. 









She found her earnest tone and said: “I understand William; you’re probably right. But I cannot have you behave like a gentleman and not return the favour. It’s very late, it’s cold, it’s raining, let me drive you back to the hotel.” Seeing him shake his head, she went on. “I know it’s just a few meters away but it’s on my way anyway.” She saw him hesitate; she took her most begging voice. “Please, William.” 



He was staring at her, trying to shield the raging thoughts that were going through his head but not really achieving it. He looked at his watch, looked at her car and, smiling to her, he replied. “But I can’t fit into a Twingo!” 



She replied, managing to maintain her serious but opened demeanour. “It’s amazing how small things can sometimes welcome things that appear way too big to fit in them. Maybe you could try?” 



 Is she really meaning what I think she means or is my mind completely sex-driven?  He assessed her smile, warm and calm, and went for the second solution. “Okay, I’ll try.” He went around the car, opened the door and very successfully tried to sit on the passenger seat. 



Sitting in hers, she playfully said: “See, I told you! Close the door and buckle up!” 



She started the car, and drove the way up to the exit. She asked for her purse to get her badge and exited the garage, a mere 50 meters from the entrance of the George V, on the other side of the street. They had remained silent, he not knowing what else to add and searching a way to leave the car without any other physical contact, she planning her next move so that he wouldn’t leave her car until Rueil. 



She drove in the  contre-allée** and stopped her car. As he unbuckled his safety belt, she played her asset. “William, I haven’t told you all the truth. I know you were the one who made that distasteful statement because after hearing you, Charlotte made us go to the place where the audience is looked after, and we saw Charles and you; after the rose and meeting the two of you, it was obvious enough that it couldn’t be Charles, so…” She left a pause. 



William was devouring her words, with despondency over his stupidity and pleasure at staying with her a while longer. 



She went on in a lower voice. “You know what happened when I saw you from the  poste d’observation? My skin tingled and I shivered. I knew there was half a chance you were the prick but I felt a stirring in my loins nonetheless. You’ve had this power over me since even before I knew you, we’re tied in this.” 



She left another pause and her tone made his groin stir when she started again. “I made love to you during my solo; I was determined to make your night as un-peaceful as possible.” 



She had kept her eyes on the street in front of her during her whole speech. He had not been able to detach his from her lips, the very ones uttering this vocal foreplay. The pounding in his heart had returned; his breaths were heavy again. She turned her head to him; he raised his eyes to hers. He was unable to voice one thought. 



“And you know what? I’m still as determined; I’ve just changed my idea on what should prevent you from having a peaceful night. It’s not my memory to whom you’re going to make love to; it’s my body and mind. And it’s not in your hotel room we’re going to have mindless sex; it’s in my bedroom, in my flat.” 



Had he been able to move, he would have taken her then and there but he no longer knew if he was in a dream or if this was reality. He remembered Charles talking about that memory that would invade his dreams… was it that? Had he already come back to his room and fallen asleep? He was not even able to pinch himself to check… 



“As for your objection about one night affairs, I suggest that you settle in Rueil for the remaining of your trip. I suspect Charles will be delighted by the scheme and I think Jane will agree. That’s the only long-term relationship I can propose at the moment… A kind of ‘Try and buy’, if I can say so.” 



Even the mention of the very words he had used in his thoughts before for a prostitute and her client didn’t stir him. She left him a chance to voice his opinion. She was more than ready to argue and from the flame she could see in his eyes, she didn’t fear much opposition. The fact that he remained speechless and motionless led her to believe that she wouldn’t face any. His blaze was starting to ignite hers and she had to drive them to her bed before she would combust. She felt herself lean towards him but she shook her head and tried to clear her mind. 



“I won’t kiss you now, William, ‘cause if we start we won’t stop this time. Just buckle up, we’ve got a fifteen-minute drive before us.” 







She re-started the car and absentmindedly went up the Avenue George V up to the Champs Elysées. The wide avenue was almost free of cars and she reached and went around the Place de l’Etoile in no time. The rain still played its game of hide and seek and had stopped for the moment. It’s only when, on the Avenue de la Grande Armée, she indicated him the building where Charlotte and Richard lived that his thoughts went back to a minimum of consistency. He had no idea how she had managed to lead him to this state of obliviousness, but he felt gladder and gladder about it. He could now add to the reasons why she was so irresistible a light and enticing scent around her. 



“What perfume do you wear?” he said, boldly placing his now warm hand on her thigh. 



She chocked out a confused “Paris”. 



He felt a rush of satisfaction at seeing that she was not so immune to his presence as she appeared. When he started stroking her leg, she put her hand on his to stop him. “William, we won’t have that head-banging sex if I kill us both in a car accident.” When he stopped, she stated, teasingly: “Remember? I told Charlotte I’ll make you behave.” 





He laughed, almost astounded to be now able to have a civil and pleasurable conversation with her. She was an astonishing young lady, smart, beautiful, funny and devilishly sexy; he wondered why he had not been able to see that immediately, he who prided himself in his quick understanding and fair judgement. 



They were about to exit the  Tunnel de Neuilly when she told him: “Look, we’re going to go over the Seine with a wonderful view of La Défense by night. When the city is shining with just-fallen rain, it’s very beautiful.” 



Her words had just the opposite effect. He had been looking at the high buildings barely lit before they entered the tunnel, but, from her tone, he guessed that the light in her face would be much more enjoyable. Her enthusiasm made her eyes bright and he felt his breath catch. 

“Indeed, it is very beautiful.” 



She blushed, feeling his look upon her. She could only regret that he had not chosen to use his charm much earlier in the evening; it would have prevented them from fighting so bitterly. 

She had to concede though that she would probably have a much weaker understanding of the man and that she would probably not be believing the sincerity of his flirting. 



In the white light of the tunnel they were now in, he noticed that her cheeks had taken a slightly darker hue; from there, his eyes wandered over her lips which seemed to him still swollen; then his thoughts trailed from her lips to their kisses, from their kisses to the stirring they had provoked in his body, from the desire he felt for her to the fulfilment he now knew would exist soon. And then he shouted: “Shit! ” 



He startled her and fortunately the three-lanes boulevard to Rueil was currently empty as the car swerved. Realising the fright he had given her, he quickly apologised. “Sorry Elizabeth… I didn’t mean to startle you, but… I’m afraid you have to go back, we can’t… I mean I can’t…” 

He paused, trying to find a way to express his concern. 



“William… What is it? Why can’t we spend the night together?” She really worried about his new opposition. She had thought he had been completely convinced by now. 



He took a deep breath and replied. “I have no condoms and… from what I’ve understood of your and Jane’s characters, I suspect there is none at your flat neither. As much as I want you 

– and believe me, you’ve overpowered all my objections – I can’t have sex with you without protection.” 



She sighed heavily. Thank God it was only a condom problem! She felt moved by his believing that they had none in their apartment; and indeed he was right, as neither she nor Jane ever had sex on a first date, and when they felt the time was right, they bought some for the occasion. 



He wondered about the meaning of her sigh but as she wasn’t slowing down, he guessed that he had been wrong and that, indeed, they kept some in their flat – which was not such a dumb idea, after all. He was therefore surprised by her answer. 





“I fully agree with you, we have to find some condoms. But I don’t think going back is necessary… On the outside wall of almost every chemist’s shop in France, you can find some condom vending machines. And there happens to be three chemists’ very close to our building. Between yours and my change, I’m sure we’ll be able to get a box or two.” 



He started laughing. He didn’t know if it was out of relief, of amusement over her teacher tone or of sheer happiness to be in a car with a seemingly perfect woman; but he laughed. She felt his genuine deep baritone laughter in the marrow of her bones; and she laughed too. 



The five last minutes of their drive, she had indicated him that they were in Rueil and she spotted for him the milestones of her day-to-day life. They had left the  Nationale 13 and entered the core of the city centre. Soon, they circled around a stately church -  Eglise St Pierre St Paul where Joséphine de Beauharnais, Napoleon Bonaparte first spouse was buried, Elizabeth explained him – and she turned in a very narrow street. She slowed down, opened a gate with a remote and, with a cautious manoeuvre, she entered the car and parked it on the only spot remaining in the small paved backyard. 



“I understand now why you have a small car!” he playfully told her. 



She chuckled back and asked him, in a teasing tone. “So, you wish to see the chemists’?” 



“More than you can imagine, Elizabeth.” The gravity of his tone made her pause. He was not kidding when he said that casual sex was not his style! Here was a man who kept his earnestness even in his love life. His opening her door startled her. She had not even been aware that he had got out. She gathered her coat and purse, and taking the offered hand, she exited the car. While she was wrapping herself up, he looked at her building. It was an old one with adornment at the windows, old wooden doors and a frieze right under the roof; it was in a good condition and obviously held several apartments; it was a very nice building. 



She had walked a few steps forward and called him in a low voice. “Come on, William, it’s freezing. Let’s not linger.” 



He caught up to her and took her hand in his, entwining their fingers. The rush it created at her body surprised her, as it occurred several centimetres above its usual happening when he was touching her. It took place around her heart… 



She led him to the closest chemists’ and they embarrassingly laughed about the number of boxes they could buy. Once their shopping was done, they went back and climbed the three flights of steps to her top-floor flat. 







To William’s expectation, she immediately found her keys in her purse and unlocked the only door of the floor. The situation was slowly becoming awkward; both of them perfectly aware of what they were going to do but also completely unsure on how they would get there. She entered, switched the light on and tried to lighten the mood: “Welcome to my humble abode!” 





He smiled warmly at her and followed her in a small wooden-floored hall that opened in a spacious living room only separated from the kitchen by a bar; the colours of the wall were warm and there were a lot of plants spread over the room. “Thank you.” After a quick look around, he added. “Charlotte was right, you have a very nice flat! One feels right at home when entering it.” 



She was flattered by the sincerity in his voice. She knew he lived in a much bigger and much wealthier house; Richard had told them of his family situation, including William’s, and of their living conditions in England. That someone used to so much better could appreciate their comfortable-but-ordinary apartment made her proud. She removed her raincoat, her shoes and he followed her. While she was putting their clothes away, she said, still embarrassed. “I have to close the shutters, make yourself comfortable. Do you wish anything to drink?” 



“No thanks.” After finding – and using – the bathroom, he went back in the living room and started looking at the numerous pictures displayed on the walls. “Who took the pictures?” 



“Most of them are mine; well apart those on which I am, obviously. I’m the photographer; Jane loves to film.” She had finished and sat on a high stool by the bar, watching him look carefully at a picture. 



“It’s one of the rare picture where the seven of us are together.” 



He turned towards her with wide eyes. “Seven?” 



She laughed. “Yes, my parents, my four sisters and I. Jane is the eldest, I’m the second, and then come Mary, Kitty and Lydia.” 



“Wow! It’s very unusual…” 



She noticed with pleasure that his tone had not been despising on his last comment. She replied, wistfully. “Well, my mother wanted a son and my father didn’t mind… He stopped her though, when Lydia was born. But it’s nice to grow up in a big family; you learn to be independent for the details and to act as a team for what is important. Even if my youngest sisters are still quite wild, Jane and I always enjoy going back home.” She finished with a smile, “and we’re as glad to come back to the quietness of our Parisian life!” 



He went back to her. “I grew up as an only child; Georgie was born when I was 13 and already at the boarding school; we’ve never really had a brother-sister relationship. She’s the most precious thing that exists in my life, though, since our parents had that car accident.” His tone was tender yet distressed. He was standing in front of her, pain in his eyes, wondering why he was confiding those intimate thoughts to her, and feeling so much better because of it. 



She saw his past sufferings, the one she imagined – the brutal disappearance of his parents and the subsequent shattering responsibilities – the one she had heard him talk about – 

Georgie’s almost rape - and an overwhelming feeling of protectiveness settled upon her. As crazy as the consideration was, she didn’t want this man to suffer any more, and she felt ready to act upon it. Relieving his pain was the only thing she could do at the moment and she held her hands to him. He took them; she parted her knees to allow him to be as close to her as possible, pulled him to her and embraced him. He put his arms around her; she placed her cheek against his shoulder and they stayed still for a while, each feeling the heartbeat of the other. 



Then she pulled back slightly and, while she looked up at him, he bent his head towards her. 

Unlike all their kisses so far, this one was above all an expression of tenderness. He released her lips to taste her eyelids, her forehead, her nose, her chin; his hands cradled her head. Her eyes were close; her face reflected serenity; her hands were lightly roaming over his torso. 

She just enjoyed the heart-felt pleasure of being the object of his gentle ministrations. 



When his mouth came back to hers, she felt the already usual fire light in her loins and quickly spread in her whole body. The touch of her hands became heavier; her lips challenged his to become more daring. 



Being in her arms was a strange experience for William; he had not felt this peace for a very long time and yet the physical exhilaration she was able to create with her hands alone was tremendous. Feeling that her mood had switched to a naughtier one revived his burning desire in a second. While his mouth took up the challenge, his hands released her head and started a frantic dance over her back and her sides. She answered every thrust of his tongue with one of hers; his lips were bitten for every nibble of his teeth. When his hands slid under her tee shirt, once again voracious to touch her warm and soft skin, he felt her pull his polo out of his trousers and start stroking his abs then his slightly hairy chest. 



At last! Her eagerness at touching his bare torso was increased by the frustration she had felt in the garage. She had felt his breath catch when she had opened the way of his skin to her fingers, she heard him groan when she touched her. She relished in every moan she made him exhale and pulled his polo higher and higher to gain an easier access. He stopped their kiss to help her by taking it off entirely. But the sight she was now offered rendered her motionless for a second. Her first thought was that she was about to make love with the most handsome specimen she had ever seen. Her second thought made her recover her abilities immediately: she was able to touch and see, his skin was hers, to taste, to kiss, to nibble. 



When her tongue started to play with one of his nipples, he instinctively pulled her hips against him, his groin pressuring her body slightly above her sex. She swayed against him and what he had left of self-control vanished; his hands were feeling her firm ass moving, his shaft was feeling her body searching it through their clothes; he became wild. He pulled her head up to his and ravaged her mouth; her tee shirt, then her white cotton bra joined his garment on the floor. After that he showed her that his fingers and tongue also could play with her tits. He found out that her breasts fit perfectly his hands, and that her cries were the sexiest music he had ever heard. He tried to unbutton her fly once, twice and then he growled against her nipple: “Where is your bedroom?” 



She snapped her eyes opened and panted: “What? ” 



He lifted his head and stared right into her eyes. “Bed Room! ” 



Understanding dawned on her. “Oh! Second door to the left in the corridor.” 









He lifted her and carried her, his hands cupping her bum, his waist circled by her long legs, his neck surrounded by her arms, his tongue in her mouth. He stumbled into the room, fumbled for the switch with his elbow and sat heavily on the bed. Their mouths had only parted to allow her to giggle at the crookedness of his path and him to smile at her laugh. 



He lied down, keeping her in his arms and swiftly turned around, placing her by his side. He quickly achieved the unbuttoning that had so resisted him a few seconds ago and removed her jean and socks. He paused for a while, his eyes devouring her wonderful body he was able to see for himself. “O My God! You’re perfect, Elizabeth.” Unhappiness and resentment at not being the only one to see it tried to intrude in William’s brain but his lust was far too powerful to allow it. His eyes were blazing but his fingers started to brush lightly her skin, starting at her feet and climbing up her legs. Her giggles came back when he tickled her around the calf but were soon replaced by sighs as he neared her white cotton knickers. 



“Oh, William!” She was now on her back, her hands grasping the sides of her thighs – for lack of anything else to grasp. Too shy to utter the words, she raised her hips upwards to show him she wanted more than light touches. That proof of her eagerness hardened his shaft even further; he briefly left her to undress himself. She moaned and swapped her eyes from the ceiling to his body when his fingers left her. An admiring “Oh!” followed as she drank the sight of his hard bum, of his long muscled legs and last of his impressive erection. 



His mouth had not tasted her for too long and as he went back to her, his lips lingered on her still dressed pubis and on one nipple until they found her slightly opened mouth. While they re-acquainted one with the other, his hands followed the opposite path; one stayed to satisfy the tit that had been left alone by his lips; the other went on to the still untouched part of her. 



Her loins had been screaming for his touch for so long that when she felt his hand near her panties, she swiftly undressed herself. He plunged his laughing eyes in hers but she eagerly re-captured his mouth. He followed her lead and she soon let a heavy contented sigh out as his fingers, at last, started stroking her wet sex. Almost as soon as he insisted on her core, she convulsed violently, her fingers gripped on the sheets, her toes curled tightly. He had stopped kissing her and had moved downward to tease again one breast with his tongue. 

When she couldn’t do without some fresh air in her lungs, she squeezed his hand between her thighs and he let her breathe. 



She had placed her hands on his scalp while he stayed to place sweet kisses around her nipple; she lifted her head and placed a tender kiss on his hair; he looked up at her, a matching tenderness lightening his eyes and he watched her expression switch to blissful surprise as he entered her with two fingers. His eyes didn’t release hers while he led her to a new ecstasy. Her moans were both Heaven and Hell to his ears; he felt his self-control slowly slip away; he knew he had to stop the game soon. 



When he gratefully felt her release his hair, he went on one elbow to place one quick kiss on her swollen lips and left her to fetch the new bought condoms in his trousers. After putting one on, he placed himself above her, resting on his hands around her head, while she opened her legs for him. He tried to enter her slowly but the very feeling of her around him was enough to make him lose his mind. He thrust forcefully in her body, his throat letting out a groan; she welcomed him with a cry of her own. She tilted her hips to allow him deeper access and let him drive them to oblivion. He remained silent while her shouts were louder and louder. Her ultimate cry was almost immediately followed by his deep growl and she absentmindedly felt his body fell on her. 







The soft glow of the nightstand lamp gave to their entwined bodies a copper tone. After a while, he disengaged his body and lied down by her side. His eyes were closed, his breathing was still laboured; she gazed tenderly at him and placed a kiss on his ajar lips. He lazily opened his eyes and pulled her towards him, settling for the night. 



She tried to draw his attention. “William?” 



“Hmm, yes?” 



“I imagine you have to go to work tomorrow,” she quietly said. 



He replied, almost asleep. “Work?” Then the meaning of the word permeated his exhaustion; his eyes popped open. “Oh! Shit! I have to go back to the hotel,” his tone was despondent. 



She erased the wrinkles on his forehead with a kiss. “Remember what I told you in the car? 

That you would settle here. So don’t even think of going back there. Tomorrow morning, you’re gonna use this phone, ask for the concierge to have someone sent to your room and pack some clothes for tomorrow; then a courier will be ordered to deliver the bag here for you to be at your meeting in good time. See? You can sleep now!” 



His look was admiring and surprised. “And you thought about all this when?” 



She chuckled, slightly embarrassed. “I had prepared my answer before I ask you in the car. I wouldn’t let this come into my way…” 



He chuckled back. “What an anticipating woman! You didn’t need to worry, though; I was completely stunned by your speech. Not that I’m complaining!” he ended, placing a lingering kiss on her lips. 



“So tell me, when is your first appointment tomorrow?” she asked, turning to the clock. “Erh, today, I should say.” 



Snuggling against her, he lifted his head to catch a glimpse at the hour. He let it fall against the pillow, tiredness in his voice. “O My God, it’s 3:00 already! And our first meeting is at 9:30 

in La Défense.” He made a slight pause; his voice became less dejected. “I’m not sure living here will do good for my health.” 



Evaluating the time when he should call the hotel later in the morning, she hadn’t paid much attention to his last sentence. “I think we should wake up at 7:00. With a minimum efficiency, they should be able to deliver your clothes around 8:30 and you’ll be ready to go at 9:00. 

That’s perfect!” Satisfied of her own scheme, she set the alarm and came back to their conversation and his last words. She answered with a bump of her ass back in his low stomach. “William Dear, tonight, maybe we could skip the insults and the fight and go directly to the best part? That would move our schedule at least one hour forwards; what do you think?” 



He laughed and kissed the back of her hair. “I’ll think about it. Tell me, Great Organiser, what do I do with Charles? He’ll be waiting for me in the lobby at 8:45 and I won’t arrive…” 



“Easy enough!” she answered, switching the light off, “just leave a message for him when you call the concierge and tell him to meet you at your meeting place directly.” 



“That’s it! I’m hiring you, Elizabeth.” When he felt her body settle for the night, cuddled against his, he let a sigh out. “Such a pity it’s so late…” 



The teasing in her answer was smoothed by the sleepiness that was already invading her. 

“What do you think we’re going to do between 7:15 and 8:30?” 



He thought about her promise to make him have an un-peaceful night; he thought about the contentment he felt, holding her in his arms; he thought about their quarrels; he thought about their lovemaking; he thought about the amazing woman already asleep spooned against his chest; he thought about what they would do a few hours later and after her work. He only smiled and held her tighter one last time before slumber knocked him out. 







The classical music that started playing four hours later was answered by a loud groan. “O 

Shit!” 



Elizabeth’s eyes popped open at such an unexpected noise. Then, as her body became aware of the warm obstacle that prevented her to turn around, the surprise at her tiredness was replaced by a blissful understanding of what she had heard. “Do you always wake up so grumpily?” she asked happily. 



The question startled William out of his sleep. His eyes blinked twice and they registered a mass of brown curls just a few centimetres away; his nose breathed an unusual fragrance; he moved his fingers and they grasped the soft skin of a breast; he tried to move his other hand and found out he couldn’t feel his arm any longer; he became aware that his morning erection was resting against a firm butt. And then a smile flourished on his lips and he answered in a much softer tone: “I don’t know, nobody has ever been impertinent enough to ask me… 

Although if I recall correctly, my mother always brought me a cup of hot chocolate and waited for me to have it before talking to me. You should try that!” 



She giggled and turned swiftly in his arms. “Good morning William,” she told him against his lips. 



“Good morning Elizabeth,” he replied before taking the tantalising offer and ending the awakening of their bodies. 





When he released her, she gasped: “You should not do that again before calling the hotel or I’m afraid you’ll never make it on time.” 



“You’re afraid?” His only valid hand was discovering the curves of her side. 



She shivered. “If you carry on, I’m afraid I’ll do everything in my power to keep you not far from this bed ‘till I have to go to work!” The ragging way she took his mouth and pinched his nipples after that wary declaration and his instinctive reaction to it left him no doubt about the efficiency of her power. 



“As much as I’d like to experience that, I don’t think I can yield to temptation,” he replied, a heart-felt regret in his sigh, his hand travelling a little so that he could now brush his knuckles against the skin of her breast. 



It didn’t stir the usual ache in her loins: Elizabeth was thinking. Of course she understood his decision; a man with so much responsibility couldn’t be whimsical and blow off a probably carefully established schedule because he was having some good – earth shattering would have been more accurate for her, but she didn’t want to presume – sex with a woman he had met the evening before. And she had to admit that she felt completely out of balance by what she felt when she was with him; she wouldn’t give up another night with him for anything but coming back to her normal life for the day might help her to regain some kind of equilibrium. 

And she had so much to hear from Jane and so much to tell her – and Charlotte – that she was overall more pleased than disappointed by his choice. Decided that behaving – for the time being – was the smarter course of action, she kissed him lightly and stood up. After switching the light on and handing him the phone, she put on a huge grey robe and blew him a kiss before leaving the room. 



William’s eyes hadn’t left her face since she had given him that hungry kiss; at first, he hadn’t been able to discern much – as dim was the light in the room – then his vision had re-familiarised itself to the gorgeous sight she was. His body was more than aware that she was his embodied sex-dream but curiously what remained imprinted on his retina after she left were her smiling eyes. She was not a dream – and she hadn’t killed him after love, he chuckled to himself. And from their discussion since waking up, alcohol was not the reason why she had been so enticing the evening before. So many things had happened in so little time; he hadn’t had time to think about it. Being with Charles for the day, being his normal businessman self for the day may be what was best. The reason why he wouldn’t see her until very late that night made him cringe; the fact that he could voice no objection made him cringed harder. He wondered if he would be able to carry on this relationship if she didn’t quit and resolved to try to broach the subject in the few hours they would spend together until his return to England; that was not a happy thought but honesty – plain and blunt – was one basis of his character. 



He suddenly remembered he had a phone in his hand and he had to use it to call the hotel. 

After retrieving the George V number in his trousers, he managed to get the concierge and explain him his reason for calling. The latter’s long habit of dealing with strange customers’ 

whims made it easier for William; he had only to prove his identity - he thanked God for having taken his passport for his Crazy Horse evening – and, a few minutes later, he was directing a maid who was packing some clothes for the day. He had barely noticed the sounds of Elizabeth’s activities in the kitchen but her entrance with two tea mugs on a tray somewhat distracted him. He mouthed her a “Thank you” and went on describing the tie he wanted. 







She put the tray by the bed and, after removing the robe, she went back by his side. She tried her tea – too hot – and watched the man who had been able to unsettle her so much in the past twelve hours – hot, very, very hot, but not too hot! She placed her thigh on his, she felt him tense and he frowned a “no!” to her. She smiled sweetly at him and nodded vigorously, adding her hand on his chest and her mouth nibbling slightly his free ear. “Oh yes!” she added and went on discovering the taste of his neck. 



His cock hardened immediately and his orders became less fluent. She was now laying on top of him, having slipped her whole body on his; her tongue was tickling his Adam apple and he felt less and less at ease. Fortunately, he was now back with the concierge – who required less patience – and only had to give him the address where the small bag had to be sent. 



“Hold on a minute,” he said, placing his hand on the set. He gulped. “Elizabeth…” She had left his throat and was slowing making her way downward. 



“Yes?” she answered, pausing slightly in the discovery of one of his nipples. 



He gulped once more and tried to scold her. “Would you mind waiting for a few more minutes? I’m almost done, here…” He gulped once again, for her hungry mouth had restarted her travel. “And I need your address.” 



From above his navel, propped on her hands resting by his hips, she looked up at him and gave him the required information. Her eyes were so lusty that he lost his breath and only managed to croak the names of the street and town to the concierge. 



Her fingers were now making their way on the dark curls that started to spread under his navel. By the induced motion of his shaft, she witnessed once again the power she had on him and it made her even greedier. She observed that he didn’t listen when the directions were repeated, idly hoping that the man knew his job, and, when he had barely politely taken his leave, she took the phone and threw it on the floor. 



His growl when she took him in her mouth made her happy she had waited till the end of his phone call. His body was tensed and managed to straighten even more every time she released him to better take him back. His hands had at first tried to grab a piece of her – any piece – but in her too far away position, it was not to be; so he grabbed the sheet and held to it for dear life. 



She was wet just by his answer to her licks and kisses; her tits were already hard; she wanted now to feel his hands on her. After a last stroke, she let him go and went to sit by his side, her legs towards his chest. He immediately got her meaning and started playing with her nipples, making her moan. She had gone back to his groin and if her ministrations were less attentive; his pinching made her even more eager. Unconsciously her legs parted, one foot now resting by her knee. While her tongue was moving all along and around his dick, he moved his hands to the new offered place. She breathed an “Ah” when his fingers found her core and started stroking her. She tried to keep focused on his pleasure but the feeling was too overwhelming; she was afraid she would hurt him if she remained too close to his shaft. Hurting it was not what she wanted; using it, yes, thoroughly and to the satisfaction of both, but making it suffer, most certainly not! 



Feeling that she was done with him – for the while at least – and willing to pay her back, he pushed her so that she was on her back. He was now sitting by her hips and he bent to taste her; she let a guttural howl out when she felt his tongue and teeth play with her folds. She felt that he was sucking her out of her body; she couldn’t feel anything but the volcanic eruption that was boiling inside her. When his fingers entered her, she exploded and didn’t even hear her own cries. He stayed and kept on licking and stroking until her moans became almost desperate. He had managed to reach the endurance limit of her well-trained body; she needed to breathe, her abs needed to relax, her brain had to get some blood back. 



He sat up, looked at her still close-eyed flush face and he felt a wave of surprising pride wash over him. He had never had any complaint about his sexual abilities but to see her so utterly satisfied by him left him breathless. His lust for her hadn’t decreased – even by a tiny bit – but he was more than willing to wait; he felt he would be able to wait for ages if only he could hold her in his arms. When she opened her eyes and smiled gratefully right into his, his heart swelled and he drowned in them. He helped her to sit up as well and gathered her, still weak, in his arms. She tenderly kissed his shoulder and rested her head on it, placing tiny pecks on his throat. 



Her body eventually managed to move by itself and her hands were drawn back to his torso. 

The sigh he exhaled when her fingers touched him was a sweet music to her ears. He had given her so much; she wanted to do just the same. She left him to fetch a condom and put it on him. His groan became louder when she straddled him and eased herself on him. After the storm she had gone through, she relished in the feeling of closeness their position gave her. 

He was in her; his legs were under her buttocks; she closed her legs behind his and wrapped herself around him. When she lifted up her face to him, his eyes were burning; their mouths crashed one against the other and he pulled her fiercely against him, her breasts crushed against his pectorals. 



Thrusting was a tongue job at this moment, and both of them played the game. William’s hands had seized her bum but there was no movement of their hips; Elizabeth only clenched and unclenched around him, efficiently enough so that he felt he was coming closer to the edge. His moans answered hers while the classical music still played from the clock. He suddenly let himself fall on his side, taking her with him, and he then pushed her on her back. 

She hadn’t released his body, her legs still around his waist but he managed to enter her deeper. She put him in motion by tightening the grip she had with her legs; he first followed the rhythm she was proposing, then increased it. He once again felt ready for the final plunge but didn’t want to do it alone; he tried to read in her but her eyes were closed; when her cries pierced the morning, the surprise was so great he lost it and, his voice joining hers, he exploded, buried deep within her. 



“O My God!” he said, once his breathing had gone back to its normal pace. 



She giggled. “Well, now we’re intimate enough; you can call me Lizzy, you know!” 





He chuckled and bit her bottom lip as revenge. “Why, thank you Lizzy!” 



“No, thank you,” she replied, her tone dead serious now. “I’ve never… I mean… I knew it would be special but I had no idea!” 



He only nodded, his eyes reflecting her amazement at the astounding sex they had shared, and kissed her deeply. He stopped suddenly when he heard her stomach rumble. “Time for breakfast?” 



“Well, I guess so… Not that I’m used to wake up so early but then, I’m not used to so much exercise either,” she added with an impish smile. 



Smiling warmly to her, he stood up and looked around to find something to put on. Savouring the sight of his tall and firm body, she whistled softly while he put on his boxers and his polo. 

“Well, that will have to do for now,” he said. Seeing that she had not moved, he offered her his hand. “Miss Bennet, shall I take you to the kitchen?” 







He settled behind the bar while she was gathering the usual French breakfast items. The fact that, even wrapped in her too big robe and preparing the meal, she was able to thicken his blood frightened him slightly. He chose to focus on something else and, while sipping the new cup of tea she had made him, he started to talk to her about her life in France. 



Once everything was ready, she went to sit with him. Over the breakfast, she told him about her coming in France five years ago, after her A levels, because she wanted to further her studies in French literature, about her meeting Charlotte almost immediately in a dance class, about Charlotte introducing her in The Crazy Horse crew, about her dragging Jane over the Channel to work there, about their finding and buying this flat and settling here. 



“So you won’t move back to England?” 



“Oh, I don’t know… I’m happy with my life here; my job is fun and lets me work as much as I want on my  thèse. I like France; everyone is always grumpy but as soon as you smile, people become amiable; I love French food, the Saturday morning markets, the bakeries and all the foreign restaurants. French arrogance is not worse than the American one or ours; it is just not based on the same criteria and is reinforced by their ‘cultural exception’ as they call it. 

Hertfordshire is four hours away and with Internet, I can get whatever typically British I wish… 

So moving back to England is not something I plan to do in the short term. As for the long term… well, I’ll wait and see.” 



William knew it was the perfect moment to speak to her about her job; he had been able to almost forget the pale thigh that wasn’t hidden under the grey flannel and she was opening her thoughts to him. Yet something made him hesitate; those peaceful moments they now shared were soothing. He felt better than he had in ages, less tired, more serene, even though he had had a very short night. 





She didn’t let him choose. She had done eating and back in the kitchen, she started to put everything back. He forgot what he meant to say as he caught a glimpse of a rounded breast in the increasing opening of the robe. When she bent down to put the dishes in the washing machine placed under the bar, he openly stared at her. She looked up at him and found in his eyes the fire she had become used to reading as good news. When she stood up, she made no move to re-close the robe; she backed against the furniture behind her until her bum rested against the worktop and licked her lips. His eyes hadn’t left her body. They were burning her, creating a longing in her sex, making her skin tingle in anticipation of the pleasures before her. 



“Want some help?” William asked, his voice much lower than before; he had stood up and was making his way around the bar to the kitchen. He felt her eyes on the stretched fabric of his boxers and his cock throbbed. He went slowly to where she stood, prowling, and he saw her tense. Her teeth had replaced her tongue on her lips; her hands were tightly holding the worktop; her breath was shallow. He relished in the magnificent sight of her body now barely hidden by the opened garment. He closed the space between them and, placing his hands on hers, he bent and reached her mouth with his. 



She immediately opened her lips and let his tongue invade her. His approach had been tantalizing enough to make her wish another proficient part of his body entered her also. She disengaged her right hand and plunged it in her pocket to extract a small object; he paused. 



“What is it?” he panted. 



She showed him the condom and replied to him as out of breath as he was, “Our last one… 

Don’t spoil it!” 



He was glad she wasn’t in a foreplay mood either; he couldn’t understand how he could want her so much after so little time but there it was… and it seemed a reciprocated feeling. He removed her robe, cupped her buttocks and lifted her on the worktop; his boxers and polo followed her wrap on the floor and he put the condom on, “I won’t, Elizabeth, believe me, I won’t.” 



The powerful thrust he graced her with made her cry. She rested on her elbows, while he held her at the hips. When one of his hands left her to catch one breast, she shook her head. “Hold me tight, William,” she gasped, “I want it hard.” 



Her words unleashed the lust wave he had almost managed to control so far. His hips pounded in her body, harder and harder as her nails were imprinting deeper in his writs, deeper and deeper as her shouts were getting louder. His half-opened eyes watched her as she climaxed around him; he barely felt one last tightening of her fingers around his arms as he joined her in utter satisfied daze. 







“I suppose that’s what being in lust,” were her first flabbergasted words when she had recovered her ability to speak. 





“It can’t be more powerful!” was his as stunned reply. 



She sat up and framed his face; speaking against his mouth, she said shyly: “William, tell me you won’t sleep at the George V tonight…” 



“We made a deal in the car, remember? I’ll cancel my room and settle here until I leave – that is, if you agree…” He backed up slightly and waited for her reply with asking eyes. 



“I do! I have to check with Jane, though… I don’t live here alone, you know,” she replied slightly embarrassed. 



“Well, Charles is a very peaceful roommate; you could make a bargain…” he chuckled. 



She smiled. “That’s an idea! Can I call you today, once I’ve spoken with Jane?” 



He had started nibbling her swollen lips to give his agreement when he stopped abruptly. 

“Damn! I forgot to leave a message for Charles.” 



She giggled, “Well, you weren’t very focused at the end of your phone call! Scoot away, I’ll send an SMS to Jane.” 



He regretfully let her go. He stood stark naked in her kitchen, she reluctantly put her robe on. 



“Do you ever speak to one another on the phone?” 



She smiled. “Oh yes we do… But I don’t want to intrude, she might be… busy!” she added with a naughty smile. “William, I think you should start to move! Your things should be here shortly and I might not be able to behave much longer if you don’t disappear from my sight. 



He laughed, gave her a quick kiss and went to the bathroom. 



She sent a short ‘ W wants to talk to C, call me’ to Jane’s mobile. Thirty seconds later, her mobile rang. Obviously, Jane had not been too busy! Explaining to her sister all that had happened between William and her wasn’t easy and she far preferred to do that face-to-face. 

She went to the bathroom while Jane grudgingly agreed to wait until she came back to their flat. Elizabeth fled the awkward situation of having to speak with an astounded Charles by handing the phone to her new, incredibly hot and still totally nude lover. 



William also managed to avoid the explanations on the phone; he didn’t let Charles speak, only informing him that he was not at the hotel and that he would meet him in the hall of the place they had a meeting in at 9:25. 



“That’s okay with you Bing?” … “Well, it’s a long story… I’ll tell you later! See you!” He hung up and handed her back the phone, smiling. “Well, I suppose we’ll have some explanations to give today…” he told her, half-embarrassed. 



As she was about to reply, the intercom buzzed. “That must be the messenger; I’ll call a taxi for 9:00 too, okay?” 





He blew her a kiss as she left the room and started his usual morning routine, with very unusual thoughts in mind. 







When he emerged from the bathroom, fully dressed with the clothes the maid had packed, he looked for her and found her already half asleep in her bed. She smiled dreamily up at him. 

“Hello Handsome, you ready to go?” 



“Yep. I put my mobile number on the bar. It’s almost 9:00, I have to go down. I’ll see you tonight?” 



She held her arms towards him; he went to sit by her side and brushed his lips against hers. “I wish I could stay with you…” 



She smiled sweetly at him. “I’ll call you. I need my keys and I don’t have any spare to give you; shall you meet us at the end of the show?” 



His smiled turned sourer, “yes we will.” He gave her a last kiss and left her. Sleep was so overwhelming that she didn’t notice his turn of mood and barely heard the door close. She was startled out of her dreamed lovemaking with William by her sister’s brutal entrance in her room. 



 Author’s notes 

 * 1st of November, Catholic Holiday and Bank Holiday in France. 

 ** A ‘contre-al ée’ is a one-lane street often lounging the wide avenues in France. 









  









































Part II - The future 



 Charles & William 











Seeing from afar a tall fair man waiting in front of the main entrance of the Winterthur Tower, William hurried his steps. Charles spotted him exiting the shopping centre and came towards him. 



“Bing? Am I late?” 



A surprised Charles answered, “Not at all, Darce! You’re early, as usual!” 



William frowned. “But you were here before me…” 



Charles’ smile spread on his face. “Well, I have a fantastic story to tell – which is a good reason for arriving at our appointment on time – but I have an even more fantastic one to hear… So, counting on your proverbial punctuality, I arrived early so as not to have to wait till lunch to hear it!” 



William blushed. As long as he had stayed in his world with Elizabeth, he hadn’t had to really think about what he had been doing in the past nine hours and what he would do in the future. 

He hadn’t had time either to think how other people would see what had happened, and what he hoped would happen next. He had just enjoyed the present, more than he had ever had since his parents had passed away; and he had hoped that fate would be kind enough so that he might also enjoy the future. During his short taxi ride, he had daydreamed about Elizabeth as he had left her – almost asleep, most of her naked body curled under the quilt – and as he would see her later in the day – exiting from that damned Crazy Horse, but looking for him tonight. His friend’s enquiry reminded him that what had happened had been fantastic, as Charles had put it. It was extraordinary – in the full sense of the word; William had never done something so out of his usual behaviour. He was caught unprepared by the question – 

another proof that something was wrong in William Darcy’s mind – but didn’t think about ignoring it. Even still in her bed, the image of her in his eye, he had known that he needed to step back to understand the situation he was involved in. The answer Charles expected was exactly what he wanted to elaborate. 



In the past, during their studies and afterwards as business partners, they had often used this method to find what they were searching; William always asked the good questions and, listening to Charles’ ramblings, he usually found out the core of the solution. Charles was in charge of the creativity, William of the building around. The difference there was that Charles was asking the good question and William had to answer it. 



On the verge of starting, the latter tried to duck anyway. “You sure you don’t want to start?” 



Charles’ smile grew even wider. “Nope… I’m sure you don’t care two straws anyway about Jane and I, while I’m really interested to know about Elizabeth and you.” 



Heaving a deep sigh, William moved to enter the building. “Okay, but let’s do that inside.” 





Settling on some armchairs in the lobby, he waited until Charles was seated. “Well, to make a long story short, we thoroughly quarrelled then apologised while at the bar; then, as Charlotte was unwell, I walked Elizabeth back to her car; I prevented her from being hit by a car by grabbing her and once I was holding her… Well… Things got out of hand quite quickly…” 



Charles was expecting something like that; what he wanted to know was why his usually so retrained friend had changed so drastically from his usual behaviour. “Up to the point where you spent the night with her? I thought every dancer was a slut and that you weren’t interested at all! You used to be not so whimsical,” he ended in a chuckle. 



William winced, embarrassed. “I might have been somewhat narrow-minded on that one… It took me a harsh tongue-lashing from Elizabeth and a gentler one from Richard before I was able to understand it, though. She’s amazing you know… She had heard my nasty comment and had recognised me very soon after meeting us, and yet, she never cowered; she entered the battle head on! And she’s smart, funny and cares a lot for her loved ones.” His eyes showed his admiration for his newfound lover. “As for being easy, I’m now more than convinced that it’s not the case.” 



“So Jane told me!” 



“Ah… you talked about… us?” William dearly wanted to hear Jane’s opinion but would not ask. 



Charles saw the untold question in his friend’s eyes and teased him a little. “Actually, we talked about Elizabeth and you when you were probably still arguing!” 



William didn’t understand his friend’s meaning. “We’ve not argued since yesterday evening!” 



“That’s what I mean! I understood that Elizabeth was the dancer that had bewitched you before Jane and I…” he blushed, “before we reached my room; and that’s also then that Jane told me they had heard us – well you, actually – before the show started…” 



William remained silent for a moment, his head downcast. “I’m still bewitched you know… 

There’s some kind of magic around her… Even now, she’s not here and I can feel the spell!” 



Charles was nodding thoughtfully. “I know what you mean…” After a pause, he went on, more inquisitive: “So what’s next?” 



His friend’s head snapped up. “For Elizabeth and I?” 



“No, for Prince Charles and Camilla Parker-Bowles!” Charles was enjoying being, for once, the confident one. 



“On the short term, if Jane agrees, I won’t need my hotel room for the remaining of our trip…” 

William paused on seeing Charles’ smile becoming even broader. 



“It will be like old times! You and I roommates…” 





William chuckled. “Well, don’t get offended if I spend less time with you than then!” 



“I’m glad you see it that way too!” Charles’ laugh was so loud that he drew the attention of the passing people. 



After a while, William resumed his answer. “I’d also like to delay my return until Sunday but Mrs. Reynolds is not staying for the week-end and I don’t want to leave Georgie alone; at least I’ll delay it until Saturday morning, Elizabeth’s day off is Friday this week. After that… we haven’t talked about it… I don’t know if she’d like a cross-Channel relationship; I don’t know if I can deal with her job; I don’t know if I can stop thinking about her… I don’t know!” He shrugged. “I guess we’ll have to find answers to these questions.” 



Charles was nodding but those concerns didn’t seem to be his. 



“And what about you?” asked his friend. 



“There’re far fewer question marks for Jane and I!” Charles’ features expressed confident amazement. “Jane’s day off is tomorrow, we’ll go and buy an engagement ring then; I will definitely remain until Sunday evening; I will do my best to convince you that I should stay in Paris for the first months of the subsidiary here; Jane’s going to resign; we’ll get married in Hertfordshire around February and you’ll be my best-man; we’ll move back to London when it will work for both of us, probably in the spring.” 



William’s eyes were wide, “I beg your pardon?” 



Charles was nervously nibbling his lower lip. “Which part did you miss?” 



“The part where you have doubts, the part where you ask for my opinion, the part where you take your time and don’t rush in an unexpected future!” 



Charles’ tone was very serious when he replied. “I have no doubts; I’ve met my soul mate; why should I hesitate? She’s amazing too! She’s smart and funny and hot. I love her; she loves me. It’s as simple as that!” 



“Are you sure you’re not mistaking lust for love?” William was not condemning; he was jealous of his friend’s certainty but also didn’t want him to make a wrong decision. Charles’ 

steady voice convinced him more than his next words. 



“Oh, I’m certainly in lust; but there’s so much more… And as Jane has agreed to all this, it must be our destiny.” 



The pair remained silent for a moment. Then Charles looked at his watch and startling William, informed him that it was time to go. 



Once they had got their visitor badges, they entered the lift. Only then did the tall dark gentleman address his friend. “Well, Charles, I wish you every happiness. I’ll be delighted and honoured to stand up with you!” 





Charles thankfully smiled; he took the offered hand and shook it vigorously. Had they not been in such a public place, he would have engulfed his friend in a big bear hug. 





  

  



 Jane & Elizabeth 











“Oh, you’re sleeping?” 



Elizabeth’s eyes eventually focused on her sister. “I was sleeping,” she yawned. 



“Not enough sleep last night?” Jane’s lips tugged upwards; she sat on her sister’s bed. 



“Not by far… Not that I regret it, though!” she replied with a wicked smile. “But what about you?” 



A becoming blush invaded Jane’s face. She replied dreamily: “O, Lizzy, so much has happened!” She paused and seemed to collect her thoughts. “But we’ll talk about me later, you already know what matters. I don’t have the slightest idea how William Darcy, the connard, ended being with you this morning… You were here I suppose?” 



Her sister nodded but remained silent. 



“Lizzy, tell me! It’s not like you to sleep around and you abhor the man… I don’t understand! 

What happened?” 



Elizabeth drew a deep breath in. “I don’t abhor him… Not at all… I quite like him actually… 

And he’s so yummy!” 



“So you decided to help yourself to his yumminess? Especially since he already thought you were easy? And you went for a one-night-stand?” Jane was failing to understand her sister. 



The brown curls were moving from right to left. “No Jane… We’re at least together for the next two nights, and here, too; that is, if you agree…” 



“He’s that good?” Jane’s eyes were smiling. 



Elizabeth flushed forcefully. “Oh that, he is! But it’s not the only reason…” She giggled. 

“Actually, while you were somewhere else…” she sent her sister a meaningful look, “Char and I came to understand some of his behaviour.” She went on, telling William’s sister’s sad story. 



Jane’s eyes expressed her compassion. “It’s not wholly rational but who can be after such a trial!” 



“And when you add the kindness he shows for his sister’s friend, or the gentlemanliness that made him play hard to get – although I knew for sure he wanted it as badly as I did – it makes him a handsome prospect; one I had no wish to resist!” 



“And so you lured him here?” 





Without any shame, her sister replied affirmatively. “And I plan to keep him for a while!” 



“Are you that serious about him? Shall we make it a double wedding?” 



“What?” Elizabeth sat up in bed. 



“Lizzy, how many time did Mummy tell you not to say ‘what’ but ‘pardon’?” Jane faked the scolding. 



“Jane, stop it! You said the word ‘wedding’, did you not?” 



Jane nodded. 



“You are that serious?” 



Jane nodded anew. 



“You as in ‘you Jane’ or you as in ‘you Jane and he Charles’?” 



“As in ‘he and I’” Jane replied softly. 



“Maybe you should spill it all?” Elizabeth asked, no  maybe in her tone. 



Jane agreed and told her sister the plans Charles and she had made. Her happiness was so obvious that Lizzy never doubted the rightness of the scheme; Jane had, at last, found her way to bliss. She let her sister end her tale and then, in spite of her state of undress, she enfolded her in her arms. 



“Jane, I’m so happy for you. And Mummy will be ecstatic!” she teasingly said, trying to hide the powerful emotions coursing through her. 



Jane backed up a little and poured her eyes in her sister’s. “I could be even happier, Lizzy, if you consented to be my maid of honour.” 



“Of course, Jane. I will most happily stand up with you!” A single tear escaped her eye. 



“Thank you, Lizzy.” The sisters smiled to each other through their tears. 







“Lizzy, you managed to turn the table and have me talk while we were having a very interesting conversation about you and William…” 



The sisters were now having a tea in their living room. Elizabeth had showered and dressed; she felt better prepared to try and voice what she thought she had with Will and what she wanted to have. She took a sip, searching for the right words. 





“I believe you asked me about the seriousness of my relationship with William, didn’t you?” 

Jane nodded. “I don’t know how serious I am and I don’t know how serious he is either… 

What I know is that we’ve both agreed to enjoy these few days together and to draw conclusions afterwards. I don’t even know when he goes back to London… Having a long distance relationship means a lot of trust and a lot of affection; I’m not sure we’ll have got that far when he leaves.” She shrugged. 



“But so far, you seem quite taken with him.” 



“I am! But since making up after last night quarrel, we’ve avoided every dangerous topic. I have no intention to quit for the moment and I’m sure he’s quite averse to the idea of his girlfriend’s working as a hot dancer. I have no intention of moving back to the UK for the moment and I’m sure he can’t imagine living in such an unrefined country. We’ll have to deal with these questions if we want to enter the long-term relationship world; I’m not sure we’ll be able to…” 



Jane pondered her sister’s words. “But are you willing to compromise? Do you think it’s worth it?” 



To release some of the tension, Elizabeth replied: “Well, some of the things we did last night most certainly are!” 



Jane laughed softly. “So you’re in lust?” 



Lizzy’s dark eyes rounded in agreement. “I most certainly am. His sheer presence is enough to make me want him… I really dragged him here, you know! Just speaking about it makes me eager to see him.” 



Her sister’s angelic smile had even widened. “That’s a good beginning… If indeed he’s as amiable as you’ve painted him, it might work.” 



Elizabeth’s hand took her sister. “Thanks for your wisdom, Jane; what would I do without you?” After a slight pause, she added, “What will I do without you?” 



“You’ll have to find someone else, I guess; I could suggest some names…” Jane replied playfully. 



“I wonder if he’d be interested,” her sister said thoughtfully. 



“Qui vivra verra* as Char would say.” 





 Author’s note: 

 * “Who will live will see” or something like that ;-) 







  

  



 Elizabeth & Charlotte 











“Allo, Babeth? Salut, c’est Charlotte! ” 



“Salut, Char! How are you? Do you feel better?” 



“Oh yes, don’t worry… A good night sleep, a healthy breakfast in bed, a nap this afternoon and I feel all better.” 



“I’m worried, Char. It’s not the first time it happens. You know you should see a doctor; I wonder why Ricky hasn’t dragged you to one yet!” 



Charlotte laughed. “Oh, he tried… I’ll have a blood analysis soon, but I’m really not worried. I had so many things to do yesterday that I even skipped dinner… And you know I have a low blood pressure; I think that might have been too much.” 



“Char, you ought to take better care of yourself!” 



Her friend just laughed. “Ricky already takes very good care of me! He told me I was not to move one muscle today and that we’d order a pizza tonight.” 



“You’re so lucky to have found such an attentive boyfriend…” Elizabeth’s envious tone was genuine and very usual for Charlotte. 



“Speaking of boyfriend, has Jane reappeared?” 



“Oh yes she did! She’s at her dance studio right now so she can’t tell you all that’s happened, but it’s good!” 



“Good as in… good?” Elizabeth giggled at imagining Charlotte’s eyebrow raise and fall. 



“From what I understood, yes; but also good as in eternal love and wedding march!” 



“Non ! ” 



“Yes! ” 



“Wow! So it was True Love!” 



“It appears so! You should see her; she’s glowing… Anyway, I’ll see the two of them together tonight; Charles will stay at our flat until he goes back to London.” 



“Well, that seems logical… But how will you deal with having a male around?” 



Only silence answered her. “Babeth? T’es encore là ? ” 





“Oui, oui.  Sorry…” 



“What is it, Babeth? Are you jealous?” 



“Nope… I have no reason to be…” she replied, embarrassment thick in her voice. 



“Elizabeth Bennet,  Qu’est ce qui se passe ? ” 



“Well… Charles won’t be the only male around tonight…” 



“Quoi ? ” 



“Don’t say  quoi, say  comment.” Elizabeth replied playfully to hide her embarrassment. 



“That’s quite enough, Miss Bennet; you stop teasing and spill it all now or I…” 



“Or you what? Remember, Ricky forbade you to move a muscle!” 



Charlotte was now whining on the phone, “S’il te plait, Babeth… Who is he? Do I know him? 

When did you meet him? ” 



Elizabeth’s heart was pounding in her chest; she had managed to get away with it quite easily with Jane but her sister was a pure soul and very newly head-over-heels herself; but she knew explaining it to Charlotte, matter-of-fact Charlotte, no-nonsense Charlotte, would be another matter entirely. A straight-on approach was probably the best she could imagine. 



“You know him, I met him yesterday, his name is William Darcy.” 



There was a blank on the phone. Elizabeth asked tentatively: “Charlotte?” 



“Babeth, what will exactly be doing William at your flat tonight?” 



“Exactly, I cannot tell, we seem to be quite creative…” she replied, giggling. 



Charlotte was still too astounded to giggle back. “So, from the  poste d’observation, you had found him that attractive?” 



“O, he is the hottest man I’ve ever met but it’s not merely that… From the time we overheard the reason for his incivility and his apologising, he started showing his true character. And you know, Char, he’s as perfect as Richard’s always made him out to be.” Elizabeth went on, describing what had happened and how dreamy her night and morning had been. 



“So he’ll be living with you until he goes back, and then?” 



“What is it with you and Jane? You’re most happily settled so you want it for everyone around you?” she asked, vindictively. “I don’t know what’s going to happen; we’ve only spent one night together and managed to argue for half of it… I’m not impulsive, and I don’t think he is either. What I know is that I’ve had some magical moments with him and that, after a tough beginning, I’ve discovered a caring, intelligent and funny gentleman. A real gentleman, you know? I had to use all my skills to convince him to… That’s enough that I’m willing to try for something…” 



“Excuse-moi, Ma Biche, I didn’t want to upset you… But it’s so unlike you and you still have so much to entangle before you… I just don’t want you to break your heart over him. Even Ricky was upset about his cousin’s behaviour when we got home; I don’t know how trustworthy William is!” 



“It’s okay; I understand. I just want to take it one step at a time.” 



“And that’s probably the best way!” 



“Thanks, Char. So I’ll see you tomorrow?” 



“Yes, I’ll be at the dance studio at 11:00.” 



“Jane and I will be there too. Ciao!” 



“Salut Babeth ! ” 





  

  



 Charlotte & Richard 











“Hi Honey!” 



“Oh Mon Coeur, t’es déjà là ? ” 



“As you can see…” 



“Hey, I didn’t get my kiss… What are you doing in the kitchen?” 



“I’m putting our dinner in the fridge.” 



“You already bought the pizza and you put it in the fridge?” Charlotte’s tone was doubtful. 



“I had another idea… How was your day?” 



“Very quiet with a huge surprise!” 



“A surprise?” Richard was alarmed; she couldn’t have guessed what he had planned for her, could she? He went in the living room where Charlotte was shutting down the computer. “A good or a bad one?” he asked, turning the desk armchair around and bending to give her the asked-for good-evening kiss. 



A few moments later, he had made her stand up and was thoroughly enjoying the mouth of the most important lady of his life. When enfolded in his arms, she gasped for air, she asked: 

“What is it you asked?” 



“Never mind!” He let a trail of kisses down her throat. “You know what? I feel like taking a hot bath with you right now…” 



“Hmm…” 



“Is that a ‘yes’?” 



“Hmm, it is!” 







“Ricky! Qu’est ce que tu fais?  I thought it was a twofer!” Charlotte had lit the bathroom with some candles and lay relaxed in the hot foaming water. “I haven’t told you about the surprise… Believe me, you’re gonna like it!” 



After putting the  gratin de ravioles and the  filet mignon à la graine de moutarde he had bought at Flo to reheat slowly in the oven, Richard laid a  table de fête and popped open the champagne bottle. He quickly undressed himself and entered the bathroom, two full flutes in his hand. 



“Here I am, Honey… I’m sorry.” 



“Hey… what are we celebrating?” Charlotte’s face was rosy with the heat and her brown eyes shone with pleasure. Richard wondered idly how she could be so disappointed about them; he so easily drowned in them… 



“Your surprise, maybe?” He was sure now she had no idea about what was about to happen to her – indeed, how could she? He handed her the glasses and entered the tub behind her. 

They clanged their flutes and he enjoyed the feeling of the soft skin of her back against his front. “So tell me…” 



“Actually, there are two; a small surprise and a huge one. The small one is that, from what Babeth told me, Jane and Charles have already talked about marriage! Imagine this, they’ve met less than twenty-four hours ago! How silly is that?” 



“Well, I don’t know if it’s silly but it is very Bing-like. That guy works on instincts and it usually serves him well… You’re right, though, it’s very surprising on Jane’s side; then, Charles can be really convincing when he wishes.” 



“Well, Babeth wouldn’t tell me much more so I’ll have to wait until tomorrow to hear the full tale; and so will you!” Charlotte giggled as Richard’s fingers started tickling her side. “Stop it or you won’t hear the huge surprise.” 



He had started kissing the skin under her ear. “Is it really worth it? I had something else in mind, right now…” he said, his fingers now making their way to one of her small breasts under the foam. 



“Hmm… I must say that your ‘something else’ seems pretty interesting; but you’ll be really astonished by what Babeth said to me after her Jane’s news.” 



Something in his lover’s tone made him pause. As much as he liked Babeth and Jane, he wanted this night to be theirs; yet Charlotte wouldn’t insist so much if it wasn’t really good. 



“Okay, tell me!” 



She smiled, “You’re still having dinner with William tomorrow night?” 



He frowned. “I suppose, yes, why?” 



“You might talk to him about his new girlfriend, then!” She laughed inwardly; he felt her internal chuckles against his torso. 



“His new girlfriend? Babeth told you about Will’s new girlfriend?” 



“Hmm” Charlotte was enjoying herself. She knew Richard was grasping the truth but couldn’t really believe it. 





After a while, he went on. “So he misbehaved, after all? And she let him?” His tone was as astounded as she expected it to be. 



“She told me she did more than letting him; apparently he was determined to play the gentleman, but she didn’t allow him, she brought him back to Rueil!” 



“That’s our Babeth! She’s strong-minded and she usually gets what she wants,” he replied thoughtfully. “Well, that was unexpected! And is it supposed to go on?” 



“It seems to be still an open question. He and Charles are staying in Jane’s and Babeth’s flat until they go back to London. From what I understood, they haven’t talked about their future beyond this point. It could be an interesting topic of conversation for the two of you!” 



Richard was pondering about his cousin’s behaviour; her last words made him react. He playfully kissed the side of her lips and replied. “You little prying minx… If he wants to share, I’ll listen but I won’t ask, I warn you!” 



She pouted and turned her head so that he could only see her hair. He chuckled and renewed his tickling. “Hey… We guys don’t gossip like you Chicks! It’s nothing personal…” 



She giggled then let a sigh out as his hand left her ribs to brush her navel. She turned her head the other way round; she tilted it a little to allow her teeth to play with Richard’s ear then whispered. “Tell me, do you remember what was your ‘something else’?” 







From light, his hand’s touch became more insistent and she felt it slid downwards. He put his flute on the side of the tub and his now free hand dove into the foam to encounter the side of a breast. He gently brushed the soft skin, coming closer around her nipple. His other hand had started to play with the edge of her lips and she arched up along his body to allow him better access. 



She felt his cock hard against the small of her back and her wriggles made him harden further. She discarded her glass and placed her hands on his, either to drive him to a softer spot or only to participate in his caresses. If Richard complied with her wish to deepen them around her core, he refused to come faster to her tit, creating in her loins an even greater craving and in her throat louder moans. When at last he pinched the raspberry-coloured prominence, he felt her body stiffen and she exhaled a deep groan. Her eyes were closed; in the soft glow of the candles, his were drinking in the sight of her body following the dance his hands led, under the disappearing foam. 



Even after about half a year, Richard still couldn’t believe Charlotte was his; it was one of his reasons for wishing to marry her. Pleasuring her was another way of making it real and he relished in her cries and even in the bruises he sometimes caught. Utterly focused on his love’s enjoyment, he took his time and played as skilfully as he could with her lean form, while the splashes out of the tub were becoming more and more frequent. He felt an ever-growing urge in his shaft but he’d rather come in the now tepid water than shorten her satisfaction. 





Charlotte’s body was now frantically swaying under his ministrations; her groans were feral and her nails buried on the back of his hands. Her release came abruptly, a long uninterrupted cry preceding a flight of all her strength. 



He felt her grasp on his hands vanish; her body became limp on his, her breathing slowly returning to its normal pace. He kissed tenderly on her temple and whispered in her ear: “I love you, Charlotte.” 



Charlotte slowly opened her eyes; the wetness he saw in them belied the unreservedly satisfied smile on her lips. “Je t’aime, Richard. ” 



He tried to reach one tear that had popped out of the corner of her eye with his tongue but, due to his position, he didn’t manage to do it and only reached her cheek. She giggled and tried to turn in his embrace, feeling his cock throb with her movement. Even more water came out of the tub and he faked discontent. 



“Charlotte, there will soon be more water on the floor than in the tub! Behave, please.” 



She sat up, faced him and impishly replied: “I’m no good at holding my breath; the less water, the better!” 



Smiling, he stood up and held her his hand. “The water is cold anyway…” 



She took it and standing up, she made a small pause to lick his shaft from base to tip. Richard only let out a heavy sigh and enfolded her in a strong embrace, pressing her flat stomach against the erected part of his while her small pear-shaped breasts crashed against his well-drawn chest. He kissed her hard and she opened her mouth to allow his tongue to thrust into her body the same way his sex would soon. She had freed her hand and was stroking his firm buttocks; a shiver ran though his spine. 



“Are you cold,  Mon coeur?” Charlotte panted. 



He chuckled. “No, My love. But I think we should rinse ourselves and get out of here anyway!” 



This practical part of the bath was efficiently and quickly done and, her bathrobe already on, Charlotte opened a huge towel to welcome Richard out of the tub. She started to dry him like she used to do to her youngest brother when he had been in the cold Lake Annecy for too long, tip-toeing to stroke his shoulders, then going down with powerful movements on his arms, back and front. When she reached his still hard cock, her stokes became gentle and precise; and although his soft skin was devoid of any humidity soon enough, she carried on. 

He shrugged out of the towel and she let it fall at their feet, her hands not leaving the place they had been busy around. She leaned up towards him when he cupped her face to draw her closer and their mouths resumed their favourite activity. His kisses were mixed with contented yet hungry sighs; hers were as searching as her fingers were. 



When she left his mouth to travel downwards, his fingers lost themselves in her short trim auburn hair. She didn’t stop until, kneeling, she had reached his throbbing sex. As soon as her tongue carried on what she had barely started earlier, she felt his grip tightened and heard him groan. She complied to his mild hand-given order to play harder with him and took him fully in her mouth, one hand still on his buttock, the other playing with his hairs and his balls. With every kiss, lick or nibble, his groans became louder until she felt her head pulled away from him. 



Richard fell on his knees and his tongue took the place his shaft had been in a few seconds ago; his kisses seemed almost desperate, as if he was afraid he would never be able to give back all the pleasure she’d given him. His hands had left her hair and roamed all over her body, insisting on the places that made her stiffen or sigh. He felt an utter frustration when he failed to reach for her core although her moans had showed him his intentions had been welcome; he broke their kiss to make them lie on the bath rug. When his fingers went to find the place that had eluded them, she anxiously panted: “Non, je veux ta bite. ”** 



He didn’t notice her use of French, long ago used to her habit to switch back to her mother tongue when her emotions were too heightened, and instead obliged her by placing his legs between hers and thrusting powerfully in her opened body. He answered her groan by retreating to the edge of her core and thrusting anew; and he replayed this sequence as long as he could. 



Her cries became louder although she tried to restrain herself by biting her lips; his eyes were devouring her given-up-to-passion face. She felt his rhythm suddenly break and quicken significantly; she opened her legs even wider and tilted her hips up, thus enjoying even more the already burning fire. Afterwards, she just felt, unable to understand, to wish or to think; she felt her core tighten around his climax; and she let the wave crash deep inside of her. 







“Now, Love, you must close your eyes and swear to keep them closed.” 



After coming back to Earth, Richard had led Charlotte to their bedroom where he had quickly put on his PJs and asked her to dress for the night and then to wait for him. When he had come back, she had been seated on the bed, looking happily yet expectantly at him. She stood up. 



“What’s this mystery about? It’s not my birthday… I was tired yesterday but, believe me, you’ve already more than cheered me up!” she said with a teasing smile. 



“Are you going to obey me or not?” 



“Obey me?   Mon coeur,  we’re in 2002!” she replied, closing her eyes nonetheless. 



“That’s my girl!” answered Richard, placing his arm around her waist and taking her hand in his. 



She felt him lead her to the living room. Deprived of one of her senses, her others became more accurate. She easily heard her favourite Dusty Springfield CD playing; she smell an enticing odour of fine cuisine; behind her closed eyelids, she saw that the light was soft. 

Richard had obviously gone beyond everything he had already done – not that she could complain in that regard. Something in the air seemed different, more serious and more solemn than usual. She was not used to this silent Ricky and somehow it added to the formality of the moment. Her heartbeat quickened and deepened; she felt her throat tighten and gulped consciously, her eyes still tightly closed. They stopped; his hands released her; he moved around her; she heard him gulp as uneasily as she had a minute before. 



“Open your eyes Charlotte.” 



She took a deep breath, slowly did as bidden and blinked thrice. She saw but didn’t notice that the soft glow was due to two candles placed on the handsomely set-for-two table. What she did notice was Richard on one knee in front of her, a small jewel box opened in his hand and a solitaire awaiting in it. 



Charlotte took several ragged breaths; her heart was pounding in her ribs and her knees became weak. 



Richard’s gaze was earnest and loving; his emotion, visible by the heavy ebb and flow of his chest, didn’t pierce in his voice when he steadily said: “Charlotte, I love you; I’ll always love you; I want the world to know that I’m yours, forever. Charlotte, will you marry me?” 



She had let one single tear fall after his proving his love for her with his body; his proving it with the gift of his future incited her to shed much more. Before she broke down, she made him stand up and leaned up against him. Her eyes in his, she replied against his mouth. 



“Oui je veux t’épouser. Je t’aime tellement, Richard! ” 



While her tears started to pour and before they sealed their agreement with a deeply loving kiss, he pulled back quickly to slide the ring on her left ring finger. She watched him and her heart-felt happiness shone through her smile. Then he cupped her face, his thumbs dried the paths the sobs had followed on her cheeks and his lips sought hers to share physically the bliss their hearts already knew. 



 Author’s notes 

 ** “No, I want your dick.” 





  

  



 William & Richard 











“So, are you satisfied with your stay, so far?” 



“Very!” 



William waited for the waiter to take the order of their pre-dinner beers before elaborating his reply to his cousin. They were settled in  Le café latéral a fashionable  brasserie close by the Arc de Triomphe, for their scheduled dinner. William challenged Richard for any comment when he asked for a  Seize, the latter merely raising an eyebrow. The fair gentleman was wondering once again about what he ought to reveal he knew. He had just spoken to Charlotte briefly on the phone during the day and she had told him that, first, she had informed Jane and Babeth about their engagement, and second, Charles had spent his first night in Rueil and William his second. But, if women’s gossip was necessary – or how could men be aware of what had to be known? – it was also unmanly. He resolved on waiting to see how the evening would go on. 



“Yes, very satisfied. We’ve found the offices, a good part of the staff is already hired, furniture and supplies are ordered… and it’s only Thursday! Nope, I’m very satisfied!” 



“Well, that’s good news. Maybe you’ll be able to go back to London earlier tomorrow?” 



William looked up at his cousin. He thought he could see a hint of mischief in his eyes and decided to take the bait. He was almost certain Richard knew about his relationship with Elizabeth; Charlotte had not been working the night before but that kind of news travelled fast. 

Hell, even he knew about Rich’s engagement! And truth be told, he was interested in hearing his cousin’s opinion on the matter, and, maybe, getting some advice. What had been a jest two nights before – how he would handle his girlfriend being a dancer in the Crazy Horse – 

was now an existing situation that had to be dealt with. He nevertheless decided to play the game for a while. 



“Actually, I won’t. I have a dinner engagement tomorrow night.” 



Richard smiled openly. “You do?” he asked, his eyebrow back in its upward position. “Another male-bonding session with Bing?” 



William laughed. “Bing? The one and only Charles Bingley who’s been choosing an engagement ring with his new fiancée this very afternoon? The one who’s somewhere, with his new fiancée in a fancy restaurant you told him about, celebrating their engagement?” 



“And you should try it, too!  Yves Quintard*3 is a very good address!” Richard chuckled back. 



“Anyway. No, I don’t have a date with Bing. And as you know exactly who I’m having dinner with, I really don’t see why you’re asking.” William’s face showed no anger at being laughed at; Richard had always been the best at that game and he was long used to it. 





“Oh, you mean that I happen to know that tomorrow’s Babeth’s day off? And that she has spoken with Charlotte about your…  interactions… since Tuesday night?” 



“Said Charlotte, who, being your official fiancée since yesterday evening, is entitled to tell you all?” William raised his mug with a wide playful smile of his own. 



Richard acknowledged his cousin’s point with a bob of his head and clinked his glass against the proffered one. 



“To your everlasting happiness, Rich!” 



“Thanks Will. I’m sure you’ll find someone who will make you take the plunge.” Witnessing a wondering look in his cousin’s eyes, he carried on. “And maybe you already have.” 







After the waiter left, Richard wondered if his cousin would welcome a resumption of the conversation that had been cut by the untimely arrival of the  garçon and his menus; he didn’t do it for long. 



“I fear I won’t have time to get to know if she’s the one,” William said, slightly dejected. 



“So it is a Parisian adventure, nothing more?” Richard’s surprise was not faked; was it his cousin’s wish? It was quite unlikely from what he knew of him, but then, people change. Or Babeth’s? But then, that would appear totally out of character for her too. 



“We haven’t talked about this, yet… It’s not that we’ve been talking a lot, anyway!” This was completely false for the time they had spent together before Rueil, and not totally true since then; but William was too unsure of her to be fair. 



Richard smiled knowingly. 



“But one of my objectives for tomorrow evening is to speak about that. She seems so keen on living in France, and I can’t… I guess we could have an over-the-Channel relationship but it’s not easy to build something on such ground.” 



“You realise that you mean you want to build something with her, do you?” 



“Of course, I do! Who do you think I am? A hungry tourist chasing the locals to satisfy his carnal appetites? I’ve never been and never will!” His tone had heightened; Richard tried to alleviate the tension. 



“And it wouldn’t have been smart of you to have a fling with the chosen maid of honour of my future wife!” 



William smiled constrictively. “No it wouldn’t!” 





“You know Will, if you told her about those feelings of yours, she might be interested!” 



“Rich, you’ve known me all your life and you missed 3 months of mine; you know me. How could I speak to her in one dinner when we have a three-day relationship behind us? If only I had a few more days… We haven’t really lived together, I had to wake up early and she was working in the evenings…” His scornful sigh proved to Richard that his cousin’s opinion on her job had not changed a bit. 



“Why don’t you stay for the week-end? You can go back Sunday evening; that would allow you to spend some time with her, wouldn’t it?” 



William’s new sigh was much deeper than the previous. “I can’t… Mrs. Reynolds is not staying for the week-end and Georgie is still too fragile to be alone in the house.” After a while, he added: “I had thought about that, but it’s no use.” 



Richard frowned and remained silent. Then his face showed he had had an idea. “Will, do you trust me?” 



“Of course I do; what a question, Rich!” 



“Then, may I use my phone for a few minutes?” 



His companion nodded, clearly dumbfounded by his cousin’s attitude; understanding started to dawn on William, when, after dialling a number, Richard said: “Hello, Mother! How are you?” … “Fine, thanks. And Charlotte is fine too.” … “Well, two things actually. First, I’d like to know if you’d be willing to visit Annecy in June.” 



William shook his head, unbelieving of the method chosen by his cousin to announce his future wedding to his mother. 



“In fact, it would not be for tourism only… You see, I’d be really happy if you’d lead me along the central aisle of Cathedral St Pierre; that’s the custom in French weddings.” 



Richard laughed suddenly. “No, Mother, every guest doesn’t have to do it, just the groom.” 



Richard paused, his brows knitting while he seemed to wait. Then he carried on, hesitantly. 

“Mother?” … “Mother, are you sniffing?” On hearing her answer, he smiled tenderly. “Of course, you’re allowed to shed one tear or two; but please do it out of Father’s sight or I’ll hear about it!” 



He let her pour out her happiness and her discontent at not knowing the future bride, replying that they had planned a trip to Derbyshire two weeks hence. William felt that the conversation had shifted when Richard replied. 



“No, the second is not so overwhelming and I hope quite pleasing to you too. Actually, Will and I bumped into each other earlier this week!” … “Yes, William Darcy, your nephew…” He laughed and replied: “Well, I’ll let you tell this to him yourself, he’s right here with me!” 



His companion nodded a faked unwillingness to comply with this order. 





“Well, the pleasing part is that I have a favour to ask you; we’ve both been working and we hadn’t had much time to catch up with each other and I suggested that he stay for the weekend.” … “Yes, Mother, quite smart of me, isn’t it?” … “Anyway, Will told me he can’t as Georgie would be left alone; and that’s where I thought you might help. I think it’s high time you have a pre-Christmas shopping party and Georgie may be happy to join you; you could stay at Will’s and Will could stay in Paris! So what do you think?” 



Richard’s nods proved that the scheme seemed agreeable to his mother. After saying that his cousin wished to say her a word or two, he sent his kisses, promised to deliver hers to Charlotte and handed the phone to his companion. 



“Hello Aunt Kathleen, I heard you’re well.” 



With a smile, he replied to her answer. “Well, that’s good news! Once the shock is over, I’m sure you’ll be even better than before.” 



His smile broadened on hearing what appeared to be a very long question. 



“Yes, I’ve met her; she is charming and they are wonderful together.” … “Oh, yes, her English is astounding, you won’t have to freshen your French up; I sure didn’t have to!” 



He settled back in his chair while the waiter was placing his  salade de chèvre chaud in front of him. 



“Of course I wouldn’t mind but I have to check with Georgiana first. I’ll call her right away and she’ll call you back, okay?” … “Thanks so much, Aunt, you do me a great favour.” 



Richard held his wine glass above the centre of the table. 



“Oh I will; and I’ll tell you everything about Charlotte.” Seeing his cousin shaking his head with a threatening glint in his eyes, he added. “Well, everything I’m allowed to anyway!” 



He ended the phone call and tossed his glass against Richard’s. “Thanks, Rich. I owe you!” 



“And you’re not finished, believe me… If you spill on me, I’ll have much to retaliate!” Richard’s smile was contagious and William only drank his glass in answer. 







“Will,” Richard had finished his  entrecôte maître d’hotel - which he had ordered rare, to William’s obvious disgust – and had waited for his cousin to finish his  sôle meunière, before asking the question that had lingered in his mind since the beginning of the meal. “I’m assuming that if you think about a lasting relationship with Babeth, you’ve found a way to deal with her work; am I right?” 



William drained the remaining of his glass. He took a deep breath and replied: “I have an answer to that issue; Elizabeth’s agreement on it is yet doubtful.” 





Richard leaned over the table. “You can’t ask anything of the kind to her. She’s been your lover for two days; it’s hardly enough for asking her to change her nail paint colour, let alone request her to leave her job!” 



William settled back in his chair and smiled derisively, “I know, that’s why I’m doubtful on her agreement.” 



“So you have no solution?” 



William quitted the faked uncaring posture and leaned earnestly towards his cousin. “I can’t bear the thought of her exposing her body every night… I feel like it’s mine, I should be the only one to see it!” 



Richard noted the possessiveness in Will’s words, convinced that his cousin didn’t. He didn’t know how to help; the same question had plagued him for several months before he had made up his mind to wait until she decided to quit. Somehow he knew telling this to William wouldn’t bring any relief. He waited until his still-deep-in-thoughts cousin went on. 



“She confessed that she had made love to me during her solo, what if she were to do that again? What if another man was as convincing as Bing and managed to meet her? I couldn’t stand it!” 



“But Will, it never happens… I mean, the waiters aren’t allowed to deliver that kind of message; Bing was extremely lucky to manage to convince one. And as for Babeth to ‘make love’ with anyone, believe me, it’s the first time I’ve heard that about her! The question here is more a question of trust than any other. Whatever her job could be, she would meet other men; you’ve got no reason to think she’s a cheater – and neither have I.” 



“Yes but she wouldn’t meet them being almost completely naked.” William saw sense in Richard’s words but the matter was so touchy that he needed more than that to be convinced. 



“Will, be honest. The dancers don’t meet anyone while naked. And once they’re dressed and have taken off their wigs and make-up, they’re almost un-recognisable. I’m sure you didn’t know Babeth was Lili Bright until she told you.” 



This was not strictly true but very close to the truth anyway. Even Bing had confessed that the rose had told him Jane was his Angel. He only hmmed in reply. 



“I don’t have any solution to your dilemma; only you and her will be able to address it, if you’re both willing to compromise. If both of you want to try and build something together – and I can see you do – you’ll find your answer. Please just keep in mind she’s not a slut and she deserves your confidence. You know, her job is not the only obstacle before you. I’m sure she won’t agree to leave France, she still has some work to do on her  thèse and she’s now almost as Frenchy as Charlotte. If you are so set against moving here, it will also be a big issue.” 



“Actually, I may have an answer for that… With our new subsidiary here, I may be able to work more from Paris in a few months… But why should I compromise on everything?” 





“Nobody’s asked you to do this, so far; only Babeth could! You really have to talk to her.” 



William took a heavy breath and a small smile lightened his so far quite brooding features. “I will, Father!” 



“Well, you won’t listen to my mother; someone has to knock some sense in your foggy head, no?” Richard smiled back. 



“Will I ever manage to repay you for your wisdom?” William asked playfully. 



Richard’s dubious expression was soon followed by an even broader smile. 



“Seriously, Rich; thanks.” 



“You’ll thank me once it’s worked.” 



 Author’s note 

 *3 Yves Quintard, 99 rue Blomet, Paris – a very small but very cosy and with great food restaurant. 





  

  



 William & Georgiana 











William paid the taxi and absentmindedly opened the door. He had been reliving his dealings with Elizabeth since the train had left the Gare du Nord, and was barely finishing their parting scene when the taxi had slowed down in Holland Park Avenue. 



 ”Thank you for taking me to the station.” 

  

“Well, Jane was coming so I couldn’t leave you all alone!” The playfulness in her tone had not been reflected in her eyes. 

  

“That’s very kind of you!” He had tightened the hold his arm had over her shoulder. 

  

“I may have had some more selfish reasons, also.” She had leaned up to him to allow her lips to graze his. 

  

 He had then stopped their walk on the platform and, letting his suitcase fall, he had taken her in a forceful embrace. After kissing her hard and somewhat desperately, he had whispered against her mouth, “you may have those as often as you want.” 

  

 He had felt her bit her lower lip and shared her unease; unfortunately, they wouldn’t be able to kiss for a few weeks.  



He then remembered proudly her utter astonishment when he had addressed her afterwards. 



 “Lili,” he had said, and her head had jerked up at him calling her with her Crazy Horse name. 

 They had come to a truce of some sort on this topic; he had stopped cringing every time she had mentioned her job, and she had stopped professing she would never quit it. 

  

“Will?” she had been looking at him with thousands of questions in her eyes. 

  

“I like ‘Lili’, nobody calls you like that; well, nobody you really know, anyway. It’s playful and light, like you… Do you mind?” The tenderness in his tone had seemed to amaze her even more, probably because his words were related somehow to the Crazy. 

  

 Drawing his head to hers, she had whispered, “I don’t. It will be ours,” and he had matched her sadness in an urgent kiss.  



He realised he was standing in the drizzle, facing his front door and resolved on entering. He was about to turn the key in the lock when the door opened, his sister holding the handle. 



“Georgie, I’d thought you’d be fast asleep!” he said, bending towards her to place a peck on her cheek. 





“Will, I’m not exactly a toddler any more. Ten pm is not so late, although Aunt Kathleen has retired long ago. And even if she could wait until tomorrow to hear everything about your trip, I couldn’t!” 



Her brother smiled at her enthusiasm; she may not be a toddler but she was still a full of life teenage, and that was a cheering sight. “Okay, but let me get my coat off first.” 







“Thanks for the tea, Georgie.” 



“You’re welcome. Now spill it all!” Georgiana’s energy bubbled out of her. 



He settled comfortably in his armchair; in front of the fire his sister had built and maintained. 

“Spill? Spill what?” 



“Paris, Richard, Charlotte, what you did, what you saw… everything!” 



Will chuckled. “Well, Paris was rainy; Bing and I have found the place of our future French office; I met Richard by chance and was introduced to his new fiancée.” 



“And how is Charlotte?” William tried to answer all his sister’s questions, only keeping for himself the name of the place she worked for. 



“And what did you do this week-end? You had time to visit something, where did you go?” 



“I tasted Richard’s cooking on Saturday night… Quite good actually, this French fiancée of his has had some good influence on him!” 



“And where did you go? Did you go to the Musée d’Orsay? Have you been able to get a ticket for the Picasso and Matisse show at the Grand Palais?” 



“Nope, no museum… You know I only enter one when you drag me in!” he replied teasingly. 

“Actually, I haven’t been in Paris much; two of Charlotte’s friends live in a small town nearby where Napoleon Bonaparte’s first wife lived; we spent some time touring the city.” He tried to keep an open mien but felt his ears redden; touring the city had not been his sole occupation in Rueil – and he really couldn’t tell his sister what other things he had done there. 



Georgie was intrigued by this reply. Why would her brother be interested in the Napoleonic History of a small town of the Parisian suburb? She tried a detached tone. “And what did you and Rich think of it?” 



Will’s attention seemed focused on his cup of tea. “Actually, Rich was not with us; I was with Bing.” 



His sister gave up on faked indifference. “You and Charles toured a small city by yourselves?  William Darcy, stop thinking I’m stupid! I want precise answers to the following questions. Who are those friends? How well do you know them? What are their names? I want to know everything.” 



William stared long at her sister. She was not kidding; she really wanted him to tell her everything about Jane and Elizabeth, although she had to know his love life was involved. 



She asked warily, “What? Wouldn’t you want me to do the same? Wouldn’t you feel betrayed if I were trying to fool you with some flimsy excuse?” Although her readiness to fight was evident enough, he didn’t want to yield – not yet anyway. 



“There’s a difference, Honey; I’m your guardian and you’re underage.” 



He saw her sister stiffen, then she exhaled slowly and locked her eyes in his. Her tone was poised when she answered: “You’re right, it’s a difference. But I’m sure your concern would come out of love more than of sense of responsibility and I do love you, as much as you love me.” 



He gulped. When had his little sister become such a wise young lady? She was seventeen; she wasn’t supposed to be so smart and so eloquent! He got up and went to sit by her side on the sofa; he placed his arm on her shoulder and kissed her temple. 



“You’re right, Georgie; I love you and I trust you. Charles and I met Jane and Elizabeth when we met Charlotte. They’re… co-workers…For Jane and Charles, it was love at first sight; they’re already engaged.” He stated, matter-of-factly. 



“Engaged?  What is it with those French girls that Englishmen can’t resist them? Engaged? I can’t believe it!” 



“Well, we are talking about Charles Bingley, …” he replied in a smile. “And Jane and Elizabeth aren’t French, they’re English.” 



“Both of them?” 



“They’re sisters; Jane and Elizabeth Bennet from Hertfordshire.” 



After a pause, as his brother seemed unwilling to carry on, she resumed their conversation. 

“So Charles was with Jane and so you were paired up with Elizabeth.” 



She felt him nod against the side of her hair. “And did you like it?” 



Again the same light movement; still no words. 



“And they live in Paris?” 



“In Rueil, actually.” Those words reminded him that nothing had been settled on any move across the Channel either; she had shown him her town, what she liked in France and he had conceded that it was not as bad as he had thought it was. 



“Will I meet her?” 





His sister’s voice brought him back to the present. “Sorry?” 



“Elizabeth, will I meet her soon?” 



He paused. This meeting was already planned and at first he had quite dreaded it; his little sister did not usually meet his girlfriends – not that he had had a lot lately. Then, as the weekend had gone on, he had been more and more convinced that Elizabeth was not just his new ladylove; and the thought of their meeting had become almost pleasing. 



“You should. Jane has planned an engagement party on Christmas day, we’re invited.” 



“I look forward to meeting her.” 



“So do I, Georgie, so do I!” 



Georgiana Darcy outright laughed at her brother. “You’ve already met her! Maybe you look forward seeing her sooner than Christmas day…” 



William grinned, caught in his blunder. “I plan on spending a week-end in Paris before Christmas to tell you the truth.” 



“So you’re serious?” Georgie was surprised and flattered at her brother opening his heart so totally. She snuggled against him. 



Before replying, he let his mind wander once again. All in all, Elizabeth and he had tried and managed to share some things; this allowed them to have a more hopeful look on a potential future for them as a couple. “As much as someone with a normal brain can be after a week acquaintance.” 



She giggled, “You mean someone who is not Charles Bingley.” 



They remained quiet, side-by-side, gazing at the flames. She felt so well, so secure, in such a trustful relationship that she decided to open her heart as well. 



“I’d like to go to Paris.” 



William felt embarrassed. “Erh… It’s too soon, Honey…” He kissed her temple, as if to apologise. 



“Oh no… I meant that I’d like to live in Paris.” She felt her brother stiffen and rushed in her explanation. “After my A levels, I want to go and study in Paris. You know how French is what I like most… I’d like to go to La Sorbonne.” 



To her utter bewilderment, she felt her brother’s chest shake by what she was almost sure was deep laughter. 



“Will?” 





Once his hilarity fit had receded, he replied: “Elizabeth went to study in La Sorbonne five years ago, what is it with those English women I care for all wanting to study in France?” 



He had meant to mimic his sister’s earlier remark but, once said, he felt it right. This was a wholly unexpected development but one that brought light in his not so bright plans for the future, one he would have to speak to his Lili soon. 





  

  



 La Clusaz 











“Come on, Babeth, it’s not so hard!” 



“For someone like you who’s young and has skied every year of her life, maybe; for someone as old and unused to those boards under my feet as I am, it’s a totally different matter.” 



“Lili, I know it’s a black slope but  La Noire is not often opened, you can’t miss it! Look at this snow… And I swear the scenery is breath-taking.”  Not that the sight of you in your white ski outfit is not breath-taking; but my little sister is here,  his intense look told her, even behind his sunglasses. 



She smiled wickedly, answering: “Okay Will, but you go first!” with her voice, and a kind of What about later?  with her whole demeanour. 



Watching the man who had become so important in her life and his little sister, who now knew everything about her – her employer’s name included – going down the powder snow with swift and graceful movement, Elizabeth once again wondered why the Gods had been so good to her; just watching Will’s back swaying beautifully induced some shameless thoughts in her. The lust affair they had shared four months ago had not vanished; it had deepened into something more tender and intimate, a relationship where both of the partners cared and trusted. They managed to spend at least one week-end a month together; other social occasions – Jane and Charles’ engagement party at Christmas, Charlotte and Richard’s a month later, then Jane and Charles wedding, three weeks before – had allowed them to also be together as a couple in front of their families and friends. She smiled, recalling the way her mother had acted when she had understood that William was as wealthy as he was handsome – even though at the time, she had been horribly ashamed. She also remembered with fondness the way Richard’s parents had received her; Kathleen and Hugh – as she had been told to call them – had first gauged her with care then showed her she would be welcome in whatever role William would choose to let her play, and she would accept. But what had surprised her the most was Georgie’s acceptance of her. She had met her at Jane and Charles’ engagement party, where, as the best man’s sister, she had been invited; and she had sought her as soon as they had arrived. Had she not been informed of Georgie’s past bad experience, she would have only seen a lively yet well-bred teenager – the kind she wished her own youngest sisters were; as it was, Elizabeth had understood that her restrain came from extreme shyness, which she shouldn’t have felt, in such a small and familial gathering. And in spite of her timidity, Georgiana had opened up to her brother’s girlfriend, much to William’s delight and Lizzy’s astonishment. Georgie and she now shared a trustful friendship, being not so far apart in age and with a lot of common points of interest. 



A skier turning too close to her and showering her with some snow stirred her up and she resumed her attentive observation of William. He seemed to be racing with his sister and she was glad she had let them go first. He was almost a father to Georgiana, caring but strict, always trying to please her yet willing to make her understand that money was not everything. 

She would dearly like seeing him with children of his own; Will and a baby, that would be a most fetching sight… Somehow, she couldn’t imagine Will with any children but their own; in fact, the more it went, the less she could imagine her future without him. Jane and Charles’ 

wedding had been full of emotion for her. Seeing her elder and most beloved sister marry had to be something utterly moving; the fact that, opposite to her on Charles’ side, stood the man who had made her take such extreme, impulsive and eventually wicked actions on their first meeting, the man who seemed to haunt her dreams and every quiet moments of her days, the man from whom parting was becoming more and more difficult, she had almost broke down. That had been her first realisation that she loved him. She had often asked herself the question before but their sexual attraction was so strong that she had dread mistaking lust for love. Then and there, in the church of her childhood, while only purity was in the air, when no desire was burning her insides, she had understood that, indeed, she loved William Darcy. 



She didn’t know how deep his affection for her was; she knew he cared, he liked being with her and he always seemed as sad as she when they had to part but no L word had never passed his lips. She was in no hurry, though; their relationship was very satisfying as it was; she was more than ready to wait – until she felt he was ready to hear her profess her love. 



A gush of crispy wind made her aware that she had once again lapsed into her Will-filled daydreams. Looking for him, she also saw that he was urging her to come down, his arms and sticks waving in the blue cloudless sky. She smiled, spotted Georgiana further down the slope, adjusted her Raybans and slowly started her way down. 



William had been waiting for her for sometime but somehow, he hadn’t been able to catch her attention, she had probably been wondering on the path she would chose to go down. He knew that she didn’t like deep snow and narrow slopes – and  La Noire managed to combine both – but he also knew that she was more than able to ski it. She had started skiing five years ago, when Charlotte had dragged her to her parents’ chalet, the very one they were staying in for this week; and her well-trained body had taken to the activity very quickly. She was able to go down any slope, just going more slowly than Georgie and him; and he didn’t tire of contemplating her lean and shapely body while waiting for her to catch up on them. 



He was once again relishing the sight when he saw her miss a turn and fall loudly, in a cloud of powder snow. His breath caught, his body tensed, his heart pounded wildly. It seemed to him an eternity before he saw a dark mane full of white spots emerge. He tried to see if she was alright but she was really too far up to be sure; he had to climb up there. He had already taken one ski off when she stood up, weeping the flakes off her hair, glasses and face. She waved at him, flashing him a broad smile – or so he thought –, and retrieving her sticks, she awkwardly turned around to face the slope. 



When small white spots invaded his eyes, William understood that he had to stop hyperventilating or Elizabeth would soon have to finish  La Noire with him on her back. He forced his breath to calm down and, keeping his eyes on her, he managed to put his ski back on. It frightened him, the power of the terror he had just felt. For God’s sake, she had just fell and she had not even been going fast. It reminded him of the fright he had felt just after Georgie’s ‘accident’ or the car in the Avenue George V; and there, it had been much more deserved, although nothing had really happened either. Still trying to catch his breath, he drank in the sight her, not so far now, while his mind went on. Loving, for him, was an exhausting endeavour; he could never protect enough those he loved; he could never make their life easy enough either. Georgie had often tried to make him understand that she didn’t ask it of him; in her own way, Lili had regularly done just the same. 



 Wait a minute, I want to protect Lili as much as I do Georgie; talking to her on the phone everyday is the second best thing in my life – my best being listening to Georgie’s day; watching her look for me when I come to pick her up at the Crazy at the beginning of one of our week-ends keeps warming my heart; I love being with her; I love making love to her; I love talking with her; I love putting the dishes in the washing machine with her… His breathing was deep and slow and yet he felt something going on around his lungs, around his heart, to be really accurate.  I love her.  



He snapped back to reality as the object of his musing materialised in front of him, having stopped just by his up-mount ski. Without thinking, still full of the awareness that had just almost knocked him out, he took her in his arms and, before kissing her hard, he whispered: “I love you.” 



Her lips were cold and still wet from her fall but that was not what stopped him. Elizabeth’s complete immobility in his arms did stop him. Her lips didn’t kiss him back, they didn’t part, even her hands still held her sticks on the ground. He started to worry. 



“Lili? Are you alright?” 



She started, backed a little to be able to focus on his eyes and asked inquisitively: “Would you mind repeating that?” 



He frowned, now seriously worried. “Elizabeth, are you alright?” 



She shook her head, “No, no; what you said before that.” 



Her behaviour puzzled him until he relived the few last seconds and found out what had, most probably, induced her strange behaviour. His expression softened, a shy smile flourished on his lips. His eyes forcefully anchored in hers, his voice earnest, he repeated:  



“I love you, Elizabeth Grace Bennet.” 



She shot him a dazzling smile and replied, her tone as sincere as his. “I love you, William Henry Darcy.” 



This time, when he started to kiss her, softly, tenderly, she answered back. His hands cupped her head; his mouth was burning against hers. Her tongue started to taste his lower lip and he thrust his in her now ajar lips. Her sticks discarded, she was holding onto his shoulder then his dark hair, entwining her fingers in his locks, revelling in the love that she now knew existed in his kiss. 



They eventually realised they were standing in the middle of a black slope, in broad day light, very probably under Georgiana’s scrutiny, and that there was no way they would be able to come immediately to their usual conclusion of this kind of embrace. Both chuckled, the flush on their cheeks not only due to the exercise or the cold wind. Then, after a renewal of their love vows, they made – at her pace – their way to his frozen sister.   

  



 Annecy 











“Chers concitoyens, nous sommes réunis aujourd’hui pour célébrer l’union de Richard Dennis Fitzwilliam – excusez mon accent –, né le 16 septembre 1972 à Chesterfield, Grande Bretagne, de nationalité britanique, chef de produit, demeurant 4 rue des Acacias à Paris 17ème, fils de Hugh Fitzwilliam, né le 31 mars 1942 à Chesterfiel, propriétaire terrien, et Kathleen Hamblin épouse Fitzwilliam, née le 21 septembre 1943 à Hoddesdon, Grande Bretagne, sans profession avec Charlotte Gabrielle Rachel Lucas, née le 21 mai 1977 à Annecy, de nationalité française, danseuse, demeurant 23 rue Someiller à Annecy, fille de Guillaume Lucas, né le 4 août 1947 à Annecy, notaire, et Martine Thévenet épouse Lucas, née le 28 mai 1948 à La Clusaz, sans profession ; en présence de William Henry Darcy, né le 27 juin 1972 à Londres, Grande Bretagne, de nationalité britanique, chef d’entreprise, demeurant 12 Holland Park Avenue à Londres, Grande-Bretagne, de Matthew Thomas Fitzwilliam, né le 30 août 1969 à Chesterfiel, Grande Bretagne, de nationalité britanique, vétérimaire, demeurant 8 Market Street à Bakewell, Grande Bretagne, de Elizabeth Grace Bennet, née le 12 avril 1979 à Hertford, Grande Bretagne, de nationalité britanique, danseuse, demeurant 4 rue du Général Noël à Rueil Malmaison et de Marie Clotilde Caroline Lucas, née le 25 juillet 1981 à Annecy, étudiante, demeurant 23 rue Someiller à Annecy. 

  

 Au terme de l’article…“ 



Sitting on the front row behind the groom and bride, William and Elizabeth exchanged an amused glance; this ceremony in the Town Hall was not very romantic, even though Charlotte was blushing and resplendent in her ivory silk dress and Richard obviously nervous in his three-piece suit, his top hat on his knees. This had nothing to do with the cold and wet gathering they had been involved in four months ago in the Longbourn church. Elizabeth remembered that the bridesmaids had been more numerous and the five of them – Charlotte, her younger sisters and her – had been wearing the same crimson velvet dress, their surroundings had been full of flowers and Rev. Goldings, the very one who had christened the five Bennet daughters, had been officiating. Today, on a warm summer day, due to who the bride’s father was, the mayor himself was officiating the wedding; and it made the ceremony even stuffier. There were some flowers and the red draperies made the room a handsome one, yet something was missing, at least in the maid of honour’s mind. Her attention refocused when, after the mayor had finished his speech about the  Code civil articles they were supposed to respect as a wedded couple, everybody stood up; the most endearing moment of this civil wedding was coming. 



 ”Richard Dennis Fitzwilliam, voulez-vous prendre Charlotte Gabrielle Rachel Lucas ici présente pour épouse ?” 

  

 “Oui.”  Richard’s answer was clear and loud, as if getting rid of his hat – in William’s hands, actually – had gave him back the confidence he has shown during the whole preparations. 



 ”Charlotte Gabrielle Rachel Lucas, voulez-vous prendre Richard Dennis Fitzwilliam ici présent pour époux ?” 



  

 “Oui.”  Charlotte’s voice didn’t waver, nor her look that had been squarely placed on her almost husband during the Mayor’s questions. 



 “En vertu des pouvoirs qui me sont conférés, je vous déclare Mari et Femme. Vous pouvez embrasser la mariée.“ 



While Richard leaned towards Charlotte to exchange their first kiss as man and wife, William smiled and sought Elizabeth’s eye. She was still focused on the happy couple, a strange but not totally unexpected wetness in her eye. In his mind, she was even more magnificent than Charlotte; she wore a salmon silk knee-length dress he had helped her choose, a blue silk wrap hanging on her shoulders and a wide blue straw-hat with a matching salmon muslin scarf knotted around it. 



That the mere sight of her was still able to steal his breath after a half-year relationship had stopped amazing him; she was the one, he was now quite sure about it. He had thought about the best occasion to propose but had yet to find. And that hadn’t prevented them from finalising their plans for Georgie and him moving permanently in the Rueil flat. He chuckled at how those two women of his life had managed to make him do exactly what they wanted. Due to her grades, Georgie had easily won her place in La Sorbonne and Lili had always stated that his little sister would be more than welcome in Rueil and that she would feel quite alone now that Jane and Charles were moving back to England. How Charles had managed to convince him that working from Paris three weeks out of four was very easy was a further proof that the strategy had been carefully established. His only remaining bother concerned her job. He had grown accustomed to the idea of her dancing almost naked; but, as Richard had put it all those months ago, it was not ‘the part he preferred’. And the fact that he was not waiting for her every night rendered the idea less painful. He sighed; he would do his best to bear with her absence. 







The afternoon sun lit the stone floor of the central aisle of Cathedral St Pierre, heating it until the wedding procession would walk down it. All the guests were already in the church, the groom’s party on the right, the bride’s on the left and the friends scattered across the audience. Every face was turned to the front gate of the church; but, due to the blinding light, nothing could be seen. Marie was seated on the empty-but-for-her left front row; Matthew was also quite alone on the right, his wife outside, trying to explain for the umpteenth time to their children and nephews what they were supposed to do with Charlotte’s veil. 



Elizabeth and William were standing in the middle of the aisle – quite in front of the altar actually – finishing one of the most interesting conversations, or so William thought. Halfway the short drive from the Town Hall to the cathedral, she had started to tell him that she had felt very sorry for Charles while Jane was finishing her mandatory leave at the Crazy Horse. 



 ”Sorry? For Bing?” 

  



“Yes… Although he tried to hide it, I saw how he regretted not to have Jane with him every evening. For Ricky, it’s different, he works anyway; but Charles had not much to do after your London office was closed.” 

  

 He had only hmmed back. 

  

“And that left me to wonder if I wished to impose that on you. Of course, you’ll have Georgiana but you’re not only moving for her sake, are you?” 

  

 He had taken benefit of a red streetlight to kiss her thoroughly and prove her his sister was, indeed, not his sole motivation. 

  

 Somewhat light-headed, and after a slight pause, she had gone on: “And so I’ve given much thoughts to quitting my job and finding another way to earn my living. I think I could easily become an assistant-teacher in La Sorbonne, Professeur Bernier told me last week that a position was free.”  



By then, he had parked the Twingo and they had had to stop their talk and welcome all the members of the Fitzwilliam family who had not been at the Town Hall ceremony. When, at last, they had had a few seconds together – waiting for the entrance of the heroes of the day 

– he had resumed their conversation:  



“I can’t say I’m displeased with this train of thought, but I don’t want you to act impulsively.” 



“Will, I’ve been thinking about this for almost a week. I’m sure it’s the best solution.” 



”I don’t want you to regret later things that you would have given up for me. I love you and if I have to wait until 1:00 am every morning to make love to you, I’ll do it.” 



She blushed crimson and slapped his arm for professing such impish thoughts in such a pious building. Then the organist began the first chords of the Mendelssohn Wedding March, they quickly joined their place, everybody stood up at once and the cameras began flashing. 



First came the priest and the pastor; it had been decided that both would officiate, all the easier as both religions were Christian ones. Both wore their wedding-office outfit and they were obviously pleased to share their role of the ceremony. 



Richard and his proud mother followed them, a few steps behind. The sun caught in his fair hair and gave a Holy glow to their walk. He wasn’t fidgeting, as if the civil ceremony, as un-emotional as it could have appeared, had been enough to ascertain his future as Charlotte’s husband. The same couldn’t be said about his mother; Kathleen was smiling with tears in her eyes. She was leading her youngest children to the altar, something she never thought she would – not that she didn’t expect him to marry someday but rather because she had never imagined he would marry out of England. She had wept conspicuously at Audrey’s wedding – 

her eldest, her only daughter –, had been teased merciless after her numerous tears at Matthew’s – so handsome, so like his father – and had resolved on being the crying mother at each of her children’s weddings. And so, she saw no reason to restrain herself for her baby’s wedding; and considering she had not shed one tear at the Town Hall – almost but not really 

– she felt at ease to open the gates and let her happiness pour. 





Hugh Fitzwilliam and Martine Lucas followed the groom and his mother. The strangeness of his situation didn’t prevent him from smiling and nodding; he felt like a royalty visiting a colony and somehow stood more erect, as if to prevent an imaginary crown to fall. The only flaw in his fantasy was that he didn’t have the right spouse at his arm. As nice as was Charlotte’s mother – and she had kept some of her ex-ski-champion slimness over the years, and in spite of mothering four now grown-up children – he wished he had Kathleen by his side; she couldn’t be crying more than Martine… What was it with those mothers all crying their eyes out at each wedding? He went on smiling and she went on sniffing – her smile broad on her suntanned face anyway – until they reached the first pew. 



When the aisle was clear and their predecessors had reached their places, Richard in front of the altar, the others on the first line of benches, Guillaume and Charlotte entered the cathedral. What had been Holy with Richard’s blond mane became Godly when the sun light fell on Charlotte’s ivory veil and dress. When, before entering, her father had covered her face with the light gauze, she had caught a deep breath and he had asked her if she had second thoughts; she had vigourously shook her head but hadn’t been able to utter a word. Guillaume had only squeezed her hand on his arm in reply. The children had been ready behind her, holding her veil, and she had shown the door with her head. His father had only replied:  



“Oui Ma Puce; allons-y. Je t’aime, tu sais. ”*5 



This had only drawn some more moisture in her eyes but she had smiled gratefully and he hadn’t regretted it. 



As he walked down the aisle with his eldest daughter, the one who had refused to follow the family-track – establishing herself in the best Annecéienne society and fleeing to Paris instead 

-, the one who had chosen a quite embarrassing job, the one who had chosen an Englishman 

– an Englishman, for God’s sake, in spite of everything that had happened in so many Five, now Six Nations tournament *6 -, his little angel that had made him become a doting father when all he cared for was skiing and working, he felt emotion coming gradually over him. He gulped, widened his smile and squeezed once again Charlotte’s hand. Wow, it was not easy to be the father of the bride! 



Charlotte felt her father’s squeeze and she understood it as an encouragement to hold on her tears longer. The happy smiles she was seeing, on every face she cared to look, also helped her not to start weeping. And Richard, her love, the man of her dreams was at the end of the trail, waiting for her, and she couldn’t arrive there with tear-streaked cheeks. She swallowed once again and stiffened her back even straighter. When she arrived by Richard, her father briefly lifted the veil to place a peck on her cheek, and she faced the man who still had to become her husband in front of God, even if she was already his wife in front of Men. 



If her friend had managed to dry her eyes before reaching the altar, Elizabeth’s were still shining. She felt in this cathedral all the sanctity she had felt in the Longbourn church; and the memory of what she had realised at Jane’s wedding was, at the moment, overwhelming. She wished she were by William’s side, to at least hold his hand and whisper her love in his ear; but it was not to be. She looked his way and noticed his attention was focused on her. She sent him a fake-scolding look and he mouthed her ‘I love you’ in reply. She smiled, noticed that Hugh Fitzwilliam was looking at her, blushed and turned back her attention on the bi-lingual ceremony. 



But William’s intense look didn’t leave her, their earlier conversation still lingering in his mind. 

She was giving up her job to be with him! And she had not spoken about depending on him financially; she just wanted to make him happy even though she would have less time to work on her  thèse! What more did he want? What was he still waiting for? The thought of crossing the aisle and proposing then and there crossed his mind but he quickly rejected it; as much as Richard was happy for him, he didn’t think he would be that benevolent if he were to interrupt his wedding to do something he should have done months ago – on  La Noire for instance. 

Fortunately for his reputation, the priest called at that moment for the witnesses to stand and gather around the happy couple for the exchange of the vows. He listened to his cousin vowing to Charlotte he would always love her, comfort her, honour her, and keep her in sickness and in health; and forsaking all other, keep himself only unto her, so long as they both should live. The only thought that entered his mind was that he should be in his cousin’s shoes at this moment, speaking those same words to Elizabeth. 



Elizabeth’s eyes wetness had come back; she even discreetly brushed a tear away when Charlotte’s said: “Je te reçois comme époux et je me donne à toi pour t'aimer fidèlement tout au long de notre vie. ”*7 This was what she felt for William and she felt more than ready to officially declare it. 







“Lili,” William whispered, while the four witnesses were gathered behind the altar, waiting for their turn to sign the register. As the newlyweds were at once smiling dreamily at each other, smiling at the numerous photographers and obeying to the priest who showed them where to sign, the process was taking quite a while. 



“Yes, Will?” She looked up at him and saw a strange light in his deep chocolate eyes. 



Taking her hand, he backed towards a slightly more private and dark part of the apse. Taking hold of her second hand, he drew her closer. He took a deep breath in. 



“Lili, I know it’s not the best place nor the best moment, but… will you marry me?” 



Her eyes opened widely. She gulped and hoped that her heart would remain in her ribcage. 

Somehow, the light entering through the Sixteenth century stained glass windows had become warmer, the murmur of the assembly had disappeared and the man standing in front of her was the only thing she could discern. 



William almost regretted not to have waited longer; with a little setting – a fancy restaurant, a rose on her napkin – she would have been prepared and would probably have answered more quickly. Now she only gaped at him, love radiating through her eyes, her mad pulse making a tiny path down her throat. He squeezed her hands and became absentmindedly aware that Rich and Charlotte were looking quizzically at them. “Elizabeth?” 





She started and her tongue wet her dry and painted lips. “Will, you have the most astounding habit of making me love declarations in the most un-thinkable places…” 



He smiled. “Well, a church for a proposal of marriage is not such an un-thinkable place; but there’s a question on the table…” 



“I will, William Darcy; I will be your wife, to love you and cherish you as long as we both shall live.” 



Their kiss was interrupted by Richard’s clearing his throat and Charlotte’s giggles; Matthew and Marie were smiling at them, handing them the pens. Both smiled, their faces as crimson as Père François wedding scarf, and Richard and Charlotte’s wedding resumed. 







Charlotte insisted on having a picture taken of the six of them. What was imprinted on the film was a nice setting: the sunset on Lake Annecy, the green foliage of the woods on the surrounding mountains and three couples, two already possessing wedding bands, the third lady only wearing a newly purchased engagement ring. The ladies were quite stunning, tall and slim; the gentlemen as handsome in their wedding finery. But what one felt at looking at this picture was how perfect those couples were, each in their own way, yet all with love for the other glowing and reflecting in the golden shade of the lake. 





 Author’s notes 

 *5 “Yes Sugar-pie, let’s go. I love you, you know.” 

 *6 The Five Nations tournament, which became the Six Nations Tournament a few years ago, is a rugby yearly championship between England, France, Ireland, Scotland, Wales, and Italy (the last Nation invited). It is usually the place of the most ‘friendly’ games between England and France, the enemy sisters. 

 *7 “I receive you as my husband, and I give myself to you, to faithfully love as long as we both shall live.” 
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