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Bonjour!


I have always been in love with glamour. My hometown was pretty ordinary so I got my shot of luxury, glamour and chic from the movies I watched, the gorgeous stars from Hollywood’s golden age (hello, Audrey Hepburn) and the amazing lifestyles I saw on TV shows like Gossip Girl. I couldn’t get enough of it. I bet most of you can relate. I just adored the poetry of what we can do with words, pictures and stories, and how we can spin them into dreams. As soon as I could, I headed for the big city – Chicago – to get a job in marketing that would give me a chance to use those tools to reach people – and the best way, my way, was social media. I love conversation! I love friends. I love to talk and I love to share. What better way to do that than via Instagram, Twitter and Facebook, where one post can reach millions of people?


So when I got my marketing job with the Gilbert Group, where I could do what I enjoyed all day long, I thought I had it made. I was doing pretty well in Chicago. I had my job and I loved my boss, Madeline, who also loved me. I had a great boyfriend and we were engaged to be engaged. My life was going to be happy and down-the-line ordinary, with ball games, beers, backyards and then motherhood – cheering on my kids from the sidelines, making lunches and cooking up dinners. It was going to be wholesome and it was going to be great.


Until Paris.


My life began in Paris. My real life, I mean.
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In Paris I learned about a million different ways to live, most of them completely baffling. I mean, come on – I will never understand why the first floor is the ground floor and the second floor is the first floor – that is just weird. I’m sorry, it is. But I suppose if I hadn’t kept on getting it wrong, then I wouldn’t have met Gabriel, who was probably my first friend in Paris. I don’t know how I managed to end up with a studio apartment right above the hottest chef in town, but I did.


Speaking of where I live, maybe you’d like to know a little bit about it. My area is the Panthéon, named after the famous mausoleum where France’s most celebrated citizens are buried. It’s a huge honor to be interred there and it holds the remains of great men like Voltaire and Victor Hugo (who wrote Les Misérables) and a ton of famous politicians. More than seventy men are represented, but only six women. Come on! French ladies, you need to get on with being buried in the Panthéon and even things up a bit. The last woman to join the club was Josephine Baker, who was black and a famous dancer and singer, so that is amazingly cool. Some real glamour in there, at last.


The Panthéon is in the 5th arrondissement. The arrondissements are like the zones of the town, or the boroughs, but to be properly French, they have to be completely out of order. Don’t expect to find the fourth next to the fifth, that would be waaay too easy. The French want to baffle you, it’s part of their mission. That’s why I felt like Alice Through the Looking Glass for weeks when I first arrived here.


The 5th arrondissement is not as chic as some but I soon grew to love it. My square, the Place de l’Estrapade, has a beautiful fountain in the middle of it, cobbled streets and ancient lampposts. It looks like something out of the Madeline books. Quintessentially Parisian apartment buildings border the square, with their tall windows, little balconies and, hidden behind the front gates, private courtyard gardens. Each one has a twisting staircase up to the many floors (there is rarely an elevator but that is so good for the calf muscles that I don’t mind) and is ruled over by a concièrge, which is the French word for janitor. French concièrges are even more grumpy and impossible than American janitors, who can at least tell you to get lost in English, and they make it a point of honor to speak French loudly and very fast, especially if they know you can’t understand.


Right at the top is my tiny apartment, known as a chambre de bonne, a maid’s room, from where I can look out over the rooftops like Nicole Kidman in Moulin Rouge.


Anyway, the Panthéon is a beautiful area and if you visit it, you must go to my favorite bakery, La Boulangerie Moderne, and get a pain au chocolat and eat it as you walk along the cobbled streets, and let the butter and chocolate melt on your tongue. OMG. I realized on the spot that butter + chocolate = bliss. You must try. I insist. Take a picture and Instagram it, and please, please hashtag me so I see it.


Everything is taken seriously in Paris. Food, bien sûr (of course), and wine. Fashion – well, Paris is where fashion began so . . . bien sûr as well. It’s the home of Chanel, Givenchy, Dior, and of course the great Pierre Cadault, and it is where haute couture was created. No one thinks that fashion is frivolous or silly or a waste of time, and anyone who does might be a snob, so watch out for that. I have lots of tips for my favorite styles and fashion finds in here, and my top places to shop too.


Then there’s ART. Parisians love art like a religion, and that includes literature, ballet, opera, theater, architecture and all the rest, and they don’t consider you even vaguely worth noticing unless you know something about these things. It’s not all highbrow, though. Parisians also take fun seriously, because they believe that life is to be lived, and work and fun must balance almost evenly. There is a lot of fun to be had in Paris, and I’ll tell you some of my favorite places to go for a riotous night out, particularly if you are in the company of a famous and drunk movie star.


We ought to mention sex. People are unashamedly obsessed with sex in Paris, and they celebrate it too. Everyone should be having it, it’s almost a rule. They think it’s as natural as eating dinner, and just as necessary. I kind of love that. Parisians are buttoned-up in some ways, and completely unbuttoned in others.


Beauty is worshiped in Paris. Style in all its forms. But most of all – they love LOVE. Paris is a city for lovers, the most romantic place in the world. Around every corner is somewhere gorgeous and Instagrammable. If you want a romantic kiss, you are spoiled for choice (but I have some ideas inside). It can never, never grow old and there is nothing like the magical light of Paris, by day or by night. #cityoflight


And that’s why, in Paris, I began to live. Really live. Now I’m going to tell you some of what I learned about all these things the French take seriously and how they changed me . . . so read on . . .
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Emily’s World


Just in case it’s useful, I thought I’d give you some thumbnail sketches of my friends and colleagues here in Paris. These people have completely shaped my experience and I could not have asked for a more wonderful group to be my support system.


GABRIEL


Gabriel was the first person I met in Paris. He’s a chef from Normandy, and lives in the apartment below me, which meant I ended up more than once trying to get into his apartment instead of mine because of me just not getting the floor numbering thing. He was kind and welcoming from the first, acting as a translator and happily lending his shower when I needed it. Ambitious, talented and exceptionally hardworking, he was a chef at Les Deux Compères just near the apartment building, but accepted Antoine Lambert’s investment and opened his own restaurant, Chez Lavaux, on the same site. Gabriel is ridiculously hot but when I found out he was also the boyfriend of my new friend Camille, I was horrified. I’d just kissed him. I’ve done my best but sometimes it’s impossible to resist him, and we’ve had an amazing night of passion which I think means more than it should to both of us. But now he and Camille are reconciled, and I don’t know what to do next.


MINDY CHEN


Where would I be without Mindy? My first friend in Paris. I was captivated by her approachability, humor and beauty – along with her cool style – and we were friends at once. My guide to all things French, she’s helped me negotiate parties, waiters and life in this confusing city. Mindy arrived in Paris after choking on TV in front of billions of people during an audition for Chinese Popstar. When she gave up on business school, Mindy’s super-rich father, the zipper king of China, cut her off without a cent. Mindy became a nanny and then, despite an expired visa, let her friend Li talk her into restarting her singing career, first at a drag club and now with a two-piece support band consisting of Étienne and Benoît. Theatrical and exuberant, Mindy has an amazing singing voice and she and Benoît make wonderful music together – in every way. [image: Illustration]
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CAMILLE


Camille is utterly gorgeous, kind and charming. I love her style, classic with a twist, and her sweet friendliness won my heart at once. We would have a perfect friendship if it weren’t for the fact she is in love with Gabriel, who has been her boyfriend for the last five years. Camille is the middle of three children: her older brother is Théo and her younger brother is Timothée (who looks older than he is – more about that later). Her parents, Louise and Gérard, produce their own label champagne from their home, Château de Lalisse in Épernay, Champagne. Camille works in an art gallery and also helps run the family business.


SYLVIE GRATEAU


My boss and the managing director of Savoir, Sylvie is incredibly chic, glamorous and impressive. Oh, did I say terrifying? She’s also terrifying. Until you get to know her better, when she becomes a tiny bit less terrifying. Sylvie used to be a photographer but now heads up the marketing company left in her care by its owner Paul Brossard. To my amazement, I discovered she is married to Laurent G and was co-owner of his Saint-Tropez restaurant until she sold her share to start her own business. She and Laurent obviously have an understanding, as Sylvie has been romantically involved with Antoine Lambert, head of Maison Lavaux, and with Erik, a photographer. Smart and successful, Sylvie is fearless, demanding and an inspiration.



LUC



One of the account managers at Savoir, Luc has many passions in his life, but the top ones seem to be sex, chess, and avoiding women called Marianne. Luc has strong ideas about what it means to be French and is keen to protect French ideas, culture and its enthusiasm for a naked actress. Luc has a philosophical streak and is very talented at his job. He was too nice to take part in calling me La Plouc – the hick – and has turned out to be one of my best friends and supporters. He enjoys riding his bike, watching French films and picnicking in cemeteries.


JULIEN


Julien was the first person I ever met at Savoir and I soon got used to his expression of puzzled scorn. He is an account director at Savoir and has a passion for brightly colored two-piece suits which he wears with a gold watch chain in the pocket. Super stylish and somewhat temperamental, Julien has a heart of gold and has proved a good friend, often giving me a heads-up about what’s going in the office and, most importantly, with Sylvie. We’ve had our clashes, mostly over managing our accounts, but a lot of laughs too. Now I just want him to find the perfect guy, after my faux pas with regards to him and Benoît . . .


ALFIE


Alfie is a Brit who was born in Hampshire. He has three brothers and a dog called Clover (I can also say this in French, by the way). He works in financial services connected with overseeing the Brexit transition (OMG, don’t ask) and has come to Paris temporarily from his home and job in London. He lives in the business district of La Défense and prefers American food to French food, which I hear isn’t usual at all. He doesn’t speak French, adores football, and it takes a little while to crack that cynical shell and find the sweet guy inside. Wears good jackets.


GÉRARD, LOUISE, THÉO AND TIMOTHÉE


Camille’s family. Like I said, Gérard and Louise run the château and vineyard. Louise does the business work and is very protective of her children, particularly of Camille and her relationship with Gabriel. Gérard is the flamboyant figurehead (the Champère) who likes to cut the top off a champagne bottle with a sword when he’s not sunbathing in the nude. Her brothers are very cool (and Timothée is sooo sweet) and they hope to run the business in due course.


ANTOINE LAMBERT


A composer of perfume, Antoine is one of the most highly respected noses in France. He is owner of Maison Lavaux, the perfume house, and is an investor in Chez Lavaux, Gabriel’s new restaurant venture. He is married to Catherine but had an affair with Sylvie for some years. Charming and old-fashioned, Antoine has some interesting ideas about what makes a woman powerful – dressing in lacy black underwear, if she gets dressed at all, is one – but I think I’ve helped him see that the modern woman has got some very different boundaries.


CATHERINE LAMBERT


Antoine’s glamorous wife, who knows about his relationship with Sylvie, also made me understand that if I wanted an affair with Antoine, she was cool with that. I will never understand the French!


PIERRE CADAULT


The legendary French fashion designer who had an affair with Elton John and feuded with Valentino and Grégory Duprée. Pierre is notoriously ‘creative’ and branded me a ringarde – basic bitch – when he saw my Eiffel Tower bag charm. It took all my efforts and a shared love of Gossip Girl to win him back. After his brand was targeted by Grey Space, a pair of fashion terrorists, and his beautiful dress sprayed with gray paint, I helped him to reinvent himself as a fresh, modern voice, but he is still somewhat temperamental, to say the least. He has a pet iguana called Evangelista (who has now been replaced five times and counting).
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MATHIEU CADAULT



Pierre’s nephew and business manager Mathieu is a handsome playboy with a string of famous girlfriends and a gorgeous flat overlooking the Seine. He was interested in me for a while but after he heard me on the phone to Gabriel and got the wrong . . . right . . . wrong idea, he dropped me at once – but was generous enough to let me take on my own the vacation in Saint-Tropez we were going to have together. We still work together, and are just good friends.


LAURENT G


Laurent is very cool, and is the owner of a beachside bar and restaurant near Saint-Tropez, named after himself. He’s also Sylvie’s husband, but they have lived separately for years. He has just bought out her share of his business, which will allow Sylvie to set up on her own now that she’s left Savoir.


MADELINE WHEELER


My boss from Chicago, language major Madeline unexpectedly got pregnant and so missed out on going to Paris, which was lucky for me. She kept tabs on us all from afar but now she has arrived, she’s been determined to impose her American sensibilities on the French company. That has gone down badly. I mean, VERY badly. Like, everyone has walked out. That badly. The great thing is that Madeline doesn’t seem to have noticed what a disaster that is.


PAUL BROSSARD


Owner of Savoir who sold the firm to the Gilbert Group, Paul is charming but smokes in the office and thinks Americans are a waste of time, unless they are paying him a fortune for his business!


RANDY ZIMMER


I was pretty excited to meet Randy at Camille’s gallery showing. Everyone knows he’s a star entrepreneur from Chicago who has founded a chain of luxury hotels across the world, most recently in Paris. Maison Lavaux provides its signature scent. And I managed to impress him with an amazing dinner at Gabriel’s restaurant.


THOMAS


A semiotics professor, Thomas was my first French boyfriend. We met at the Café de Flore and he was exactly the kind of Frenchman I expected to meet drinking wine at a bistro table: smart, cultured and sexy. But unfortunately, he was an intellectual snob who looked down on everyone. Gabriel couldn’t stand him. It was a sign. I dumped him on the steps of the Palais Garnier in one my finest moments.


BROOKLYN CLARK


Brooklyn is one of my favorite movie stars, but she was not exactly the archetypal American sweetheart when she arrived in Paris to be the face of the Fourtier watch launch. She was sort of rude and entitled, but later warmed up and became pretty sweet, before disappearing into the night with a 2-million-euro watch and nearly giving me a heart attack. Loves to get high, party and hook up with handsome strangers.
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OLIVIA THOMPSON


The icy, impressive and chic British founder and head of cosmetics company Durée. She loves social media and dislikes Sylvie Grateau. She believes that influencers are more important than professional marketers. I guess we’ll have to disagree on that one. She was keen to recruit me as a brand ambassador, but I was more interested in persuading her to come back to Savoir as a client . . . It didn’t work out.


GRÉGORY DUPRÉE


A flamboyant fashion designer who adores handsome young men and muscled body builders, Grégory worked with Pierre in the early days but a later feud meant they fell out. He managed to fool me into driving Pierre into a frenzy of Grateau, posing on the suitcase with Pierre’s face on it. Thanks, Grégory. I got my own back by inviting myself on his yacht, and a lot of hard work resulted in a crazy fashion show at Versailles, with the two old enemies reconciled. Phew!



GREY SPACE



A pair of fashion terrorists who hijack labels and spaces to make their own anarchic statements, often using gray paint. They bought Pierre’s dress at auction, as modeled by me, and then sprayed me with thick gray gloop. But it made me see there are new ways to get attention and we managed to beat them at their own game by Pierre Cadault hijacking their Paris fashion week venue with an amazing stunt.


DOUG


My Chicago boyfriend who couldn’t handle a long-distance relationship or the time difference. He seemed to prefer phone sex to the real thing. His decision not to visit Paris showed me that we had no future together and although I was miserable, I knew breaking up was the right thing to do.


BENOÎT


Talented guitarist, singer and composer who fell for Mindy’s voice and wrote beautiful songs for her. She thought he was gay and, following my advice, tried to set him up with Julien, so she was astonished when he turned out to be straight. But she liked it. He was prepared to forgive her secret life as a rich girl because he loves her for herself.


ÉTIENNE


A keyboard player from Shanghai, Étienne managed to discover Mindy’s secret and outed her as a billionaire’s daughter and poor little rich girl. Personally, I think this was mean. But he thought he was doing the right thing, and maybe it was best in the end, even if it was an extreme way to do it.


ERIK


Photographer and lover of Sylvie Grateau, Erik is so sweet-natured and lovely. I think we might be seeing more of him . . .
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You will not be surprised to learn that I’ve always loved fashion. I love to express myself through clothes, and I adore color, texture, prints, shape and style.


But most of all I love FUN!


Sometimes I felt I was just a little too quirky for my conservative hometown. Even in cosmopolitan Chicago, they don’t always agree that you need to wear a sweet little pink Kenzo dress to promote pharmaceutical and geriatric-care products. But that’s exactly the time when you need a lift from amazing clothes the most, right? #fashionliftsthespirits


Paris is a city that loves color, style and statements, and of course it’s the home of haute couture. As soon as I arrived, I felt liberated to embrace fashion as fully as I could, and although I’ve always stayed true to myself and my personal style, I couldn’t help absorbing a little Parisian flair.


When I started at the marketing company Savoir, my French boss Sylvie didn’t seem to appreciate some of my more colorful moments at first. I do love black, but in the daytime I pair it with something strong and contrasting, like neon pink, purple or red. Sassy chic, if you will. I like the unexpected: a flash of plaid or lace or a metallic or camouflage. Clashing patterns. Checks and stripes. Statements.
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BOOTS, BELTS, ‘BAGAGES’, BERETS & BUCKET HATS



Here is my go-to guide to recreating my favorite looks. To add my signature style to your outfits, just remember your four Bs: boots, belts, bagages (purses), berets and bucket hats. Is that five Bs? I think berets and bucket hats are both worn on the head, so they are standing in for all hats. I love a hat. Hats add interest and a fresh fashion element. Put a straw coolie hat with jeans and you have a totally different feel.


OK, let’s start at the bottom.


BOOTS


Or as the French say, bottines.


OMG, I could not live without boots. I love high-heeled ankle boots. My favorites are a pair of plaid Louboutins with glitter highlights that are just as fabulous as they sound. I also have white patent ones with zips and kitten heels, quirky purple patent-leather scalloped-edge ones with square toes that end mid-calf, and shoe-boots with killer stiletto heels. As I got braver in Paris, I tried a pair of boots with even more flair: pink, plastic and transparent.


My best friend Mindy (you’ll hear a lot of her in this book) is like me and loves an open-toed shoe-boot with zips up the back. My other close friend Camille doesn’t often go for high heels; she loves a flat: chunky loafers, Derbys and lace-up Oxfords. But she brings out the big guns for a crazy night out.


High, barely-there sandals look amazing with a long floaty dress, but you can put your boots with anything. (Boots also protect your feet better from the merde on Parisian sidewalks.)
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I love my quirky purple patent-leather scalloped-edge ones with square toes that end mid-calf.
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BELTS


A belt can make an outfit, I’m not exaggerating. And you can get so much use from them, so I definitely advise that you invest in a few good ones. Make sure you have at least one wide black belt that cinches in the waist. A black belt adds interest to a dress and gives it an edge that stops you from looking too cute and girly. I like a belt with studs or texture that contrasts with a feminine, puffy dress.


Sylvie wears big black belts too, which show off her tiny waist. Of course, she doesn’t believe in food – more often than not, her lunch is a cigarette (smoked, not eaten, bien sûr #indulgeme).


A narrow white belt is a good contrast, but don’t be afraid to go for something really powerful: bright red or a purple snakeskin. When in doubt, clash, don’t match!
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BAGAGES – PURSES


Okay, I’m cheating. Bagages actually means luggage. The French word for purse is sac but that doesn’t sound good at all. Sack? No way does that convey the fun and playfulness of a purse!


You can really enjoy yourself with your purses. If you only need enough room for a phone and a lipstick, then you can have great fun with what you carry. I have an adorable Chanel purse in the shape of an orb, which I love. I mean, you can’t put much inside it, but it’s so fun and it makes me happy, so who cares? My evening purse, which is a face wearing a pair of sunglasses, cheers me up so much, I can’t say.


If you need to carry more, like a laptop or tablet and a charger, you can jazz up a plain bowling bag with a silky ribbon tied around the handles. If you have to carry a big tote, try to color-coordinate with your clothes so that it doesn’t look too big. The bulk can disappear against the color of your dress or jacket.


I collect purses in all textures and colors but my absolute favorite is the vintage Chanel purse. Everyone knows they are the last word in chic. The famous classic is the 2.55, so called because it was designed in February 1955, in quilted calfskin leather, with brass hardware: the leather-threaded chain and the iconic, intertwined-C clasp. But you can find the most adorable versions of a Chanel bag in suede, velvet and leather, and in vibrant colors. One of my favorites is a great tan saddlebag with a round coin purse dangling from it. It’s so different and I love it.


I can’t pretend Chanel bags are cheap, even when they’re pre-loved. But they are an investment! I guarantee it. You will find that very often you can sell a genuine designer piece for at least what you paid for it, through a specialist vintage shop or a website dedicated to well-cared-for designer labels.
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I can’t pretend Chanel bags are cheap, even when they’re pre-loved. But they are an investment!
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Emily’s Tip


Always keep the packages, bags and boxes. Stuff purses with acid-free tissue paper to keep their shape. Keep them clean. Keep any labels, receipts or cards of authenticity, to provide proof of the provenance. Fakes can be convincing but are not worth anything in comparison with the real thing.






BERETS AND BUCKET HATS


You have to wear a beret in Paris, n’est-ce pas? I have berets in yellow and red – red looks good against black and brown hair, I think. Cream looks wonderful on blondes. A redhead always suits green, it’s a law of nature. I have a very sweet beret with pom-poms on top, but you have to be careful not to look like you’ve just been let out of kindergarten.
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