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They were children of the French aristocracy before the revolution. It wasn’t liberty, equality and fraternity but food and drink, love and song. You didn’t work and you didn’t talk about money. You just had it.


Steve was in the prime of his life, raised in a mansion on Long Island with servants. Both of his parents were dead, but his brother Joe was very much alive as the dynamic CEO and owner of the large family business Jacobs Ltd.


The two brothers couldn’t stand each other. Joe did well in school and got himself a solid education while Steve coasted through school without grades or knowledge but as a charmer whom women were happy to give an extra look. He was slightly above average height, blond with blue eyes, and blessed with a physique that nature had been generous with. He didn’t need to go to gym when he was young.


He would need that now, though. He contented himself with low-intensity tennis, leisurely walks in Central Park, and push-ups far too infrequently. The exercise he liked was uncorking bottles. His friends called him Champis. He knew everything about champagne’s twist and turns and vintages. But he could still attract the fairer sex. His closest friends were James and Laura who were, in many ways, his mirror images.


They would all meet at his apartment east of Central Park on Sundays and discuss the week’s escapades.




	 I think it gets worse and worse the day after. I don’t get up until lunchtime, says Steve.


	 What should we actually do before lunch, James interjects.


	 If I have a hottie next to me, I know what I’m gonna do, says Laura smiling.


	 This morning you slept alone, says James.


	 My new boyfriend had the flu.


	 My new boyfriend. Do you have a boyfriend? says Steve.


	 We have rendezvous all week long.


	 New record, says James.




She throws a pillow at him.




	 You don’t dare meet the women more than once because they’ll make demands.




She turns toward Steve.




	 You don’t dare take the women home because they might not go home in the morning.


	 That’s right. I use white lies to make a quick getaway. Most women aren’t exactly breakfast material.




They laugh.




	 Now we need a really juicy steak to get started.


	 Yes, let’s go to Dixie.




The three friends order a dish each and a good vintage wine.


James begins to tell.




	 I had a fun experience this week. I went to Carlyle to listen to jazz on Tuesday. At the table next to me sat two elegant ladies whom I began to flirt with. When I offered them a drink and moved over, they were happy. They were visiting for a few weeks. They came from Manchester and thought it was fun to follow a New Yorker home. They were wild, not at all like one would imagine English women to be. They have an undeserved bad reputation. Luckily, they had plans in the morning, so they left early.


	 With one more travel memory, says Steve.




They laugh.




	 Do you see that the waiter is flirting with you? Points out Laura.


	 I’m used to having both sexes after me, says James.




They laugh.


“We have been good this year. The goal was achieved with flying colors. Our new branch in Europe has gotten off to a strong start. We can look forward to another good year. I am proud of you and your efforts.”


Joe concludes the speech he usually gives every year to the various department heads. Then it’s their turn to report threats and opportunities.


Joe has a good relationship with his middle managers at headquarters. They are all handpicked by him and they are very loyal to him. It has only failed once. It was when a board member recommended a cousin as advertising manager who proved obstinate and questioned the company’s communication that Joe advocated. There was a farewell and order in the cottage. All middle managers were men and all secretaries were women. Joe wasn’t happy with that. It just turned out that way. He would try to hire a woman next time. Women were as controllable as men. Perhaps one of the secretaries would get the chance. It would send the right message to the organization. It is possible to work your way up.


Joe was used to controlling women. His wife of 20 years, Sophie, stood under his command as a malicious observer might say. They came from different worlds. He was an upper-class New Yorker who had earned a master’s degree at Harvard, and she was a simple girl from the Midwest who studied design and was interested in fashion. But what Joe offered was tempting. To act as a hostess at social events. To have some employees in the household and to be able to buy whatever she wanted. She didn’t design clothes for others to wear; she wore the most exclusive creations herself. But she was a housewife, and that was that. Joe didn’t want a wife who worked for anyone other than him, and she had a daughter, Liv, to care for and raise to be a strong adult. Joe didn’t have too much time. He had adopted the motto ”first at work and last to leave”. If you were the best, you were the best.


Joe was aware that he looked ordinary while she was beautiful, but he never let jealousy get the better of him. Some men were a little too nice to her, but he saw that as a compliment to him as well. She was his, and she would never be able to have a better life.


Steve is walking down the elegant Park Avenue where the trees are beginning to turn yellow. However, it is not so cold that he needs an overcoat. Even in this part of town, it’s a bit unusual to walk around in a tuxedo. But he likes to dress elegantly and attract attention. He thinks about his brother, who is supposed to be so remarkable and always know best, but still always buys ready-made clothes. But then he has never read Oscar Wilde.


Steve greets the doorman and takes the elevator up to the fifth floor where the Danson couple reside. A butler greets him and he enters the magnificent apartment. The lounge is almost like a tennis court. He sees his friends James and Laura having a drink on the other side of room. He had already spoken with them during the week, so he approaches a couple of women who happen to be standing alone.




	 So, this is where the beautiful women are.




They laugh. A woman excuses herself and leaves.




	 Steve Jacobs. Friend of the family.


	 Jane O’Shea. Also a friend of the family.


	 It’s a wonder we haven’t met.


	 I was a homebody until very recently.


	 And now you are out conquering the world?


	 Not really. I’m from Texas, and it’s a small world.


	 Are you here temporarily?


	 I’m going to study economics and then work in my dad’s company. The Danson’s are my dad’s friends.


	 Don’t say you’re oil barons.


	 More or less. Are you interested in economics?


	 I don’t even usually read restaurant bills. I have a financial advisor.


	 What are you doing?


	 I’m a bon vivant.




They both take another glass of champagne.




	 Full-time?


	 Yes, full-time.


	
 Is it profitable?


	 The account is topped up every month.


	 Really?


	 I became financially independent at the age of 20.


	 Lottery win?


	 My father, who owned Jacobs Ltd died suddenly and left the company to my brother and me. My brother bought me out and I receive an annual allowance. Don’t ask me how much.


	 Then you have cultivated your interests.


	 I have spent some time in France, but I haven’t learned French. I’m too lazy. However, I know a little Spanish. It’s closer to us, at least geographically.


	 I visited friends in Quebec one summer and learned some French. But I’ve never been to Europe.


	 We have most things on this side of the Atlantic.


	 I would like to sit down in an armchair. I have sore muscles after my gym session.




They go to the most remote room in the apartment.




	 This is their guest room.


	
 It’s magnificent.




They sit down.
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