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Fallacies and Certainties
by silasfinch

Summary

Andréa Martel is avoidable and predictable chaos.
A Tax and Talent Agent are a terrible idea.
The cheap flamingo pool incident proves that.
Colette Brancillon falls in love again anyway.
CW: Anxiety and Panic Attacks

Notes

I am obsessed with this show and couple in lockdown.
It was my birthday yesterday this is the present to myself.
If anybody reads tiny fandom, please be gentle I am dyslexic.

http://archiveofourown.org/users/silasfinch/pseuds/silasfinch


Chapter 1

 

"There are only patterns, patterns on top of patterns, patterns that affect other patterns.
Patterns hidden by patterns. Patterns within patterns. 

If you watch close, history does nothing but repeat itself. 

What we call chaos is just patterns we haven't recognised. What we call random is just
patterns we can't decipher. what we can't understand we call nonsense. What we can't read
we call gibberish.

There is no free will. 

There are no variables." 

― Chuck Palahniuk, Survivor

 

Andréa Martel is avoidable and predictable chaos. 

 

Colette Brancillon is somebody who adores order and routine. Her earliest childhood
memories involve creating sequences and systems for her toys; there was enough uncertainty
in her home life that numbers become a refuge. Colette was a dream student largely because
she found the routine of classes, homework and exams. Something is soothing about applying
knowledge and nervous energy to a problem that will always have a predictable result. There
is little doubt that her professional career will involve structuring analytics in some way.
Colette didn't need the mandatory career days, but she went anyway. 

 

Tax and auditing work is far from Paris's most glamorous; people using give her a wide berth
and non-official parties. However, that was never going to be a realistic lifestyle for her
anyway. Colette knows that companies dread her interventions and reviews, but there are
rules to follow, and you can't exempt just because of weather investors or charming staff.
Colette hears about every excuse in the book and every possible charm offence to deflect her
ultimate findings. Even though she is still comparatively young, her reputation is solid, and
her bosses are happy with her work. 

 

Discovering that she is a lesbian is not a big deal or a problem in her daily life. Being an
introverted gay woman in Paris's business districts is more of a sticking point for Colette.
Colette is open about her desire to settle down and start a family. This fact is not an attractive



opening gambit on the internet dating sites that her friends make her sign up. She doesn't
have stamina's temperament for casual hook-ups or one night stands; a few embarrassing
attempts prove that beyond any doubt. Andréa Martel and her blatant desires are the rules
rather than the exception. To give Andrea her due, she doesn't pretend to be anything other
than what she is, glamorous and everything orbits her universe. 

 

Andrea Martel well and truly broke her heart, as she promised to do from that first online
chat when insults about 'little girls' were flying around. Colette's checks still burn at the
memory, and she still can't log on to the dating site. 

 

It is not like she is completely without opportunity for a social life. Her friends always offer
to set her up with lawyers, doctors or bankers; they all encourage her to get back to it.'
Colette is done pretending that her heart wasn't broken by the failure with the glamorous
woman on the top floor. Colette is determined to heal in her own way, with lots of running
and few spreadsheets for fun. 

****

 

Andrea surprises her by repairing in her life at all. 

 

Their breakup was as brutal as it was efficient, if sad and emotional. Colette didn't trust this
glamorous woman who treats seduction and boundaries like a personal challenge, not to
break her heart. The tax agent tries to ignore the fact she sheds tears over Andrea Martel
whether they are in a relationship or not. It isn't surprising to see her at the bar picking up a
woman so casually. Running out of there like a broken-hearted teenager is not Colette's finest
hour, but they shouldn't stand to watch the aftermath. The gay and lesbian community is large
enough that they might manage to avoid enough with any luck. 

 

"Why are you telling me this? I don't understand?" Colette starts to jog in place as if she
outrun the pain. 

 

"Come and have coffee with me, let me try and explain everything, please?" Andrea sounds
as close to begging as anybody like her can. 

 

In all her vague scenarios about reunions with this woman, none of them involves her being
sweaty after a more annoying run than challenging. One of the plus sides of being a lesbian is



that your odds of walking into pregnant ex are significantly less. Colette still feels that
jealousy and rage think that somebody like Andrea can accidentally fall into a situation like
this when having children has been Collette's dearest dream for years. 

 

"I don't know...Andrea. We weren't very good at talking."

 

Andrea looks so close to the verge of tears that Colette stops whatever she is about to say, not
that it would make sense anyway. She never got leave a beautiful woman in distress. 

***

 

Andrea attracts her by being humble and kind. 

 

"For an agent to the stars, you are horrible at marketing yourself; why is that? If you were
actively trying to prove that we were incompatible, the list couldn't be any longer." Collette
muses she is more curious than angry. 

 

Collette is nervously twirling her pasta around her fork. They are having dinner at Andrea's
apartment, their second in the week. Colette doesn't imagine that the talent agent's schedule
has gotten any less hectic. Yet, her former lover seems ready and available to text or have a
quick coffee or lunch. Their conversations are light and breezy, but the spectre of their
previous relationship hangs in the air. 

 

"I seem to lose all my game around you, all my swerve sophistication, it took me years to
build up after leaving my home town." Andrea complains before reaching for another fry. 

 

"I don't like your games, even when you were pretending to be a rock climber." Collette says
quietly, struggling to keep her voice even.  

 

Collette knows she isn't doing a particularly good job of selling herself either. Her friends are
strident in their advice that she next to take command of the situation, be forceful and
adamant about not giving an inch. The problem is that conflict in her personal life is
something that the tax agent tries desperately to avoid, especially in the Parisian lesbian



dating scene. It always takes her days to fill out those dating profiles because its hard to put a
positive spin on being a shy numbers geek with little experience. 

 

"Do you want to know why I am so upfront on those dating profiles, about wanting to settle
down, even people response the way you do?" Colette asks, her voice quiet and a little
reflective. 

 

"Because you have more emotional maturity in your little pinkie than I will in a lifetime, a
tax agent who likes things to exist within definite boundaries?" Andrea asks gently, trying to
encourage a smile. 

 

"I can't have children of my own; endless tests and medical appointments couldn't make that
reality any different from me; even if I were to try 100 times, there would be no 'miracle
baby' beating of the odds for me. This fact is fitting, considering I spend my life rallying
against anomalies, right?" Colette sounds brittle, and the smile doesn't reach her eyes. 

 

"Oh, Colette, come here."  

 

In way it is a relief to start telling the whole story, Andrea is tactful enough not to make any
comforting suggestions or try and make things better, there is no magic wand for the great
agent to wave. Colette talks until her voice goes try and then she lies down with her head in
Andrea’s lap, the story is emotionally draining and Colette feels herself start to fall asleep.

***

 

Andrea charms her by opening up about the reality of the situation. 

 

"I will be a terrible mother, surely you above all, can agree to that? I can barely keep a
relationship alive outside the people who receive salaries to be around me." Andrea reaches
over and steals another chip. 

 

"I don't accept your premise on such weak evidence. You didn't put any real effect into being
in a relationship with me once you had proven our sexual compatibility beyond any doubt;



being a mother by default necessitates effort. You manage to keep a revolving door of actors
alive and ASK afloat." Colette points out logically. 

 

Strangely Andrea reels as if the words have struck her; nothing is particularly new in the
statement. Their relationship was on fire practically since that first night together and the
litany of ex-girlfriends. Still, Andrea's eyes start to fill with tears, but she doesn't say a word
in protest or try to spin a different narrative. She merely stares into her coffee cup for a long
moment before gesturing to the waiter for the cheque. 

 

"Maybe it's the rush of pregnancy hormones or the stress of my new boss, but somehow my
priorities are starting to shift. The endless parties with nameless actress start to feel hollow."
Andrea muses quietly. 

 

"The poor little rich girl cliche, like Coco Chanel?" Colette tries to tease gently. 

 

"She did a lot more than wow the world with her wit, charm and beauty as did Audrey
Hepburn, for that matter. " Andrea challenges something steely in her gaze. 

 

"I knew that, though I can say so for noble reasons, my crush on Audrey was borderline
embarrassing; my parents knew where my inclinations lay long before I had the language to
express desire." Colette confesses the blush was creeping up her checks. 

 

"Oh, that is adorable." 

 

"Don't you have an industry party or some premiere date to chase? Award session is a
particular type of busy for ASK, Judging from the items on your expense sheets? Seeing you
twice in three consecutive weeks is a rarity." Colette asks, trying to keep the accusation from
her voice. 

 

"Am I wearing out my welcome?" Andrea asks cautiously before taking a snip on non-
alcoholic wine. 

 



"No, but I keep waiting for the other shoe to drop before my pride takes another bantering at
any overgrown pool party with fake flamingos." Colette cannot help but shudder at the
memory. 

 

"I like our party of two, soon to be three. Come, let's find an Audrey Hepburn marathon. All
my expensive or free subscription service must be good for me something." Andrea struggles
to find the remote. 

 

Colette wants to protest and get some clarity about the situation. Instead, she snuggles down
into space beside Andrea. It feels comforting to rest her head on Andrea's shoulder, waiting
for the movie to start. It takes a second to realise Andrea is stroking her hair and humming
softly, either to Collette or the baby. 

****

 

Andrea frustrates her by ignoring both their history and her expanding belly. 

 

That's not entirely true; Andrea Martel is infinitely respectful and cautious when they spend
time together, lunch, coffee and dinner. She is still charming, confident and intelligent but
doesn't use these characteristics and tools for seduction. The conversation ranges from work
to weather to their contrasting childhoods. The type of dates that Colette dreams about and
never thought would be an option with this glamorous creature. However, these lovely
interludes are not sustainable, not with the baby growing every day. Colette tries not to mark
each week, but there is a colour coding in her diary. 

 

"Are you going to start getting the nursey ready?" Colette asks cautiously. 

 

"I am far too busy at work to consider remodelling. He/She is perfectly happy sitting on my
bladder for now." Andrea dismisses. 

 

Somehow they end up going to buy Andrea new maternity clothes during the weekend.
Naturally, the senior agent wants to look glamorous even when she can no longer fit her
normal outfits. Colette intends to look for budget items, reasoning that babies are expensive.
Her companion will not hear of it; they move from Paris high street to the exclusive stores.
Collette feels nervous about the evening being there in her jeans. 



 

"Still, your gorgeous minimalist apartment isn't going to hold up to one week when the baby
arrives. You can't drag this out like a contract negotiation; there are deadlines and
expectations." Colette points out, smiling at a particularly cute outfit. 

 

"Does it bring up bad memories being here? with crowds of mothers to be?" Andrea asks,
placing a gentle on her shoulder, her voice sounding tight. 

 

"Not any more, I like supporting you and watching things happen. There are different ways
for me to still have my dreams." Collette leans into the touch affectionately. 

 

"Well, the baby owes you a debt for making me a better pregnant woman." Andrea confirms
gratefully, hesitating to place a gentle kiss on her cheek. 

 

They still haven't built up to a genuine conversation about the state of their relationship,
Andrea is the centre of Colette's social life, but that fact isn't saying much. The pregnant
agent is making an effort to remember important things to her, even attending a few social
gatherings. She doesn't appear to have one eye constantly on her phone or moving restlessly
whenever it rings. 

 

Collette does not have the slightest desire for anyone else and is fiercely protective of both
mother and daughter. At the same time, she doesn't dare to articulate that fact to any
meaningful degree. For once, Colette doesn't want to disrupt the illusion with any painful
truths. 

***

 

Andrea haunts her even when she promises to stay away and Collette space before jetting off
to the Caines Film Festival. 

 

"Maman, do you think I am foolish?" Investing my heart in such a person? We couldn't be
more different." Collette asks, pacing around the living room. 

 



"Yes, Darling, but you wouldn't be the first to make a risky gamble for love. It seems this
time around, your talent agent recognised what she threw away, yes? You wouldn't be
tangling yourself up in knots if it was the same pattern. But I can't make the risk assessment
for you, I'll be here either way." her mother pulls her into a fierce hug. 

 

"That baby already has my heart. I don't have enough evidence to know that she won't break
my heart again, complete with publicity and glitter," Colette whispers against her mother's
shoulder. 

 

"The pain of knowing the truth for sure is more sustainable than putting your life on hold for
this state of limbo. You are only going to love this woman and her baby more as the weeks
pass. It's better to be honest with her now and see where things lay." her mother whispers
soothingly. 

 

"I am not brave or brush. I hate those movies were people chase others down and pour their
hearts."

 

"You were always braver than you believe; besides, there is no law that says you can't talk to
her quality and privately. There is no need to do anything public." her mother says
confidently. 

 

 

Collette feels more than a little childish, collapsing into her mother's arms again, confessing
to being lovesick over the same woman who broke her heart last time. At the same time, her
Maman is the strongest point in her life foundation; not confiding in her wasn't an option.
The older Brancillon trusts her daughter implicitly in adulthood and doesn't offer her own
opinions beyond a natural protectiveness. Their bond is unshakable, even though the many
highs and lows of Colette's anxiety and unsettling teenage years. Her mother was with her for
every fertility appointment and disappointment. 

 

"I'll talk to her when she gets back from the festival, presuming she hasn't run away with
Juliet Binoche or something equally dramatic." Collette resolves with a sigh. 

 

"Your father and I will be here for you, either way, Darling Girl. You are a wonderful
daughter, and we are both so proud of you and the life in Paris. Now go and get cleaned up;



doing anything on an empty stomach isn't sensible." the advice turns particularly motherly. 

***

 

"I want to take this journey with you." 

 

Colette Brancillon is not a brave person. She always prefers the saver option if given a
choice; that's the main reason she walks away after the first romantic gesture
outside ASK Headquarters. What Collette wants from life is a solid foundation. It was
impossible to understand all those movies where people lay everything on the line, often in a
public place. The thought of such a prospect usually makes Collette break out in a cold sweat,
yet here she is, Andrea Martel's doorstep taking a massive risk. 

 

"What do you mean?" Andrea asks, her voice sounding bone tired. 

 

Her former lover looks nothing like the glamorous agent who counts Juliet Binoche as a
confidante. She looks pale, tired and more than a little nauseous. Naturally, fair skin is
looking sickly, and there are dark circles under the remnants of expensive makeup. Collette
resists the urge to reach out and ask her if she is eating properly and when was the last time
she got a full night sleep. 

 

"I love you, and as ridiculous as it sounds, I want to raise the baby you aren't so sure about,
taking care of you and being here when you get home after a long night at work. Taking risks
is something I hate, but missing this chance would haunt me for the risk of my life." Collette
sucks in a frantic breath. 

 

Andrea stares at her as if frozen on the spot; Collette wonders if the Cains parties were
particularly wild or Andrea was figuring out a way to let her down gently. Collette has
terrible visions of Andrea swanning off with some charming director who speaks seven
languages. For all, she knew the father might want to be in the picture with this latent
bisexuality thing. Collette wills herself not start panicking and remember the first girl she
ever asked out on a date. 

 

"Whatever nightmare scenario about me and models from Brazil you are thinking about,
please stop. Come here and kiss me." Andrea, her voice sounding hoarse as if she smokes 20
packs a day. 



 

Collette rushes forward, feeling slightly unsteady on her feet. Andrea cradles her face and
brings their lips together for a gentle, almost chaste kiss. It is impractical for a whole host of
reasons for them to tumble into bed together for a wild night of passion. Andrea looks like a
stiff breeze will knock her over, and her eyes are glittering with unshed tears and indefinable
emotions. 

 

"This is by far the most surreal moment of my life, and I spent most of Saturday helping
Juliet with a wardrobe and bladder malfunction. I genuinely did try routine business as usual,
complete with a random woman from various sources." Andrea starts to chatter as if trying to
fill up the silence.  

 

Collette gently leans her companion towards the coach, moving around the still comforting
space with confidence and ease. Andrea tumbles rather gracelessly down; Collette sits down
and rearranges their limbs. There is always comfort in catching a hint of that expensive
perfume or the sweep of Andrea's impressive and theatrical eyebrows. Her body is going
under the profound change of pregnancy, shape and presence. Collette resists the urge to
touch her stomach as if that is the final line to cross. 

 

"My favourite date of the last few was with Fabrice Luchini, a man in his 60s as we compare
heartbreaks. We said on the balcony watching the streets. He was a little spellbound as I
waxed lyrical about your every feature, from your hair to the exact colour of your eyes. It was
a little mortifying but lovely." Andrea confesses tenderly, running a hand through the locks in
question. 

 

"It's a little bit daunting to know that my attributes, physical or otherwise, were the subject of
conversation between two such connoisseur of the topic." Collette says drily as she snugs
closer. 

 

"I love you, and I want the chance to prove that there can be more than just dramatic gestures,
breakups and makeups. The way I was doing things before, at least with relationships, wasn't
sustainable for me or especially the baby. The little moments are just as important as the
breath taking ones that feel like a rollercoaster; that's what you taught me." Andrea whispers,
her voice now think with an impossible and improbable mix of emotion. 

 

"I think we can be strong enough for that together." 



 

Colette resists the urge to offer a romantic proposal or find a ring, they have enough time for
both the little and big moments.

 



Courting My Wife

 

"To laugh often and much; to win the respect of the intelligent people and the affection of
children; to earn the appreciation of honest critics and endure the betrayal of false friends; to
appreciate beauty; to find the beauty in others; to leave the world a bit better whether by a
healthy child, a garden patch, or a redeemed social condition; to know that one life has
breathed easier because you lived here. This is to have succeeded." 

― Ralph Waldo Emerson

 

"I am not going to be a talent agent anymore." 

 

Andrea Martel feels more than a little ridiculous standing before her wife, holding out a piece
of paper that doesn't mean anything in practice. Collette belongs to any number of
professional bodies that certify her skills every year. Belong to the guild for talent agents is
loose collective and excuse to party. However, Camille and her young agents find more value
in it. As a grand romantic offering, it far from a movie scene. Still, Andrea dresses in her
most comfortable and casual outfits because her wife likes the most relaxed look. 

 

"Andrea...the last thing I want." Colette begins her voice, trembling wearily. 

 

"There are people that can do this life forever; I thought I was one of them, like Hicham and
his inconsistent relationship with Elvis. Arlette, with her high profile love affairs, Mathias,
the trailblazing workaholic. Part of me was preparing to be a good time parent with Flora,
flying in between glamorous events. Do you want to know what this separation taught me?"
Andrea asks, her voice catching at the word separation. 

 

"That plastic flamingos and bicurious parties girls can't compete with your daughter babbling
incoherently over the baby monitor?" Colette asks, gently guiding the taller women insight
her apartment. 

 

"Maybe there is more of the small village girl in me than I like to admit behind the glamorous
Martel, stage name. I don't want that life anymore, or least in the form it takes. In a decade
from now, I don't want to face estrangement from my children or resemble Mathias, trying to



recapture my youth with a series of affairs with progressively younger women. There is no
reason for you to give me a second or a thirtieth chance as a couple, but I want you to know I
will work to be a co-parent with you and the ladybird overseers." Andrea vows earnestly. 

 

"But you love being an agent; the Cannes Film Festival is particularly your reason for being
each year. Even if ASK is no more, Juliette Bouniche and the others will follow you in a
heartbeat." Colette points out she paces uncertainly around the room. 

 

"Elise Formain was the model that a woman needed to take to remain a successful agent in
these times. I have already messed things up so badly with you, for the sake of any actors
fragile ego. The idea of losing the last of my dignity and pride was a too higher price for me.
The Ask approach was dying long before Samuel and the bee." Andrea explains.

 

"What will you do now? I know how expensive that fancy, not sensible apartment you love
is, there is no way you can afford it on a starting sallery..." Colette instinctively starts to run
the numbers in her head. 

 

"Don't worry about that; my investments and portfolios are relatively conservative and
robust, thanks to your number crunching. Most of those ridiculous and over the top parties
were free or near free. I have plenty of ideas, but it will take a month or two to figure things
out. My main focus is building a bond with our daughter." Andrea says her eyes are lighting
up with joy. 

***

 

Prime Numbers 

A number greater than 1 is not the result of combining two smaller numbers. 

 

Colette knew their relationship was in trouble long before she slept with Eva and guaranteed
a fight. She got into the habit of keeping a spiteful tally of all the mistakes Andrea made or
dinners she missed. Such an approach isn't healthy. The tax agent didn't honestly realise what
was happening until Andrea enter a different type of dynamic where they are both trying to
make things work. 

 



"Go to the conference; I know how much you are enjoying learning new numbers theory.
Flora and I will have a true girls weekend, I'll take her down to see my parents." Andrea
suggests bringing over a teacup. 

 

"Are you sure? I know that spending time with your parents is still something that happens in
small dosages. The town medal is still sitting on their kitchen table." Colette points out, while
looking at the conference website. 

 

"All the more reason to give them a granddaughter to coo over for a while. It's still a thrill
that their Parisian executive daughter did something as normal and understandable as having
a child. I like seeing how happy it makes my Maman, and chatting with Papa about politics
isn't nearly as contentious as before. 

 

Colette freely admits to herself and her expensive but worthwhile therapist that she is
insecure and anxious by nature. While Andrea is working hard to prove her worth, there is
still plenty of damage to undo before they think about dating in earnest. Colette is still half
expecting a bicurious starlet to wander out of her wife's room when she comes over to pick
up Flora. This new phase is somewhere between lovely and surreal, but Colette cannot help
but wait for the dream to end. Her friends are right when they say that Andrea has a
reputation on the scene. 

 

"Okay, but I can't promise that I wouldn't come back with a prime number mobile for Flora.
Some of the sponsors have babies merchandise." Colette confesses with a playful smile. 

 

"Go for your life, but I reserve the right to balance her life with a few more non-math toys
and human looking rabbits." Andrea declares before giving her shoulder an affectionate
squeeze.

 

"Text me every day; your mother has questionable taste in wool and yarn, not the butterfly
theming isn't lovely." Andrea insists hastily, realising how that sounds. 

 

"I promise you can have quality control over how much we bring home, but I can't make any
promises about matching jumpers." Colette laughs at Andrea's theatrical horror. 

 



Colette fights to contain a smile when she hits bottom to register. It is lovely to have
somebody backing her up in these decisions. Andrea, the glamorous model, is letting geek
out at a numbers convention. She is in danger of falling in love again or losing any of the
ground her therapist carefully curates. However, right now, these wonderful co-parenting
moments are worth any potential costs. 

***

 

Standard Deviation 

In statistics, the standard deviation is a measure of the amount of variation or dispersion of a
set of values.

 

" I wasn't telling the truth about Eva; we didn't sleep together. I went there was every
intention of doing so, but it didn't end up happening, except in the term's strictest sense."
Colette confesses in a whisper.

 

"You don't need to explain; I understand why you needed to seek comfort. Eva and I even had
a mature conversation about it, more or less." Andrea keeps her attention on the clock. 

 

Andrea tenses, but she remains silent and continues to bounce Flora on her knee. They are
waiting for the paediatricians' office, checking up on their daughter's ears. Colette still feels a
thrill of openly being a lesbian with a child, just like her girlhood dreams. Her parents are
Christian but socially liberal, and she has a grounding in the importance of family, even if
hers were always going to look a little different. 

 

"I went over there in full seduction mode but ended up bursting into tears long before
anything happened. Poor Eva was questioning every life decision that brought her to this
point. We lay in bed eating chocolate and plotting revenge. I didn't have any of your game."
Colette confesses sheepishly. 

 

"It's a mark of how I love you that I would prefer you to have a wild, fun night than hiding
away in pain, knowing that I am the cause? The tiny non selfish part of me wanted you to be
living it up on the dating sites." Andrea whispers. 

 



"I think you more than most would understand my lack of success in that area." Colette jokes
with a flush. 

 

"Still, it's been playing on my mind for weeks, and I wanted you to know that I was being an
emotional wreck and spoiling for a reaction. Eva and I were never going to have a grand
affair." Colette insists, pausing to give her full attention. 

 

"My original point still stands; I was treating you and Flora carelessly, catering to everybody
else's needs and ignoring any requests. Something has to give, better that than you falling in
love with a wonderful lawyer who works for a child advocacy service or something." Andrea
jokes softly. 

 

"Is that what you were doing in your light conversations with famous actors, imagining my
hypothetical perfect girlfriend and her potential career prospects?" Colette teases, nudging
her shoulder softly. 

 

"Mainly, everyone told me I was crazy to mess up such a good thing, including Eva, who was
far more polite than I deserve, by the way." Andrea reiterates drily. 

 

"I am glad you didn't feel the need to replicate the theatrics of 'hyena ex-girlfriend.' Tax
agents tend to more conservative than the talent crowd as a general rule, although it would
give us something to talk about at the yearly conference." Colette muses, quirking her
eyebrow at the notions. 

 

It's even more amazing that the woman who broke her heart more than once is taking steps to
reconcile genuinely, including doing the difficult and boring bits of being a parent. In the last
few weeks, Andrea does most nights while Colette pulls extra shifts in tax season. Still,
Colette knows that she needs to start from a position of honesty herself. Including that
terrible argument on the night she left. 

 

"Flora Brancillon- Martel?" the nurse asks, her voice light and cheerful. 

 

Colette feels her heart swell hearing their daughter's full name. The hours going back and
forward with Hicham and his place in their lives is still haunting. Having a legal tie to this



wonderful child gives her a bone-deep peace. Whatever happens with her wife, nobody can
alter her role as a mother, one of her greatest dreams. Andrea smiles at her as thee walk into
the office together. It doesn't even feel strange to reach out and hold her hand. The
paediatrician will enjoy the peace in the little family unit. 

 

***

Confidence Interval. 

A confidence interval is a type of estimate computed from the statistics of the observed data.
This gives a range of values for an unknown parameter .

 

Colette is still struggling to adjust to this new version of her wife. 

 

For the entirety of their relationship and certainly marriage, she is always in competition with
Andrea's work phone, to the point where she starts to dread that ringtone. Her best friends are
barely speaking to her because she disappears on them to become a mother and defacto nanny
to a woman who 'doesn't treat her right.' This new version of Andrea is unique and intriguing
at the same time. Sometimes she wants to push the boundaries a little to see where this new
relationship dynamic ends or begins. 

 

"Would you be free tonight?" Colette asks as she folds away the endless pile of Flora's
clothing. 

 

"I should be, Camile is freaking out about her latest protegee, but she is mainly keeping the
hysterics to civilised hours. What do you need?" Andrea asks easily as she bounces Flora on
her knee. 

 

"Come to dinner with Jacques and his wife. I think you frightened Jac by ambushing him
with the baby. It'll help our working relationship if he wasn't asking home I am every other
day. Besides, they are both amazing cooks, and we will get a decent feed out of the evening."
Colette offers with a sheepish smile. 

 

"Ah, not my finest hour. Would that be giving mixed messages if we show up together?"
Andrea asks, her voice curious yet hopeful. 



 

"No, I think we are giving Jac just the right message, two people working together to raise a
beautiful daughter." Colette points out with an affectionate smile. 

 

"Sounds wonderful; tell me that his wife is not in a related field, so at least we can talk about
current events or celebrity gossip. I am fine with being your pretty trophy wife, but I should
contribute something since entering our forties." Andrea bates her eyelashes theatrically. 

 

"You are glamorous enough to be a trophy wife, but I think there are requirements about
lacking personal opinions or politics while gazing adoringly at dinner parties." Colette quips. 

 

"The first two might be impossible, but the first is easy and something as natural as
breathing." Andrea says sweetly, her voice oddly serious. 

 

"Mary, Jac's wife, adores politics and any excuse to talk about the government and its various
failings. I think the two of you will get on well, especially if you don't do any more
ambushing." Colette advises with a teasing smile. 

 

"Excellent, as long you two keep the four-dimensional chess to a minimum this time?"
Andrea instructs mock seriously. 

 

"You make a chess joke one time.." Colette sighs dramatically. 

 

Colette shoves her shoulder but chuckles lightly. Andrea lights to exaggerate the differences
in their interest and intelligence. Her wife is a witty conversationalist in several different
languages and has an amazing grasp of world events. One of Andrea's former work's most
frustrating things schedules us that they were always interrupting some great conversation.
The part of Colette that will always be a shy geek will take pride in the gorgeous and
charming woman who is on her arm. Andrea makes the most difficult social situations easier
and more enjoyable. 

 

***



Calculation Errors. 

A mistake in the data or number sequences

 

"What the hell are you doing, Sweetheart? You know that you and Andrea can't stay in this
pattern forever. It's not fair on you all, the little one." her father asks testily. 

 

"Andrea Martel will always be a part of my life, Papa. She is your granddaughter’s other
parent. Flora loves having her as more a permanent presence; she looks at Andrea like she
hung the moon." Colette keeps her voice calm.

 

"I wonder where she gets that tendency from, Col?" her father says with a raised eyebrow and
a quick smile. 

 

Colette barely resists the urge to snap defensively and protect the strange state of her
marriage. Andrea is the perfect gentlewomen and works hard to do exactly what she
promises, being an active co-parent with Flora and learning how to connect as a family. Flora
is loving having both her parents around. Andrea doesn't push for their new relationship to
become sexual or physical. All their activities revolve around child-friendly activities. Still,
her parents pick up the pieces when Colette fell apart after leaving Andrea for the first time
with the baby. She cannot blame her parents for worrying and doubting such life choices. 

 

"I know you are trying to protect me, Papa and I will always value your support. Andrea and
I are in a strange place right now, but so are a lot of families. Flora is the centre of both our
words and will stay that way while we build everything else." Colette repeats the same
argument trying to keep everything on track. Their daughter, the tax agent, is known for
making sound and practical decisions. 

 

'Well, she is an excellent focus, Darling. Your mother and I will be here for you both,
whatever you need." her dad kisses Flora on the forehead. 

 

"I know that Dad and I are grateful for your acceptance every day. I know that having a
lesbian daughter with non-biological offspring wasn't part of your ideal." Colette says as she
picks up her daughter. 

 



"Not loving and accepting you was never an option, and I don't give if that is a double
negative. How can I be a faithful Christian and reject my child based on the social norms at
the time?" her father insists resolutely. 

 

"Dad, you know that your response is still largely in the minority, especially as I live
'openly'." Colette points deliberate air quotes around the term. 

 

"Well, your mother and I will take this on, lives work in our retirement." there is a smile in
his voice. 

 

"I love you, Papa." Colette leans down to hug and his him once again. 

 

Her parents took time to adjust to her orientation, but they were unwavering in their support.
It took them several resources and meetings with their priest to reconcile their faith. Colette is
grateful that her Dad keeps these issues private and even when it a few alliance meetings.
Colette is not a practising Christian anymore, but she still carries respect for the sense of
community. Flora will be accepting any particular religion unless she finds it when she is
older. Andrea still dutifully attends services with Colette's family on the holidays. 

***

 

Absolute Value 

 In practice, "absolute value" means to remove any negative sign in front of a number and to
think of all numbers as positive.

 

" Can I run an idea by you?" Andrea asks, her voice sounding both excited and nervous. 

 

"Of course, just let me put her down and we can share the wine and cheese." Colette offers as
she settles their daughter into her crib. 

 

"Let me know if she demands a second or third story. I'll do animal voices." Andrea calls
with a smile. 



 

Colette has been expecting this conversation for a while now. Andrea is true to her word. She
is financially stable and secure; much of her ASK salary goes into savings or Flora's fund.
Much of her glamorous lifestyle is free or a requirement of the job. She spends her time
mentoring Camile or making amends at Flora's day-care. Colette cannot and doesn't call their
meals or movie sessions 'dates.'. Her friends are still wary, but they are willing to make a few
group dinners. 

 

"What do you think about the idea of me writing a book of talent agents. One that talks about
the experience of being an agent, the wonderful, the weird and everything in between,
Mathias says that several publishing houses are shopping around the idea. There would be
more secure than the average aspiring novel. It could be a side project while figuring my next
career move?" Andrea asks, her voice trembling. 

 

"That's an interesting idea, but what is your competition? Is there a guaranteed advance? is
there a danger that Elise Formain suing you for libel?" Colette instinctively starts thinking in
practical and cautious terms. 

 

"There is no guarantee for new writers, but I have the right contacts and experiences.
Confidentiality will be a nightmarish sticking point, but industry memoirs are all the rage
now; there are ways." Andrea gestures to her bookshelf, which contains several. 

 

Andrea begins explaining the various options; she is careful not to give Colette the brush off,
which is marriage conflict. There is no assumption that Colette will go along with the plan or
take over most of the childcare. Andrea is firm in keeping up her domestic commitments; she
checks their joint calendar religiously and is available if Colette needs to spend extra hours at
the office. 

 

"My favourite part of the idea is that I will be home with our girl, most of the time." Andrea
leans down to tickle their daughter. 

 

They exist in this strange, between space. Her Dad isn't entirely wrong in his concerns; they
can't live in a bubble alone. Andrea Martel is the least likely person on the planet to live as a
housewife long term, even if it seems wonderful. It would break Colette's heart if Andrea
tries to date anyone else, but Colette still doesn't dare to ask for more. They are still dancing



around each other in faulty orbits, but they are slowly moving closer together. All Colette
wants is to know that the future is looking brighter. 

****

 

"What is this, Andrea?"

 

March 1st 2021 

 

Colette gentle opens the envelope glancing at the small card curiously. The only words on the
paper is a date. She and Andrea are having something close to an official date at a fancy
restaurant while her parents look after Flora. Andrea is charming, courteous and, opens doors
for her and listens while Colette talks about her workday, complete with the puns about
numbers and her boss's UST with his protegee. One thing that surprised Colette is Andrea
becomes genuinely invested in her friends' life and is quite happy being her plus one at
conferences. Colette feels both nervous and eager. 

 

"Well, I don't have your ability with numbers. This date is when Flora will be roughly five
years old, just starting the first-year-old primary school. I wondered if you would be willing
to marry me on that day, with our daughter as the flower girl? I know we haven't filed the
separation papers officially, but I still had everything to prove, to you, our parents and most
all myself. If we make it to where it can be renewal service, if not we can try again." Andrea
trails off, her eyes brimming with unshed. 

 

"Oh Andrea that sounds....I don't know what to say." Colette clutches the card to her chest. 

 

"It would be the easiest thing in the world to call on my old contacts and plan elaborate vow
ceremony tomorrow, with stars and starlight. However, that isn't what I need to give you; you
need my time to church with your parents, double dates with your friends from work, and
listen to conference presentations. In short being your house wife and real partnera to you for
awhile." Andrea's voice cracks over the last few words. 

 

"Sweetheart..." Colette begins reaching out to grab her hand, lacing their fingers together. 

 



"I thought that we could look into adopting a brother or sister for Flora; there is a space in
that present for another photo. You are such a natural mother, and I am growing to be a better
one under your guidance. I'll take the longer paternity leave next time." Andrea starts to
ramble incoherently. 

 

"Yes, I'll marry you with Flora as our flower girl; I want to have more children with you, in
whatever form they come to us. You are my wife, and I intend to remain as such. For the next
30 years or so, if that is okay with you? Colette leans over and kisses Andrea soundly. 

 

"Don't you mean 31 or 37 years, seeing as they are prime numbers and all. I do listen when
you ramble about your favourite numbers." Andrea says, affectionate as she brushes Colette's
hair back.  

 

On the table, there is a small box that is too long to be another ring box. Besides, Colette
feels an attachment to the beautiful wedding band Andrea selects the first time. Colette's
hands tremble as she opens up the delicate catch; Andrea looks equally apprehensive. A
beautiful silver locket glints in the light; instead, the small pendant sees Andrea and Flora's
photo, both beaming into the camera. True to her word, there is an extra slot on the opposite
side for another family keepsake. 

 

"Stay over with me tonight?" Colette whispers once she secures the locket. 

 

"It's Flora with your parents for the weekend, so you can catch up?" Andrea asks, eyebrows
scrunching together. 

 

"Yes, come over still." Colette says with a meaningful look. 

 

It doesn't take long for her brilliant wife to make the connection. Andrea's hands are
trembling as she puts on her fancy designer coat, and Colette ideally wonders if those heels
were a mistake. They opt to walk home, taking the long route beside the parks and light
show. Colette feels herself heat with a familiar surge of desire. However, there is nothing
frantic about the feeling; they are moving in the same direction. 

 

 





A Proposal in Stages

Chapter Summary

We don't know the canon timeline so this is my head canon for the proposal scene.

 

"If we commit ourselves to one person for life, this is not, as many people think, a rejection of
freedom; rather, it demands the courage to move into all the risks of freedom, and the risk of
love which is permanent; into that love which is not possession but participation." 

― Madeleine L'Engle

 

"Whatever you decide, Andrea, please don't let this be viral YouTube clip." 

 

Colette all but begs as she blinks up at her girlfriend from the expensive carpet of their semi
joint apartment. Colette regrets her pale skin many times, but right now, she worries that she
may look like a desperate ghost on her knees with an inexpensive platinum ring. Andrea
probably sees jewellery that is ten times more expensive every day. Colette feels her fingers
start to tremble. Thankfully Andrea doesn't run away; instead, she sinks to the floor, clasping
their hands and the aforementioned rings together. 

 

"What is this, Darling. I don't understand." Andrea sounds genuinely uncertain.

 

"I know that you are the star of much more grand displays, but I would hope the convention
speaks for itself, even to a veteran of the Parisian nightlife." Colette tries to joke, but her
voice trembles. 

 

"Colette.."

 



"Andrea Martel will you do me the honour of being my wife?" Colette repeats, working to
keep her voice firm.

 

In truth, Colette considers making a night of it a fancy dinner at an expensive restaurant. Still,
Andrea Martel expects and demands such a high standard for such displays in Paris; her
partner doesn't want to come off as a cheap imitator, besides Flora is still so young, they are
both in the bonding stage, and quiet dinners at home are the centre of their universe. The
great Andrea Martel never looks so beautiful in old PJs, and her hair is a complete mess. 

 

"I wish I could say that this ring has been in my family for generations, but it's not quite so
grand. Uncle Pierre is a jeweller and set our birthstones together. The dates on the back is
Flora's birthday... I don't believe in such things" Colette can feel the words tumbling. 

 

"Oh Colette, you are wonderful, My Darling, there is nobody I would rather spend my life
with than you and our daughter" Andrea works to blink back tears. 

 

Andrea pulls Colette into a fierce hug, who takes a second to relax into her arms. Then, she
rearranges their limbs to sit on the floor and carefully places the rings in question to the side.
They have expensive pillows and carpets. Colette absently sees the mess of child toys and
laundry that litters almost everything. There is a monitor on the table that crackles gently
with the sounds of Flora sleeping and moving around. Colette cannot help smiling at her
presence even when she is sound asleep. 

 

"That's a lot of words for a binary answer, Andrea."Colette warns with an almost sob. 

 

"I'm a member of a fairly elite club of 'Lesbians Who Become Accidentally Pregnant. This
whole situation exists in a grey area that even Mattias couldn't negotiate away." Andrea
presses a kiss on her forehead. 

 

"Isn't that all the more reason to have somebody to share the load? Why does the fact you are
on an unusual journey mean that somebody wouldn't want to take the path with you? Isn't
that what all your beloved screen writer's like to champion in their scripts?" Colette keeps her
voice gentle with effort. 

 



"Ask me again in a few months." Andrea pleads. 

 

Colette fears that they may not have the weeks or months to spare. France is good a
recognising same-sex union, but that does not apply everywhere, especially when there is an
active biological parent in the picture. She gets up from the floor and goes to tend to the other
Martel that has her heart. Andrea doesn't follow, which is both a disappointment and
profound relief. Colette will beat that she is pacing and muttering theatrically. 

 

It's a long and painful night, with nothing but parenting duties to ease the silence. 

 

 

***

"Nobody wants to marry someone like me."

 

"Evidence would put to the contrary considering somebody asked you in earnest not 12 hours
ago." Colette doesn't look up from the figures she is running. 

 

It wasn't a particularly pleasant night for anyone in the household. Colette feels like a fool
that her proposal didn't meet with enthusiastic celebration. Andrea still seems genuinely
confused by the whole thing but insists that she is not going anywhere. Flora is still a restless
sleeper and demands every ounce of their attention. They are having breakfast together,
filling in good items for new mothers; there is none of the usual easy conversation and banter.
At least Andrea is staying in one place existing on more than a cub of expensive coffee. 

 

"I am somebody who needs training wheels for this life, Colette. You have a life path in your
heart; I'm still trying not to cringe every time somebody calls me a mother with a little one to
care for; you may as well ask Arlette to run a marathon overnight. Please try to understand,
Colette." Andrea begs tears in her eyes. 

 

 

Colette doesn't understand, no matter how many times her rational brain tries to assert itself
over her chaotic emotions. Frankly, she is more than a little resentful that Andrea is daring to
have doubts. Colette is the one who was left to feel like a complete idiot on more than one



occasion. Colette has everything to lose if this relationship doesn't work; she burns many
bridges with friends and former girlfriends over this woman. Her girlfriend can physically cry
on Juliette Bouonche's shoulder, for heck sake. 

 

 

"Does that mean you need to stay in a holding pattern for a mythical time when you feel
ready? Will Flora be living for school? university?" Colette pleads. 

 

"Something like that, at least until my system isn't a flood of pregnancy and birth hormones."
Andrea laments, looking sad and uncertain. 

 

***

 

"I have a horrible track record; you know that better than anyone."

 

"I don't see what one has to do with the other, It's my choice to build a life with you and our
daughter. My commitment is fairly self evident over the last few weeks. Your daughter keeps
your same anti social hours," Colette still relishes saying that last part. 

 

"When I first messaged you on that dating app, I didn't dare to be anything but a bitch to a
charming, genuine woman. But, unfortunately, there are plenty of broken heartened women
behind the 'Hyena Ex-Girlfriend.' Andrea confesses. 

 

"Do you have a hand full of ex-wives like your former boss?" Colette challenges with an arch
look.  

 

"No, a few people who wanted to claim the mantle, but that was more for my access to a
particular lifestyle than anything else." Andrea confesses with a pained expression. 

 

"Then let me deal with your trail of ex and wannabe lovers as they come up. I'm not as
sheltered and nieve as that first dating app efforts imply." 



 

"I have said before that you have more emotional fortitude in your slightly bent little toe than
I will possess in a lifetime. You have an unwavering belief in who you are and what you
believe; few people are so lucky, even if they have the tax shelters to pretend happiness for a
while." Andrea replies. 

 

Colette is still on the high of having the baby here. However, there is still the insecurity that
she is not an official parent on record. The nurses treating her as much is gratifying, but the
legal threat still hangs around every corner. Moreover, the maths nerd loathes the idea of
leaving things at the whim of an erratic, egotistical man. On the other hand, Andrea has the
luxury of a biological tie that nobody would question, even with her ambivalence about being
a parent in the first place. 

 

"None of these arguments are convincing me to retract my original position, even if I could
do with having to restate such things on zero hours sleep and a demanding newborn." Colette
insists, her eyes narrowing. 

 

***

"I treated you horribly for most of our relationship, your were right to walk away on the street
that first time."

 

"That's your insecurities speaking, Andrea. You have been brutally honest with me since that
first talk in the jogging park. Let alone learning more about your bodily functions than I'm
entirely comfortable to know at the hospital" Colette gently hands Andrea the plate to dry. 

 

Colette still feels upset and insecure about this ongoing disagreement. However, the one thing
that gives her courage is that Andrea isn't running away, either physically or emotionally. She
keeps showing up for conversations, tries to explain her position, how much she loves them
both. Andrea's default position is to charm, flirt and seduce. Now she sits down and opens
herself up to vulnerability and hurt. The conversation over common chores is an ultimate
example of this new development. 

 

"Anybody can pretend to be halfway decent partner when we are in a little bubble with the
baby, soft toys and cards from wellwishers. Things will be different when I go back to work
full time, I lack the emotional intelligence to resist the temptation to do the easier task rather



than the right. Going to that party instead of meeting your friends is a prime example."
Andrea worries her hands together. 

 

"Do you think that any of your other colleagues would hesitate not to take leave and get up
every few hours to look after a baby with ear infections?" Colette points out. 

 

Andrea Martel may talk a big game about being selfish, ambitious, and other words often
said negatively about women. But, for the most part, her self assessment only tells part of the
story. In the two weeks since having Flora home, parenting is a true partnership in the best
sense. Colette likes being the primary caretaker and the feeling of growing a bond with both
mother and child. Andrea submits the attention with a fair amount of grace. 

 

"You are setting a fairly low bar for me to cross, Darling. Going through with this pregnancy
sort of mandates the care and feeding." Andrea points out logically. 

 

"Don't use official terms with a tax agent." Colette warns peevishly. 

 

"I listen when you ramble about work, even if my eyes close." Andrea tries to coax a smile. 

 

"I would appreciate if you didn't choose now to demonstrate that knowledge when you are
trying to argue against us having a future together. Next, you'll be talking about a reasonable
transition of assets." Colette comments drily. 

 

"That's not what I am doing..." Andrea protest weakly. 

 

"Perhaps you will always look for an excuse to prove yourself unworthy, rather than face the
hard work for the next three or four decades." Colette shrugs in resignation. 

 

Colette often wonders how one person can be such a curious mixture of extreme and
competing traits. Andrea Martel backs herself to take huge financial risks and negotiate a
million deals, but motherhood's simplest tasks feel like rocket science. Yet, not for the first
time, Colette relishes that she gave this woman another chance, if for no other reason than the



two Martel women need a third presence in their lives as they learn how to be with each
other. 

***

 

"Work will always be a priority, even with the baby."

 

"Andrea, you keep telling me things that I already know. To put it into professional terms, I
ran a risk calculation the moment I didn't tell my pregnant, philandering ex-girlfriend to go to
hell. You approve scripts for a living, how are you not putting together the pieces of this
narrative. We are going round in ciricles." Colette tries to get her voice calm. 

 

Colette doesn't deny the fact that she finds many aspects of Andrea Martel's personality
charming. She likes that they are so different, exist with different values and experiences.
Andrea makes Colette feel confident in social situations, charms her friends and brings
excitement and light to everyday life. In turn, Andrea gets a sense of security and calm at the
end of each day and week. Maybe she is the only one that has faith that they balance each
other well. 

 

"The talent agent industry does terrible things to marriage, more so than a relationship. There
is something about being the trophy, always being second best to 10 or 20 A list to B list stars
and the completely ridiculous hours. I could cite evidence from generations of people
at ASK, let alone other businesses in business distracts." Andrea looks down at her feet. 

 

"There are an exception to every rule, even the mathematical ones." Colette replies, her voice
unwavering. 

 

"Do I seem to like the kind who will go against that trend, even though I promise that I'll
never have a torrid affair with my much younger assistant, which is a weird right of passage."
Andrea tries to joke with a shrug. 

 

"Having an affair requires more time than you have available unless you will be on the
tabloids front page. So I don't see the point of this conversation, Andrea." Colette offers
quietly. 

 



"I'm afraid, okay. 'Wife' is the last title I expected to consider, much less in connection to
someone as wonderful as an opinionated tax agent with definite views on expense accounts.
The running joke at my first agency was that I was most likely to die alone with a cat."
Andrea explains. 

 

"You hate cats." Colette picks on the point for lack of a better starting point. 

 

"Until recently, I was firmly in the camp of never letting myself repeat Mattias's mistakes.
You are asking me to use quadratic equations when I barely remember how to do fractions all
the times' table. You are precious to me, and I am still afraid that a clumsy step will shatter
everything. Eva will sweep in and put the pieces back together." Andrea looks as if she sees
the scenario in her head. 

 

"Some things are worth the risk, even if it means losing everything. Should I have put that in
the ASK report?" Colette asks her tone brittle as she throws up her hands. 

 

***

"I will never stop you seeing the baby or being part of her life." 

 

"You have many flaws, terrible people skills and worse empathy, but you aren't deliberately
cruel. Flora is the light of my life, and there is no way you would take that away, even if the
marvellous Juliette Binchore comes out and proposes you run away together. 

 

"Juliette is hardly going to run away with me, Darling." Andrea genuinely laughs at the
notion. 

 

"But you don't have the power to guarantee that Flora could stay with me if anything
happens, Andrea." Colette says, her voice grave. 

 

" Not this again; you are her other mother. If I have to spend every euro in my portfolio, we
will design a custody agreement. It's tricky and difficult with your work, but we will sign the
documents together if you give me a little more time to settle things." Andrea pleads with her
for understanding. 



 

Andrea doesn't like to talk about their unofficial relationship with Hicham. She seems so
certain that the man will eventually sign the papers. Colette tries not to feel too jealous, but it
is hard to keep the dynamic from falling apart. Colette Brancillon is somebody that spends
her life with paperwork, documents and legally binding realities. Her goal is to make sure
that all the patterns fit. Not having such feelings in her private life is grating and painful. 

 

"Is it so hard to believe that even without Flora or all this madness, that I could what to marry
you simply because I love you and want to be your wife?" Colette asks, her voice barely
above a whisper. 

 

"Flora is my most valuable to use tax agent language, you have been upfront about the future
from the begining. " Andrea says defensively. 

 

"Don't be so insulting; you make it sound like I would be gone; if heaven forbid anything
happened during your pregnancy. Do you think I'm that shallow?" Colette is getting truly
angry now. 

 

"No! I'm saying that..."Andrea trails off for once; the clear and quick agent is at a loss for
words. 

 

"I love you, Andrea Martel. It's a shame that you see everything as conditional." Colette says
while wiping away a stray tear. 

 

Colette Brancillon retreats to the home office and starts playing maths games mindless on her
computer. The number patterns eventually become soothing as she pulls her mind away from
the disagreement and Andrea's rejection. Wanting a family as a lesbian in her mid-40s is not a
conventional path; Andrea is the first person to raise the point. Ex-girlfriends talk about her
obsession with fertility, too—however, it's a whole different level when an actual baby is in
the equation. For an egotistical agent, Andrea doesn't have a sense of worth. 

 

***

Colette Brancillon finally snaps at 2 am a week later. 



 

There is a thick tension between them, and Adrea spends more time at work and the celebrity
clients than at home. Colette takes her frustration out on the room they will turn into the
official nursery and space when Flora gets older. Andrea predictably spends too much time at
work, even though she is technically still on maternity leave. Colette is, in turn, sad about this
new arrangement and relief and not having to deal with comfortable silences. 

 

All their efforts to improve their communication style seems to count for nothing under this
new stress. Colette's only small mercy is that she didn't tell anybody in the Brancillon family
about her plans; there is no need to face such judgement. The ring stays in her pocket, feeling
like an impossible weight. They are lying together at the edge of their respective sides,
pretending to sleep. 

 

"Look, let's forget I said anything; you know that I'm sentimental, attached to childish
dreams. We don't need a piece of paper to be a family, at least until we need Hicham to sign
the final paternity documents. The part of me that still lurks at the edges of dating sites
doesn't want to hear why my ideas and dreams are stupid anymore." Colette stares at the
ceiling, letting tears fall. 

 

"Ask me again, Colette." Andrea's words are gentle but firm. 

 

"Andrea seriously, we don't need to go over this again." Colette argues, turning to face her. 

 

"Ask me again." Andrea repeats her voice loud in the dark. 

 

"What's the point? I'm not going twist you into a contract like the people at ASK do for a
sport. My heart may be on the line, but I do have pride and limits." Colette insists, trying to
read the other woman's expression. 

 

"That's not what you are doing, Colette. You don't have a manipulative bone in your body,
which is why we miscommunicate every few days. Conning people is almost my second
language."

 



"Andrea..."  

 

"The point is that you deserve a level of certainty that being called my wife can offer, even if
I don't think Mrs Martel is a title worthy of a prize. The truth is the part of me that is still the
daughter of villagers that I spend decades, and small fortune burying likes the idea of
building a family unit. But, unfortunately, it's a home town movie script I convince my clients
weren't worth their time." Andrea reaches out to bring their hands together. 

 

Colette knows she should argue more, make Andrea suffer for all her indecision, but the truth
is that she doesn't want to; they are both exhausted and struggling to communicate and
reconnect. Hurting Andrea Martel was never in her makeup, even when the feeling wasn't
mutual in their first and second attempts at a relationship. There has been enough arguing and
debate to last a lifetime. A talent agent and tax assessor are a massive gamble. 

 

"Andrea Martel, will you marry me and raise our daughter together?" 

 

They both need to be willing to take the chance of success or failure, with both options
frightening. 

 

"Yes." 

 

 

 

 



The Second Wedding

"I like the scientific spirit—the holding off, the being sure but not too sure, the willingness to
surrender ideas when the evidence is against them: this is ultimately fine—it always keeps
the way beyond open—always gives life, thought, affection, the whole man, a chance to try
over again after a mistake—after a wrong guess." 

― Walt Whitman, Walt Whitman's Camden Conversations

 

Our second wedding is different, so is my wife. 

 

Of course, after so many trials, we both take better care of the relationship and what holds
them together. Andrea Martel is true to her word and works just as hard at being a family
woman as she does her fledgeling manuscripts. Yet, she is the definition of a Parisian
businesswoman with ruthless ambition. Still, there is more dimensionality to the person that
comes home at a reasonable hour. My insecure side, who will always be a maths geek, fears
that she will grow bored. It hasn't happened in roughly 1800 days, but my heart still
clenches. 

 

"Whatever you are fretting about, I still have enough influence and power in the industry to
make it better. Heck, The Bionche offered her holiday place for our honeymoon." Andrea
calls from the doorway. 

 

"How can you be so calm? We are getting married tomorrow. Leave Juliette alone; she has
better things to do." I turn to glare at her accusingly. 

 

Andrea doesn't answer right away; instead, she pulls me into her arms for a fierce hug; my
familiar nervousness eases when she rocks us gently together. One of the defining features of
the last five years is that my wife is such a pillar of strength and calmness, refusing to let
fears, worries and disagreements get out of control. The talent seems to come to her as
naturally as breathing. I start to rely on her for the simple reason that she gives me every
reason to have faith. 

 

"I'm calm because marrying you again is one of the greatest honours of my life, and whatever
happens, we will still have the paperwork at the end." But, Andrea points out, her voice is



soft and tender. 

 

"It still feels like a big achievement to be our family unit, complete with all the dramas and
hurdles that you weren't quite able to leave behind from the ASK days. But, who would have
thought a shy tax expert and the most dramatic talent would go the distance?" I ask, leaning
back into her embrace. 

 

"Flora, obviously, and our daughter is a genius, so we should trust her judgement." Andrea
declares with absolute conviction.

 

I have to laugh at the truth in the statement. Flora was and remained the unexpected miracle
that brought and kept us together. Regardless of my decision to continue this relationship, I
am so proud of Andrea's decision to renew her commitment to motherhood. She no longer
sees Flora as an accident that disrupts her busy day but rather an important feature of her
every conclusion. Falling back in love with my wife was so easy because I saw that bond
growing.  

 

"I can't wait to be your wife again, Andrea Martel." I smile at the truth of the words. 

 

"Only a few more hours to go, Miss Brancillon. Now we should get some sleep, its going to
be a long day." 

***

 

The Guest List 

 

Andrea's guestlist looks different this time, with many ASK colleagues. 

 

I keep offering to have a bigger venue to accommodate some of the actors who still speak of
her so fondly, but Andrea is adamant that they can throw us an anniversary present or
something. She rather shyly asks her parents to do some readings on the day. My dad rather
bemusedly confesses that Andrea asks their permission to propose again, wanting to reassure
that she would do a better job this time. I think the whole situation is adorable. 



 

"Oh wow, you look beyond stunning, Colette." Camile looks like she is ready to swoon. 

 

"An improvement on my 'Mum of Two' jeans uniform, still glad I went with the flatter shoes,
though. I don't trust Flora not to need rounding up, especially when she realises who many
people are available to give her attention." I learn to look at myself in the mirror, giving
everything a critical one. 

 

"Andrea will marry you in your oldest painting outfit, and you have many honorary uncles
and aunties willing to round up the little imp." Arnette insists, gesturing firmly with her
cigarette. 

 

Andrea and I didn't subscribe to many of the old traditions for this wedding either. Neither of
us is wearing an elaborate dress or accessories; we put most of the budget into making sure
our guests have wonderful. Still, I want some nice photos to tell the children about when they
are older. After all, this is the first time Flora is old enough to remember such an event and
our first major undertaking as a family of four. Camille and Harve go into full pride in
wedding planning mode. Part of them will be hoping to milk the contacts, but their ambition
is understandable. 

***

 

The Location 

 

Our location revolves around keeping Sacha comfortable. 

 

Since becoming a family of four, going to some wonderful public gardens together has been a
trend. Flora loves the space to run, and Sacha enjoys people watching while we have a picnic,
so naturally, it seems logical to plan for an outdoor wedding at such a place. Andrea has
earnest conversations with both of them, talking about the comparative merits of different
locations. But, unfortunately, there isn't much that a five and three-year-old can contribute.
However, they seem to love being in on the act. 

 

"We could go barefoot on a day like today," Amalie suggests rubbing her belly
affectionately. 



 

"You are welcome to wear any shoes or none," I say, giving her an affectionate smile. 

 

My cousin and close friend are pregnant from a random hook-up with an ex-boyfriend. I still
feel a certain level of raw pain when seeing people become pregnant so easily. However, the
pain lessens now that I was so close to Andrea during her time with Flora. However, the
swell of her belly still makes me heartache a little. Andrea squeezes my hand tightly as if
reading my mind. Thankfully, there is much to do that day, so the topic changes quickly. 

 

"We need to get ready, ladies; there are only so many pre-wedding hours left, and our
timeframe is tight." Andrea encourages, shepherding them all as a group. 

 

"You want to show off our Colette as your wife again, even if you already have the
paperwork." Amalie teases, giving Andrea a teasing look. 

 

"Of course, but can you blame me? She is amazing and the sun is shining." Andrea beckons
to the space around them. 

 

I feel a sense of pride for the woman that will soon be my wife for a second time. Andrea
Martel works hard to be part of our lives together. There isn't any competition between us and
her phone anymore; no ringtones are echoing throughout the day. But, unfortunately, Andrea
often forgets her phone entirely while willingly turning down work if it gets in the way of
family time. 

 

***

The Theme and Decorations 

 

My wife is surprising lowkey when designing the flowers and ribbons. 

 

Truthfully she takes profound delight in being in charge of the whole thing. I am in line for a
major promotion at work, so I am quite happy to offer opinions on a cake and cloth in the
evenings. Part of me thinks that Andrea is taking the opportunity to create this event to



manifest our life and love. So I'm happy to go along for the ride. Everything comes together
on the day. The flowers glimmer in the sunlight, and the music hangs in the air. 

 

"You look so beautiful, My Darling. I couldn't be prouder right now." my mum is struggling
not to cry. 

 

"I love you so much, Mum. Thank you for always being there for me, even when the drama
quant was unbelievably high." I lean over to kiss her cheek. 

 

"Well, you didn't give us any trouble as a teenager; maybe you can make up for it. I'm glad
you and Andrea are in such a good place now. Flora and Sacha are wonderful." my mother
reaches for a tissue to dab her eyes. 

 

My parents couldn't have been better allies when I came out as a lesbian, but it wasn't an easy
process for them, and I love them more for that. Andrea Martel is still something of a
mystery, but my wife spends almost as much time trying to win them over as she does me.
Her steadfast devotion to our family and me has won everyone over. I think Mum enjoys
doing some of the more traditionally feminine things for her daughter.

 

"They are our entire world and the embodiment of all my dreams. I am a mother now, can
you believe it?" I gently brush away the tears, trying to keep my makeup from running. 

 

"Come here now; we don't want you looking like a racoon in the photographs." my mother
turns me around to face her, wiping at my cheeks. 

 

"Tears of happiness only." I confess with a broad smile. 

 

"Andrea know sees you for the treasure you are." Mum agrees gently. 

 

My mother knows better than to argue with me on that day, but she knows better than most
that my emotions around Andrea Martel were rarely that simple. There is still a surrealness in
knowing that all my dreams are coming true in the most unusual circumstances. All my safe



choices went out the window when it came to a maverick woman with a track record that
guarantees nightmares. 

 

***

The Bridal Attendants 

 

Our children are the centre of the event, as always. 

 

Sacha is still adjusting to being part of a stable family after much time in foster care.
Although the social workers warn us not to put a timeframe on him 'settling in', he still has
moments of doubt and uncertainty even after a year. Flora is, for the most part, a wonderful
big sister. We make sure that both the children will feature prominently and feel part of the
ceremony. Flora will be our ring bearer, and Sacha will walk us down the aisle. 

 

We do a dry run the day before, and Flora takes to her role easily and is willing to guide her
brother. The day is more fun than stressful, and the photographer takes lovely candid shots.
Sacha isn't wild about his gorgeous suit but a little impractical still; if the day is a disaster, it's
still better to have two children in our lives. So, Camille, Natalie and Arnette are all on
standby as honorary aunts. Mattias is pretty able when it comes to wrangling up children.
Fatherhood suits him the second time around. 

 

"You look so beautiful, Mummy," Flora says for the fifth time that day. 

 

The children insist on being part of every event in the bridal room and are sitting in the
corner, enjoying the first of their day-long snack menu. Flora looks like a beautiful
combination of both her mother and father, her ringlets almost touching her shoulders. My
heart always aches for the little girl I have spent nearly every day with since she was born.
Yet, the bond between us feels scared to me. 

 

"You look amazing too, Flora, Darling. Thank you for being such a brave girl today and
looking after your baby brother." I hold out my hands for a fierce hug. 

 

"Don't hold me so hard, Mummy." Flora scolds, starting to squirm. 



 

"Sorry, Dearest." I laugh before kissing her on the forehead. 

 

The music is starting to play; the notes float between the different areas. Andrea is friends
with the classical music group, and they are running through a beautiful playlist. Andrea is
getting ready at the other end of the venue, even though there will be few elements of
surprise. My parents will walk me down the rows to meet Andrea, both beaming with pride at
the event. Flora and Sacha walk in front of us, enjoying the attention and adoration for
everyone. Andrea looks at us like we are the centre of her entire world. I focus on counting
the steps to the alter to stop the tears from flowing. 

***

 

The Vows

 

Writing the vows proves to be one of the most difficult parts. 

 

Of course, all the familiar words of devotion still apply; we publicly offered a commitment to
each other again. I still meant every sentence, even if it takes Andrea a while to reach the
same point. Andrea was right when she said we couldn't just ignore everything that went on
and go back to being in love. Finding a way to capture such a sentiment in a few short
sentences is challenging. Andrea has an unfair advantage as she now writes for a living and
had a language gift long before that. My heart would always lie with numbers. 

 

"I am okay if you want to through in a few puns about prime numbers. There are enough of
your colleagues in the crowd to appreciate such things." Andrea promises with a genuine
smile. 

 

"That's so noble of you." I offer, looking up from the pad of papers. 

 

Truthfully writing the words becomes the most difficult preparation for me; subsequently, it
becomes something of an obsession. Everybody and their dog becomes subject to my
unexpected sources of inspiration. I'm still not entirely sure about the big day. But Eva
threatens to hold all my notes hostage if I make any more revisions. The words feel



meaningful even as I whisper them in my head at random opportunities. There is no way I
will get through the whole speech without crying, but that's okay too. 

 

Andrea smiles and reassures me that she would like the 1st and 800th versions equally
because I wrote them for her. It's a romantic sentiment but not overly helpful. The
photographer needs to pry the cue cards from my hands throughout the day. Truthfully
memorising words isn't that different from my love of the French tax codes. The physical
embodiment is more of a security blanket than a necessity. Still, standing beside her comes
too fast. 

 

"Andrea, people renew their vows and commitments for many reasons. For us, I believe we
found a new path together, one that complements our differences and strengths. Marrying you
now means just as much, if not more than the first time, now we are a family, and believe
ourselves worthy of the title." I feel the tears falling, but it doesn't matter. 

 

"Colette, I was better for knowing you five years ago, but now is the moment when being
your wife means more to me than you can ever know. Our children have the strongest
foundation with you as their other parent. I appreciate everything from lazy Sundays to the
eloquence of prime numbers. However, my greatest honour is calling you my wife again."
Andrea whispers, wiping at her tears. 

 

***

 

The Surprises 

 

Hicham Janowski becomes one of our closest friends. 

 

There is every reason for me to find our daughter's biological father a threat. He has all the
elements that I do not, social skills, charm, graces and wit. But, underneath those qualities, he
is also a thoroughly decent and kind man who, for a long and painful time, held my happiness
hostage. My friends were outraged on my behalf at Andrea's ongoing association when I was
doing the lion's share of the heavy lifting while my connection to Flora was still in flux. 

 



"Congratulates Colette again; I have a present for you." Hicham comes to stand beside me on
the dance floor. 

 

"Hicham, spoiling the children every year is more than enough." I try to protest as he hands
over an envelope.  

 

I am not a natural dancer and leave such activities to my wife and her friends; the first dance
was hard enough. Flora looks adorable in Andrea's arms. I am embarrassingly emotional
throughout the occasion, but nobody faults me, most of them knowing what Andrea and I
went through to get to this point. Andrea is not making a fruitless effort to teach our children
how to dance. Arlette is even dancing with that actor who always loved her. We move back
further so I can open the in relative privacy. 

 

"My selfish existential crisis when Flora was born cost you far more than you would be
willing to say. In terms of stress and emotional labour, with the threat of Andrea and I
clashing egos and leaving you to clean up the mess, on top of an almost fulltime job." he
sounds genuinely remorseful.

 

"It wasn't the best time, but that is all in the past now..." I try to deflect.  

 

"Let me do this, its nothing major or grand. In the envelope there is vouchers for the best
professional babysitting service in Paris, in case you need a few guilt free late nights at work.
Take it from a parent who fails more than once." he insists before closing his hands around
my fingers. 

 

"You gave me the best gift in the world. Whatever pain we went through was worth it in the
end." I whisper round the tight pressure in her chest. 

 

In impulsively reaching and pulling him into a hug, the gesture is unfamiliar to both of us.
The dimensions of his tall frame feel strange, but the affection still feels genuine. He trails a
hand down my neat hairpins before pushing me away gently, encouraging me to meet Andrea
on the dance floor. Elvis works as a DJ for the night, and we exchange smiles before Andrea
wraps her arms around me. 

 



"Should I worry that the two of you are conspiring together?" Andrea asks while pulling me
close. 

 

"Always, but we were only plotting in the best ways, now dance with me," I command
happily. 

 

Andrea is perfectly willing to follow instructions and the people surrounding to give us
space. Flora and Sacha are beaming at us from our parents' arms. I have no sense of rhythm
and the last five years, but Andrea has enough energy to make me seem competent.
Nevertheless, I cannot resist the urge to pull her in for a deep kiss, much to everyone's
delight. 

***

 

"Hey, Sweetheart, why are you crying? As a recovering hyena, I can tell the difference."
Andrea teases coming up behind me. 

 

I look up at Andrea, who is coming in from reading Sacha and Flora their third or fourth
story. We opt to delay our honeymoon until our son is in a better routine. Besides, there is
nowhere either of us would rather be than in this wonderful house as a family of four. My
new wife looks as beautiful in sleepwear as the dress. She smiles and wraps her arms around
my waist in an achingly familiar gesture. Crying destroys the last of the expensive makeup
the artists spends hours applying. Andrea reaches out and hands me a tissue. 

 

"You are going to think me, foolish." 

 

"Try me, but come to bed first; that last round of dancing did not sit that with my old bones.
Why did I think Harve was a suitable dance partner?" Andrea confesses while pulling me up
from the dresser. 

 

"Your ego, of course, not wanting to appear young in front of the youngsters at CAM." I lean
up and kiss her. 

 



The last five years have left their mark on this bedroom. Andrea Martel's love of interior
design gives way to the many practicalities of raising two young children, including less all-
white expensive rugs. As a result, most nights, either Flora or Sacha will make their way to
our giant bed, seeking comfort or attention. But, surprisingly, it is Andrea who does the most
night duty having the more flexible hours. It makes me smile still to see the prominent
pictures of her parents, the small town folk no longer hidden away. Instead, they are proud
grandparents and in-laws, if still a little distant. 

 

"I went on the dating site because the pool of available lesbian interested in tax agents in
Paris is vanishingly small, especially when you add in my social inadequacies. It was looking
increasingly less likely that this could be the result." I begin my confession as we crawl into
bed. 

 

"I should be grateful for those fools because it gave me a chance to find my way back to you.
It isn't a dream, Darling. You and I are here with me, and we have two beautiful children to
raise for the next few decades. That little tagline on that profile came true." Andrea reaches
and kisses me on the forehead.

 

"I have never been more grateful to your former agency for having such a tenuous grasp of
French tax and finance laws. You were so charming, witty and confidant in your identity; it
was like my dream woman came to life in a hostile setting." I lean back into her embrace. 

 

"If you ever need reminding that this situation I am more than happy to shout it from the
rooftop or hire a screenplay to adapt the story for the big screen." Andrea trails a kiss down
her neck. 

 

"Don't you dare, I have enough of such things going to premieres with you." I turn more fully
into her embrace. 

 

"Convince me otherwise." Andrea whispers against her skin. 

 

Now that is a task that I would gladly spend a lifetime accomplishing. 

 

 



 



Tax Appreciation

Chapter Summary

Still dyslexic - please be gentle :)

 

Genuine love is rarely an emotional space where needs are instantly gratified. To know love,
we have to invest time and commitment...' dreaming that love will save us, solve all our
problems or provide a steady state of bliss or security only keeps us stuck in wishful fantasy,
undermining the real power of the love -- which is to transform us.' Many people want love to
function like a drug, giving them an immediate and sustained high. They want to do nothing,
just passively receive the good feeling." 

 

Andrea Martel's wife is a tax agent. 

 

Many people like to point out the contrast between their lifestyles and personalities, but
Andrea firmly believes that those things are largely superficial. The idea that she has a wife,
who agrees to marry twice, is remarkable. Colette's profession is an asset to their relationship,
keeping her and Flora on track, even at the most difficult points when she was first born and
after the breakup. However, since they married for the second time, Andrea understands the
sacrifice. 

 

"Hey, what's wrong, Darling? Your 10 minutes was up three hours ago." Andrea asks gently,
moving into the room. 

 

Colette shouldn't be working from home. She is already pulling far too many hours in the
office, handling several high profile clients. Moreover, the senior management relies on her
more, especially now that everything comes together for her status as Flora's other mother. In
Andrea's humble Colette is the most talented employee on the books by far and away. 

 

"Sometimes I hate being good at my job, even me the case where I am dealing with nothing
but talent agents trying to hide their hotel rooms." Colette groans before rolling out her neck



with an audible click. 

 

"Well, I hope not since one of those arrogant agents was foolish enough to try and seduce
you." Andrea says, coming to stand behind her and pressing a kiss to her cheek. 

 

"You were very much the exception to the hard and fast rule. Besides any lesbian would
struggle to resist you, even when you are in hyena mode." Colette declares with a weary
smile.

 

"Thank you for seeing me at my worst and trusting me to better. Now why are you trying to
distract me? Tell me what the problem is and how I can help, besides shutting down your
computer and leading you to bed." Andrea teases tenderly. 

 

"Can you get me some coco, please? I promise to finish soon." Colette blinks owlishly at her. 

 

Andrea sighs, knowing that this is a sure sign that Colette will sink into a work rabbit hole.
So instead of going back to bed, Andrea makes the second coco and grabs one of her
favourite books, settling into her favourite comfy chair. Andrea has no idea about the
intricacies of Colette's work or the pressures. However, sometimes her wife likes to talk
through problems. Being a listener doesn't take much time, and Colette appreciates the
support. 

 

"You don't need to stay up with me, I promise these calculations won't take long." Colette
says absently. 

 

"I can either be here with you or in bed worrying about you here alone. Feeling guilty about
all the times I put you through these feelings alone while I pandered to the egos, including
mime." Andrea opens her book at a largely random page. 

 

"I love you." Colette says softly. 

 



Andrea Martel smiles at how the evening light and the expensive light fixtures capture her
wife's profile. She remembers that sentimental conversation with a former client about her
moments with this woman. Colette looks impossibly beautiful, swimming in an oversized
sweater and more physical calculators than any tax agent or maths geek needs in life. This
situation would be one of the few times she envies actors and the ability to convey such
messages in an impactful way. 

 

Andrea wouldn't be daring to write a screenplay if it wasn't for getting a second chance to
make things right. 

***

 

"I need you to help me make taxes cool." 

 

To their credit, Harv and Camille manage not to mock her for the language, merely blink at
her waiting for more information. Despite all the rivalry and competition, the key
components of ASK are still friends and go to each other for advice and support. Camille and
Mattias are working together as close father and daughter. 

 

"It's flattering that you think we have that power, but I can see 899 problems with that
project. Is this a pitch for your new reality show? Are testing a pitch on us?" Harv seems
genuinely delighted by the prospect. 

 

"No, I'm being entirely serious on the prospect. My wife and her colleagues are working
insanely hard, and they get nothing but hate from the public at large.  

 

"Your wife has a bad day at work, and your solution to design a whole campaign around
appreciating people in her workforce? You do realise that she took you back right?" Camile
asks softly for clarification. 

 

"Our Andrea got sick of chasing every eligible woman in Paris and lays her heart at the feet
our a tender-hearted maths geek, we know this story already. We are the same that way, with
my Jean Gabin" Arnette acts board, but her eyes are alight with interest. 

 



"You are not comparing my wife to a terrier mix." Andrea blinks at her disbelievingly. 

 

"There are similarities but we can talk about that later, focus on the point to this request. My
time is valuable now." Arnette waves her hand dismissively. 

 

"Yes, team, we have a few weeks to get this done if we want to tie into the most difficult
time. There is no way to perfect the timing, but the gesture will be appreciated." Andrea tries
to keep the nervousness from her voice. 

 

 

Andrea Martel doesn't understand how she becomes so lucky to keep these people as friends.
But, unfortunately, none of them, except maybe Camille, are good at maintaining a
friendship, so these things are still somewhat fragile. There were too many tensions and
competitiveness. Andrea feels like she is pushing the limits by asking them here to do a
project on the books. Her love for Gabriel as her best friend is still strong, but the last few
years at ASK have taken their toll. But, of course, they all like Colette. If nothing else, Andrea
can rely on that to get them through. 

***

 

Colette faints in her arms and not in a fun way. 

 

Andrea flies up and guides her back to the chair, but the danger is there. Colette is pale
naturally, but this expression brings it to another level. Andrea tries to remember the vague
instructions from the first aid cause they took them when Flora was born. 

 

"My head hurts, Darling." Colette whispers 

 

That confession is a worry; Colette is prone to tension headaches and low blood pressure.
However, she generally keeps everything under control with pills and regular appointments.
She rarely complains so when she is huddling against Andrea; something must be serious.
Andrea presses a kiss to the temple and starts muttering comforting words. Colette is tense
and hot. Andrea rearranges their limps into a more comfortable position, thankful for the
expensive carpet. 



 

"Here is what's going to happen; we are going to stay here for awhile, then I'm going to tuck
you into bed. I'll call the office and say you have a migraine. Don't protest, you are working
insane hours and nobody can deny that, I'll take care of you for the day." Andrea whispers,
stroking Colette's hair. 

 

"I can't figure it out," Colette replies, her brows coming together again. 

 

"That problem will be there when you feel better." So Andrea argues it is the same tone she
uses with Flora. 

 

"Sometimes I wish that people could see that we are not the enemy and that working with the
agents is the right course 99.99% of the time. But, unfortunately, all people are doing by
doing these elaborate charades is delaying the inevitable and causing more work for
everyone, including their poor admin assistants." Colette sighs, trying to stretch her
shoulders. 

 

"Is it too late for me to apologise for the shenanigans that ASK pulled? If it helps, you had my
attention within the first 10 minutes of the meeting." Andrea smiles gently 

 

"You had other redeeming features, I didn't stick around just for your wit and pretty eyes"
Colette smiles gently. 

 

"No, there wasn't redemption on show, not for the first few trips, but I'm working on it. You
must be tired if you are you are using such a 'dramatic' number as you call them." Andrea
raises an eyebrow in question 

 

"I know ask me again in the morning over a strong coffee and hug from our daughter."
Colette advises sleepily 

 

"That seems to be the way to negate many things in this marriage, the best investment I made
then, both the baby and the expensive machine." Andrea declares in a triumphant whisper. 



 

Andrea Martel doesn't have all the answers about making a long term relationship successful;
most of the time, she overcomplicates the simple or overlooks nuances. As a result, Colette's
parents still find her baffling. However, the one firm rule is that she listens and tries to show
up to big and small things. She was getting better at knowing what Colette needed the most
when her stress and uncertainty were too much. 

 

***

 

The former ASK team rallies in record time. 

 

Andrea feels her heart clench with pride when she sees their ideas. It may not be the biggest
or best campaign globally; it doesn't need to be; Andrea doesn't need it to have a global reach.
She enjoys the idea that Colette and her colleagues do not feel like the enemy. Andrea feels
guilty that she was one to have similar thoughts at one time. Self-development for love is not
the height of enlightenment is a start. 

 

"Okay, you ask as to perform a near miracle, and it was more interesting than I thought,
though you owe me tickets to several showings that you made me miss for your love quest."
Harv complains as he pulls up a presentation on the big screen. 

 

"Yes, that goes without saying; put in your requests in writing to my email. The point is to
help Colette feel better before this coming tax session, I truly do appreciate the extra hours."
Andrea holds out her hands expansively. 

 

Andrea realised immediately that the team had read her hastily put together briefs. The work
that they put together is nothing like a regular campaign for a star, none of the overt pomp
and ceremony designed to stroke the ego. Instead, there is an acknowledgement that tax
agents as a whole and Colette, in particular, is not somebody that actively seeks attention and
recognition. Nevertheless, there is a way to do softer initiatives that underscore wider issues.
She hopes they don't get requests from the government to write their publicity; this is strictly
a one-off. 

 

"So we a good to tread a careful line, not wanting to glorify the work of big government,
none of us with our respective new endeavours can afford to draw too much controversy.



However, we can point out that there are human and practical reasons behind the agents'
work, even for business people who think they are above such gestures." Camille begins 

 

"At first, I thought Colette was an exception to the rule, but going down this rabbit shows me
some lovely people, especially those in trouble, like young actors." Harv holds and hands
over his heart with a soft smile.  

 

"I tell you these people can be almost fun at conferences, its not so much of hardship being
Colette's plus one at these invests, great investing and life tips." Andrea agrees with genuine
affection. 

 

Harv obediently picks up the narrative again, trying to hit many notes in a small timeframe.
Andrea has trouble keeping up the fast speech, but she gives the general idea when he
highlights when he starts showing short videos and wireframes for the small website and
hashtags. Colette will appreciate the sense of humour and the share amount of number and
maths references. 

 

She also wonders how she will top this gift next year; it will be fun to try once their
anniversary comes around. 

 

***

 

#SomeTaxesWork 

 

It's a clumsy hashtag, but Andrea is out of practice with designing campaigns. Andrea Martel
loves working on her manuscript, but she adores the rush of finding a way to get the message
across, making people go for the big-budget contracts. Camille, bless her over eager soul, is
starting to have visions of trying to save the world. Arnette chain smokes and teases her
about being in love for the first. Andrea would be offended if it wasn't true. 

 

This project becomes more interesting and engaging the more she digs into, the finer points
of tax evasion, not the trusts and companies that almost everybody utilises, but the cynical
moves to pay zeros tax when there is still a great need. Andrea is still proudly a member of



the elite, but some of these historical cases are ridiculous. She is trying to get the finer details
of an infographic. She finds inspiration at strange times between regular work.

 

"Does the heroine get the girl, Darling? You have been working on that script for a while?"
Colette calls softly from the door. 

 

"I am working on something different now, a surprise for you. Of course, the heroine gets the
girl; how could I not when you gave me the ultimate second chance?" Andrea turns and gives
her a beaming smile. 

 

Andrea Martel is a deeply cynical person, has been since she left her small town and built a
new life in Paris, and for the most part, she values this attribute. Still, there is something
magical about making Colette smile in that brilliant way that she never thought she'd see
again for a long time, much less daily. She will say every sentimental thing that springs to
mind if it makes Colette happy. 

 

"Our daughter is restless tonight; you may need to soothe the insomniac in training. Then you
can come to bed and tell me about the happy ending." Colette instructs teasingly. 

 

"Well, why don't you go to bed and do maths equations in your head or whatever helps you
relax. Don't think I haven't noticed the hours you are putting in, Darling." Andrea offers,
pressing a kiss to her forehead. 

 

"Have I told you likely that I love you?" Colette asks, learning into the gesture. 

 

"Yes, but that doesn't mean I object to hearing it again; I couldn't be luckier to call you my
wife. Now the other light of my life demands my attention." Andrea laughs softly before
heading to the room 

 

"Don't let her convince you to stay up all night, half an hour will be fine." Colette instructs
before giving her a stern look. 

 



"Yes, Ma'am. I can't say that we won't fall asleep together, though, her bed is surprisingly
comfortable." Andrea agrees with a sheepish smile. 

 

Andrea Martel still doubts her ability and wisdom as a mother most of the time. However,
every time she sees Flora smile or looks up at her, things feel right again. Flora is becoming a
wilful toddler who enjoys being the centre of attention and soaks up stories and knowledge in
a way that makes her smile. Their spare room is now a reflection of her many interests and
Colette's flair for design. 

 

***

 

"We are people tagging me in videos that thank tax agents?"

 

Andrea is careful not to look up while completing her nightly routine. Likewise, Colette
doesn't sound angry or frustrated, merely curious. But, of course, the former talent agent had
no intention of hiding the campaign from her wife; after all the whole idea was for Colette
and those like to receive an acknowledgement. Still, Andrea was deciding on strategies when
the news broke. So maybe it's better this way when they are both relaxed in their PJs. 

 

"That's because I have been setting the wheels in motion to have tax agents get the
recognition they deserve, that not all taxes are overblown; many do great good, including
cases like ours with Flora. I had the money to throw at the problem; many do not." Andrea
explains, giving her a sheepish smile. 

 

Colette is speechless and comes further into the room, a mixture of confession and tenderness
flickering across her face. Andrea is suddenly nervous that she pushed things too far or that it
wasn't appropriate not to check in about some finer details, whether she needed to put in
more and about prime numbers or something.

 

"It's not going to have massive reach; the idea was to target the centre of Paris, the people
that give you guys the worse grief." Andrea hurries to explain.  

 

"Oh Andrea, this is one of the loveliest things anyone has ever done for me. You even
managed to find some prime number puns. Did the ASK team to help you put this together?



Those look like Harv or Natalie's design skills." Colette asks in wonder while pointing. 

 

" They saw my wild idea through to reality, like old times. Gabriel even pulled some strings
with old friends and got a few shoutouts. I know that you call my your 'glamourous wife' who
Flora will take to show and tell, but you do you want to know something?" Andrea asks while
moving so they are sitting closer together. 

 

" What that, My Darling?" Colette replies, giving her a tender smile. 

 

"Flora is going to be equally proud of both her mothers not, because you will teach her to
love numbers, though I fully expect that to happen. She is going to recognise the important
work that you do behind the scenes, the long hours, the thankless tasks. Flora will see it all,
far earlier than I did." Andrea feels herself rambling as she reaches to kiss the other woman. 

 

"I couldn't love you more, Andrea Martel." 

 



Paperwork and Promises

Chapter Notes

CW: Panic Attacks and Support

It has been rediscovered.

What? Eternity.

It is the sea fled 

With the sun.

 

Sentinel soul,

We whisper confession

Of the empty night

And the fiery day.

 

"I know that my efforts to be the perfect wife and mother were not easy for you." 

 

"What are you thinking about now, Darling? I thought therapy and self-analysis were for our
weekly sessions couple’s therapy. Did I not do enough to wear you out, losing my touch?"
Andrea asks sleepily. 

 

It's the first night after Andrea's second proposal, and Collette can't keep her mind from
whirring, even if she is impossibly happy, the words and the implications behind them.
Andrea commits to building their life together and expanding their family. While these last
few weeks make her feel confident it is different when she puts the words towards a specific
date. 

 



"I want you to know that I intend to pull my weight when building a second marriage. There
was no way our respective pain should have become so painful that we were taking it out on
each other and the family we were putting together piece by piece." Colette replies softly. 

 

"If I know anything about you, Colette, it's your level of commitment; few people have stuck
by me through my accidental and chaotic pregnancy, we were hibernating together. As a
result, we lost the ability to communicate. You'll get top marks in our therapy sessions,
Darling." Andrea frames her face and brushes a stray hair from a flushed cheek. 

 

"Years of experience on that front. The insecure part of me is always struggling to measure
myself against some standard, including being the best wife and mother to the child I never
expected to have; with the Hicham  mess, everything became about keeping you both in a
death grip. Don't talent agents joke about the neuroses of the 'First Wives' who don't adjust to
the lifestyle?" Colette asks with a shaky smile. 

 

"Well, the leaders at ASK were terrible examples of that stereotype, but Matthias and I are
learning to make the best of our second chances, complete with listening when our loved
ones speak the first or eighteenth time you ask for help.”

 

"A part of me likes watching you own the room, everywhere from Flora's school to the most
expensive restaurant. It's easier to breathe now that you seem current family happy with your
life and not looking for a way to change or challenge things." 

 

"I don’t regret a single thing. Admit it, I make excellent arm candy at the tax conferences."
Andrea teases coaxingly. 

 

"Oh, that was never in question, even when you were at your most hyena-like chaotic mess."
Colette smiles sweetly. 

***

 

First Day At School 

 

Flora looks beautiful on her first day. 



 

Colette dreams of being a mother as far back as she can remember, and little moments like
these were everything. As is the new routine,  there is no fight with Andrea about detaching
from her phone or rushing between meetings. If anything, the former talent agent and
fledgling writer is more into the process than she is, right down to taking far too many
photos. Their parents and friends need only so many angles. 

 

"We are going to be late, Darling." Colette tries to pull her away gently 

 

Andrea doesn't seem to hear her and flitters around the room, seeking a favourable angle and
fusing over Flora's hair. Their daughter seems to take after the former talent agent and doesn't
mind the attention. Colette has to admit that her wife did a fantastic job picking out the look,
complete with a shirt that pays tribute to numbers. Flora has been in the running towards a
S.T.E.A.M  from the beginning. 

 

"Just a few more, you know that Hicham takes his role as favourite uncle seriously." Andrea
bargains with a beaming smile. 

 

"I think he got the first 600, Darling. We don't want to lose the opportunity to meet with the
parents and start assigning volunteering roles." Colette looks at her watch pointedly. 

 

"You mean now that I am your stay-at-home wife and domestic goddess in all but name?"
Andrea teases, but she obligingly gets up and starts packing her wallet.

 

"I know you like testing out that title; now you aren't working 22 hours a day for the creme of
Parisian celebrities; it might not be accurate, considering the successful writing career and
television scripts." Colette points out as they leave the house with Flora between them. 

 

"I have a 'job' now, not a vortex of demands that made me a caricature of the Andrea Martel
who first came to Paris, looking for the big city. I worked harder for the title as your wife and
would do it all over again, coming back to the simpler structures, including being a wife."
Andrea replies honesty. 

 



***

 

 

First-Day with Sacha 

 

Their son means everything to them. 

 

Sacha officially becomes their son today after a long and exacting process. 

 

For a long time, Colette was sure she wouldn't be a wife anymore,  because of Andrea's
obsessive devotion to her clients. Now they were opening their home to another child. But, of
course, adoption means that it happens slowly and in stages. The order and administration
appeal to her as a tax agent and numbers geek who loves to build structure. Now it feels like
the finish line and the starting point simultaneously.

 

"Are we going to be late, should we take the other car?" Andrea has a death grip on the
steering wheel. 

 

"Darling, you love me for many reasons. But please trust me when it comes to time
management and routine. Remember, in the lead-up to Flora's starting preschool, there were
charts and codes for all appointments." Colette places a comforting hand on her thigh. 

 

"We must make a good first impression; nothing is certain. Sacha has been through so much
uncertainty, disruption and disappointment. We can't be another loop in that chain." Andrea
explains while shooting her an anxious look. 

 

"Our appointment isn't for 90 minutes, Andrea. We will be sitting in the car park for 60
minutes; take a few deep breaths, and I'll take you through the bullet points we raised for the
staff." Colette continues while mirroring the breathing pattern. 

 



"I keep telling myself that we are in a strong position and have a good connection with the
court services and fostering team. However, the nightmare scenarios are still pressing on my
shoulders. What if they have a parade of my ex-girlfriends speaking about how terrible I
am?" What if our.." Andrea begins again. 

 

"Your past and present relationships have no bearing on your fitness as a parent or worthiness
as a family. Besides, you confessed all this to our case worker in exhaustive detail.
Thankfully, Richard seems to have experience with such anxiety and is LGBT+ positive and
seems to have a niche at the workplace." So Colette reminds Andrea, not for the first time. 

 

"There were those times that I was on film shoots and buying rare mangos for an actress's
daughter when mine was struggling with a chronic ear infection." Andrea suddenly looks
horrified...

 

"Flora's other parent was there, complete with medication and instructions from her
paediatrician." Colette points out helpfully. 

 

"I lied to you about having work when I was napping in my office and making Camille lie for
me." Andrea's words are frantic and fast. 

 

"Andrea, I love you, but a full accounting of your sins is not what we need right now. None
of those attributes or tribulations is on trial; we are here today to become Sacha's parents
officially. There is nothing that you could say or do right now that could make me think I
made the wrong choice in that coffee shop, when you were such a conflicted mess." Colette
keeps her voice stern. 

 

"I keep temporarily forgetting that you have seen me at my absolute worst inside and outside
of therapy settings. Okay, panic over, lets meet our son." Andrea draws a steady breath. 

 

****

 

First Weeks As A Family of Four 

 



Andrea is a different mother. 

 

Colette was painfully away of how unplanned Flora's conception was, and her wife's
adjustment to motherhood was equally chaotic. Colette learned to wear the sling and deal
with the sick and endless milk stains. Andrea Martel could never let go of her image with
glamorous but impractical outfits and the celebrity lack of a discernible sleep rhythm. A
small part of Colette is still waiting for the familiar arguments to begin again. 

 

"Stay in bed; I'll grab him and start the coffee maker. You are looking pale enough to rival a
ghost, is your headache still a monster?" Andrea presses a sympathetic kiss to her forehead. 

 

"Yes, but don't you have the manuscript to finish?" Colette asks while blinking at her
sleepily. 

 

"Hush, the publishers, know we are on parental leave; a sick wife is excuse enough." Andrea
insists while leaving no room for negotiation. 

 

Colette always manifests her stress physically; it has been that way since her earliest
childhood memories. She fainted before spelling bees or had dizzy spells before public
speaking with stress rashes. So there is little surprise that such aspects manifest with the
stresses of adjusting to being a family of four. Making sure that their attention is even
between Sacha and Flora. Each child's needs are so different but demanding. 

 

"Flora has a spelling bee on Friday; she wants to go over the flashcards, struggling with the
silent 'e'." Colette does her best to sit up but falls back uselessly. 

 

"Hell, I am the master of words; there are awards and everything, watch, I’ll be the champion
of flashcards and highlighting." Andrea moves to tuck the blankets around her. 

 

"You get annoyed when she is learning English because you think French is the far superior
language. Don't argue with the teacher, Flora is only nearly 6." Colette instructs while
struggling to stay awake. 

 



"I will save my commentary for the new year, sleep Darling; your dad trusts me with your
favourite soup recipe. The children and I will wake you in a few hours." Andrea gets up from
the bed. 

 

"I love hearing you say that, our miracle family." Colette feels her eyes close.

 

"Hey, there is no divine invention, it was hard work and some serious therapy hours." Andrea
protests with a laugh. 

 

****

 

First (Second) Anniversary 

 

"The truth is we shelled out far too much money for a fallacy, I  never stopped being your
wife." 

 

Colette observes as they sit in the fancy restaurant that one of Andrea's former clients owns.
Surprisingly, the celebrity vanity project is doing well and has great food. So naturally, they
dress up for the occasion, and Colette wears most of the jewellery and accessories that her
wife has given her over the years. 

 

"True, but predictably it took me far longer to become a wife that you deserve and a full-time
parent." of course, Andrea is always willing to take on the blame. 

 

"I always had more faith in that then you did, right in our days on that stupid app and
opinions about my opening gambit. I promise that running away to get your attention was a
one time trick." Colette reaches out and tangles their hands together. 

 

"Well, even if I didn't have the novel's worth of paperwork that connects our life even further.
My calendar is full with being your plus one to tax conferences for the next five years. There
is a special colour coding and everything." Andrea points out with a beaming smile. 



 

"Hey, you better believe I'm going to have a weekend away with my gorgeous wife and write
it off as a business expense." Colette leans over for a kiss. 

 

"Well, isn’t that what I said in the first place? That we are working to corrupt each other in
the best ways. You give me a healthy respect for the government recommendations and taxes.
I, in turn, am proof that fun is a skill to learn." Andrea gestures between them encouragingly. 

 

"Please don't use that word too loudly; it makes people in my industry break out in hives; my
social media does have the occasional flex for my cousins in Canada." Colette grins at the
idea. 

 

"Not that I didn't think your number jokes and support of junior tax agent wren’t adorable,
but my wife deserves the praise." Andrea says with absolute conviction. 

 

"Camille and Harv are adorable in their support, hashtags and pride emojis. My parents are
doing their best to keep up with the lingo." Colette replies. 

 

"Well, I did give birth to our daughter on the floor of our former building, so there is a certain
level of connection and sentimentality. But, of course, I was miserable without you and went
into detail on the topic, regardless of how voluntary my audience was, credit self-preservation
for the likes and shares.

 

***

 

First (Very) Bad Week 

 

Parenting is relentless hard, and complicated. 

 

Colette may have wanted to become a parent for a long time, but that is not the same as
having naive views on the subject. She would still juggle a demanding career and domestic



routines in the best possible scenario. The complexity of adoption and rebuilding a marriage
that is a little wonder things get rocky. Sacha is struggling to settle and is getting very little
sleep. 

 

Their careers and lives are not going to slow for new family lives. Colette has an important
client to review, a big achievement for the company. Andrea has an early meeting with a
potential publisher who likes the script for her new possible show. 

 

"I'll trade you a screaming toddler for a little girl with a fever." Andrea appears already
draping a muslin over her shoulder. 

 

"Good luck. Has Flora's temperature gone down at all?" Colette asks softly. 

 

Colette feels her knees sag with relief; having an active partner in these moments means so
much. Their family has roots and foundations now, and Andrea looks like any other parent
with little sleep. They are a team. Sasha is screaming near her ear and stiffly resisting her
efforts to comfort him. Andrea moves her hands and takes his weight, murmuring. 

 

"A little, but our girl still feels horrible and restless. You might be able to coax a story before
she goes to sleep." Andrea advises with a kiss on her forehead. 

 

"You know it's the real family thing when you deal with relentless screaming, minor aliments
and endless loads of washing. So you have my permission to miss your old life of parties and
exotic tasting menus under the stars, just a little." Colette holds her thumb and forefinger in a
demonstration. 

 

Instead of answering, Andrea begins walking around the room, talking to Sacha and slowly,
their son begins to settle and rests his head on Andra's broad shoulders. Colette can say for
certain that her collarbones are strangely comfortable. Yet, when she turns around, an oddly
serious expression replaces the look of wonder. Colette blinks in surprise but stills in the
doorway leading to Flora's room. 

 

"Yes, there are so many things I could be doing now, including attending parties in exotic
locations or chasing the high of a great deal. But the pain of losing you was unique and



reshaped everything my every notion of contentment, selfishly I would do almost anything to
avoid that feeling." Andrea cradles their son protectively. 

 

Colette's heart clenches at the romantic words, but she knows that Andrea wouldn't like to
make a fuss or a scene. Besides, their children come first, even when she feels like swooning
like an anime character meeting their crush. So instead, she returns the beaming smile before
slipping into Flora's room. Their daughter holds out her arms, looking sick and fevered. 

 

"I am here, My Darling." 

 

 

Colette knows that she would do all these moments a thousand  times over. 

 

***

 

"I need you to breathe, Darling." 

 

Colette has no idea how she ends up on the floor. One minute she carefully sorts through the
latest  for Sacha's social worker. The next, she is on the floor, cradling her knees in the
furthest corner. The mechanical movements of anxiety attacks happen on autopilot. Colette
had them regularly during Flora's first year but slowly eased when things got better with
Andrea. It turns out anxiety was only dormant, not gone for good. 

 

"Colette, can you talk to me?" 

 

Fortunately, Andrea doesn't seem to want an answer to the question. Instead, she folds her
long, lean frame beside Colette as if she has nothing to do beyond hanging out on their carpet
that needs replacing. The tax agent does her best to inhale the tightness in her chest. Andrea
starts to rub gentle fingers against Colette's tight fists; Andrea continues the running
instructions about, breathing, following a rhythm. 

 



"I don't know what's..happing." Colette breathes into the rugged silence. 

 

"We don't need to work on that right now. Let's focus on feeling better." Andrea gathers her
into a protective embrace. 

 

Colette can feel her body relax in degrees, starting with her chest and relaxing diaphragm,
and then her limbs moving from the hunched position. Andrea works to untangle her limbs
before guiding Colette's head into her lap, running tender hands through her hair. There is no
need to talk for a while as Colette starts to feel better, at least physically. 

 

"For a second, I was right back, being Flora's mother but not having the official paperwork.
All the desperation, lying to my boss, obsessing about Hicham 's decision. It turns out that
this heartbreak is still fresh; what if something goes wrong with Sacha?" Colette whispers her
deepish fear out loud

 

"Everything is going well so far, with all that paperwork and the visits from the social
workers. Still, whatever happens we will get through it together, as a team." Andrea whispers
without stopping her tender touches. 

 

"I know that truly, but chronic anxiety doesn't leave much room for negotiation. Friends from
school can never figure out why to work in such a dry field within the dessert; that is tax law.
It's hard to explain that I enjoy bringing companies between the lines, saving them and the
government money. Colouring outside the line was never fun; try not to faint from shock."
Colette smiles ruefully.  

 

"Hey, we managed to make your review of ASK pretty fun, right?" Andrea asks teasingly 

 

"I would like the record to reflect that you were my first case of corruption or anything close
to it. You aren't even in the top ten power lesbians who have tried to charm either." Colette
reveals with a cheeky smile. 

 

"Oh, were any of them on the OUT 100 list or anyone that I would know?" Andrea asks,
raising a curious eyebrow. 



 

"Do you mean are they part of your web of ex-girlfriends, friends and conquests? It's not for
me to say some of my work has non-disclosure clauses," Colette quips back. 

 

"I'll get it out of Joc; he has a weakness for strong whisky. Are you feeling better?" Andrea
traces her cheek softly. 

 

"Can you ask me that in the morning after a long sleep and with the paperwork?" Colette asks

 

"Of course, do you want to stay here for a while?" Andrea offers while leaning further into
the wall to prove the point. 

 

Colette can only smile.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 



A Time Away I
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"It was the time when they loved each other best, without hurry or excess, when both were
most conscious of and grateful for their incredible victories over adversity. Life would still
present them with other mortal trails, of course, but that no longer mattered: they were on the
other shore." 

― Gabriel García Márquez, Love in the Time of Cholera

 

Her new life is far from boring.

 

Andréa Martel will not never claim to be part of one of those morality plays or string of bad
but watchable 90s romcoms that the world seems to copy from America. The ones where rich
people learn the value of the 'fish out of water' trope, learning the strength of community. Her
previous life gave her plenty, including financial security and the ability to stay in a
ridiculously expensive part of Paris and support her family and potentially the rest of the
town. 

 

Not to mention a mid-life abrupt career change and unplanned baby.

 

Andréa loves the challenge of convincing Colette to spend a little money at the end of the
official tax session'. Which she now knows is a misleading term; agents work year-round. It
helps that Colette has always wanted to visit this historic hotel along the coast, with
impressive wildlife and weather. 

 

Leaving Flora and Sacha, their grandparents, was a whole different exercise. Thankfully,
Sacha settled well and is thriving in their reviews with social services. 

 



The former talent agent is determined to enjoy these two weeks. 

 

"This is my wife,"

 

Even after their second wedding and renewed connection, Colette doesn't lose this adorable
habit. There is a hint of pride when she introduces Andréa, anywhere from that recent tax
conference or a birthday for one of Sacha's new friends. It's a gentle ritual, and many people
know her as a spouse and mother rather than Juliet Binoche's agent, who throws elaborate
parties. 

 

"Your wife is a rockstar, Andréa. She earns this holiday after holding the office together for
the last two weeks." Johnny, another tax agent, shakes her hand enthusiastically.

 

"I intend to; you'll have to call on someone else for a while. It was hard enough to leave our
work phone behind." Andréa agrees, gently guiding the woman in question 

 

"Johnny is exaggerating, I was lucky enough to break a big case we have been working on for
years. It was satisfying but a group effort for sure." Colette whispers once they are out of
earshot. 

 

" Couldn't have been worse than your time at ASK and those mysterious assets, right?"
Andréa nudges her shoulder. 

 

"I received many benefits from reviewing your former agency books and have fond
memories of that illicit apartment. Still, it didn't offer too much of a professional challenge.
The founder had all the enthusiasm to commit numerous crimes and tax evasion with Paris's
best but none of the talent and discipline to make it happen. There are people that treat
avoiding paying fair tax as a life calling or a religion." Colette confides as they wait for the
valet. 

 

"Well, I'm pleased that we were mediocre enough not to create more of an ethical dilemma."
Andréa replies dutifully. 

 



"I thought you would banding any talk of work in general, much less my current victories.
Holiday - no work zone." Colette asks curiously, putting quotation marks around the agreed-
upon terms. 

 

"Well, we aren't officially on holiday yet. This night revolves around getting you away from
your adoring fans, playing the trophy wife, and talking you up to the boo's husband. The
holiday starts in 90 minutes or so, Darling." Andréa glances at the watch that was a gift from
Colette. 

 

"I love you." Colette leans up and presses their lips together for a lingering second. 

 

 

Andréa feels relaxed now; other couples and small groups gather outside the conference
venue. Nobody gives them a second glance; she likes the idea that they can have countless
evenings where they support each other and meet mutual friends before spending time on
holiday, complete with a collection of photos of the children to share with strangers as
prideful parents. 

 

"I love you too, and we will have the best time for the next two weeks." Andréa declares
triumphantly.

 

***

 

"Wow, how did you find this place, Darling?" 

 

Andréa loves the look of wonder on her wife's face. Thankfully, everything plays in her
favour. The sun shines and streams through the large sliding doors leading out to the balcony
with a spectacular view. There is a mixture of salt and fresh flowers in the breeze. Colette
kicks off her sandals and sinks her bare feet onto the warm runners on the slate. 

 

"One of my former colleagues was smitten with the idea of working so hard to get a second
chance at love. Of course, he is on his sixth wife and eight engagement, so he may be in love
with the idea of love." Andréa leans over and kisses her cheek. 



 

"I would ask you who, but my lack of celebrity knowledge would only disappoint you."
Colette declares as she walks slowly around their large suite. 

 

"Being a talent agent isn't always working with people who make the headlines; people can
be surprisingly successful in more character and behind-the-scene roles. Let me give you a
brief tour of the place and a rundown of our plans." Andréa wraps her arms around Colette's
waist. 

 

"No, can we just stay here and stare at the view? I'm sure everything will be amazing, along
with any plans you have. My brain is still adjusting to not crunching numbers and reviewing
spreadsheets." Colette leans back into her embrace. 

 

Andréa agrees, wishing she could do more than the largely whimsical 'Tax Appreciation'
movement. People and businesses put government agents through hell for doing their jobs.
Andréa and ASK were surrounded by people willing to avoid their obligations, often using
endless countries, companies and contracts. She would go back and do things differently if
she knew the burdens placed on Colette and her colleagues. At least her wife isn't doing this
alone as she did during their estrangement. 

 

"Of course, let me know if you need me to delete any Excel apps from your phone if you
need to balance the children's expenses for the next decades." Andréa teases lovingly. 

 

"Hey, my brilliant and beautiful wife will be in a swimsuit and sundress, and nobody wants
anything from me for the next 14 days. Nothing will be less tempting than redoing the family
spreadsheets." Colette presses a kiss to the arch of her neck.

 

"I packed all your favourite variations of my wardrobe; feel free to ogle to your heart's
content. I promise we aren't joining any tourist groups or social events. However, Camile and
Arlette want a few photographs of their office friendship wall. They have had an investment
in our family since I gave birth to Flora in the ASK lobby." Andréa reminds her 

 

 

 



***

They hibernate for a while. 

 

"I am sorry, Andréa. You have gone through so much effort for a fancy dinner." 

 

Colette looks near tears at the idea as she blinks up at her wife from the coach, her eyes
heavy with sleep. Andréa doesn't respond; instead, she returns to the bedroom, challenging
back into casual holiday comfort. She takes out the pins, holding her hair in the fancy twist.
Colette has enough energy to smile at her appreciatively, but the tax agent won't be awake for
much longer. 

 

"What you talking about? I was obvious during our early life together, but that is not the
same as being oblivious. You always crash after the height of the corporate tax session. The
restaurant will still be there tomorrow or next week. I got too excited when planning our
travel itinerary." Andréa shrugs as Colette snuggles closer. 

 

"I love how excited you are for us to have a holiday; I'll be ready to sneak away anywhere
once my body recovers from working so much. People have forgiven me for the unscheduled
leave when Flora was born, if only because she has a little desk in my office." Colette smiles
and leans closer. 

 

"You mean the corner office promotion that was at least a year overdue." Andréa declares
proudly. 

 

"Thank you for stopping me that day in the park. Heartbroken version of me wouldn't have
done much beyond sulk and tried to avoid my friends setting me up with their accountant or
the daughter of a family friend. I swear if they could have arranged a meeting between me
and every queer tax agent in Paris, it was only a matter of time before 'Make Colette Happy'
became an office team-building exercise." Colette confesses sleepily. 

 

"ASK did that for a while, but ambition got in the way. Mum and Dad are still overwhelmed
with the idea that they have a daughter-in-law who is understandable to them. Complete with
family values and games nights." 

 



 

 

***

 

Colette lasts a little over 36 hours but reaches for the real world. 

 

"Do you think we should ring your parents again?" 

 

Andréa hides her smile as she surveys the fruit platter they share on the balcony. Colette
sleeps solidly for the whole night, and Andréa curls up in the chair opposite and works on her
manuscript. Her wife is so peaceful after the long few days and weeks. Thankfully, she no
longer has a phone with an upset celebrity that rings at all hours. 

 

"No, we shouldn't; Flora and Sacha are having fun in the village with distant cousins and
Martel relatives. They don't need us hovering around from a distance. Remember, we made a
deal to let them venture further from the nest, knowing that we could swoop in at any point,
complete with flashcards and endless supplies." Andréa declares grandly. 

 

"Then I guess you will need to distract me then, My Darling." Colette challenges teasingly. 

 

"Follow me, I have the chef on my side for your favourite tropical drink." 

Andréa declares 

 

Colette may have firm feelings about the differences in their income, even after Andréa left
the lucrative industry. Their respective investment portfolios are at different stages, and
Andréa can live comfortably off the interest. Still, she likes finding small ways to show
appreciation on this holiday, including learning her favourite holiday meals.

 

Colette threads their hands together and walks to the bar.

 



"I am going to plan our next holiday, the next anniversary or if I ever dare to let the children
go away for camp or something." Colette insists, giving Andréa a planning look. 

 

"Of course, I am looking forward to the flowchart, insurance paperwork and 20 emergency
plans." Andréa brings her knuckles up and kisses them softly. 

 

"I'll start looking into things when we get back; having a family means finding ways to use
my leave and not taking too much overtime." Colette replies 

 

Andréa wishes she could talk to that actor again and let him, now that she got her dream
back. All the moments of vulnerability and difficult self-reflection were worth it for the
payoff. Arnette often comments on what she gave up and balanced for her life as one of the
few women in the industry. Andréa is glad that she decided to look at other paths. 

***

 

Their days are long and relaxing. 

 

"We should come here with the children, probably not the expensive hotel room. The idea of
destroying such expensive carpet." Colette declares while walking along the beach. 

 

Andréa Martel is still getting used to a slower pace; her mind is not racing a mile a minute.
She isn't juggling between schedules and time zones; people want her skills and expertise.
Still, the level of demand is lower without the constant threat of walking away or
renegotiating contracts. Mattias and Camille are still in the game, and Andréa doesn't envy
their long hours. 

 

"As if you wouldn't take the opportunity to take Flora and Sasha everywhere." Andréa teases
knowingly. 

 

"You raise a fair point. My time as Flora's semi-parent did some good; I did all the logistics
reading, including practical ways for 20 different stain disasters." Colette laughs mockingly. 

 



Andréa tries not to wince at the reminder of those terrible and chaotic months when custody
was still uncertain with Hicham, and she was trying to pretend that her life wasn't changing.
Only now can she look back with compassion for what Colette was trying to do with her
attentiveness. They had endless miscommunication during that time, and it took years of
therapy to make things different. 

 

"Hey, you were never anything less than a full-time parent."  

Andréa declares firmly 

 

"I know, but the foundation feels so much stronger now that all the paperwork. Let's plan for
something during the school holidays; let Flora see some of the places she loves to learn
about during story time. Sacha will go anywhere his sister goes, now that we will be both be
working something close to regular hours." Colette declares hopefully. 

 

"Sounds like a plan; maybe we can invite Hicham and Elvis since they will be in the area?"
Andréa asks tentatively

 

"Of course, that would be wonderful."

 

The relationship with Flora's biological father is still tentative, but Hicham is true to his word
and doesn't contest anything further. All he asks for is the occasional photograph and a
meeting when he is in town with his child. The connection is fragile but grows stronger as the
years and milestones pass. 

 

***

 

Colette is starting to relax. 

 

Andrea is so thankful for this holiday. Colette has been getting worrying pale after spending
so much time in the office; all that fluorescent lighting isn't good for anyone. Colette covers
herself in layers of sunblock from ethical sources. Andréa floats over and holds out her hand,
and they move around the private pool like a pair of otters. She resolves to take plenty of
photos for the scrapbooks that both their parents insist on keeping. 



 

"Is this better than a random make out session in a party pool with a cheap flamingo floaty?
with an ambitious, wantable actress?" Colette asks teasingly. 

 

"There isn't a scale to measure the improvement; people claim to be comfortably numb, but
for me nothing could be further from the truth in my case. This second chance is worth any
life change." Andréa promises as she gazes up at the sky. 

 

They could spend many days like this; Andréa breaths deeply, listening to the sound of the
sea, the wind rustling in the trees, and the birds circling overhead. Her therapist points out
that since she left home, Andréa centres Martel's identity around moving fast and avoiding
self-reflection; now everything is slower and calmer.

 

"Just don't get any ideas about us being a 'Vanlife' influencer couple with our children
travelling Europe. We are both city people raising children who enjoy living in Paris and
visiting the village to see their grandparents. We don't have the making for a major life
change, and I like the office and stable internet." Colette turns her head, giving her an
uncertain look.  

 

"Please, I would be a terrible influencer. Can you imagine how many of my bitter exes and
flings would come forward to denounce such a wholesome image and theme song? Everyday
life is hard enough."  

 

"Well, that's a relief; we should take a few cliched sunset shots with our names in the sand.
Gabriel and Camile might want some more ideas for that latest campaign. We are going to
spend time when your next script is in high demand or gets produced with the next great
studio." 

 

"Sounds perfect to me, but I may be your trophy wife for a while yet. There is fierce
competition now that people are enjoying the backstage antics of French talent agents."
Andréa says thoughtfully. 

 

"Not gives it the same flare as you do, My Darling." Colette declares loyally 

 



"You read it for the queer and lesbian women, which is a good enough reason as any." Andréa
teases.

 

"Feel free to run any new stories ideas by me." Colette agrees quickly. 

 

"I would write my vows again to call you a muse in every sense of the term, if I write novels
every dedication will be do that effect. " Andréa whispers with a catch her voice. 

 

***

"Will you do dance with me, Andréa Martel?"

 

Colette has the hopeful and shy aspect to the question, as if they aren't spending the rest of
their lives as a family of four. If she is seriously going to write a script and manuscript, there
will be many words to erase the doubts lingering. Colette will always be somebody who lives
with anxiety and self-doubt. 

 

"You don't even need to ask. Have you had a good day?"   Andréa asks as she accepts the
outstretched hands.  

 

"Of course, it started with Facetiming our children before visiting some of France's most
beautiful places; after the worst of tax season, I couldn't ask for anything more." Colette sighs
happily and rest her head on the taller woman's shoulder. 

 

Andréa swallows hard against a sudden rush of happy and tender tears. There were so many
moments when she never thought this would be possible. 

 

"I still maintain that you could learn a little from my celebrity adjunct life to have a few
bigger dreams, a holiday in the remotest place in the world? A jewellery selection for every
anniversary?" Andrea whispers into her ear.

 



Of course, she remembers that frantic time running down the street and trying to convince
Colette to stay. Andréa doesn't regret the tangled path that led them here, with Flora and
Sacha. Still, the depth of the love is at a different level, both Colette as a beautiful woman
and the person devoted to their children. There may be a chance to get Juliet Binoche to
attend their twentieth wedding anniversary. 

 

"A holiday with you is enough; don't you dare start planning a grand gesture. A second
wedding is plenty to build dreams on, within a reasonable budget." Colette declares firmly. 

 

"OK, we can have soft, calm moments. I'll even let you triple-check my tax returns for the
rest of my natural life and whatever career changes that entails." Andrea pulls her wife
closer. 

 

"Please, it took considerable willpower not to add tax codes into the vows. Jack and the
others have a bet on which one I would use. There were at least 11 drafts. Colette holds up
her finger and thumb apart to reinforce the notion.

 

"I think that should be a mandated activity before our holiday ends. Tell me each version of
the vows, complete with cute little anecdotes that will be acceptable for our parents and
colleagues alike." Andréa pulls back only to give her a pleading look. 

 

"Maybe one day, I promise they are not all that interesting. There were scraps of paper from
my stationery." Colette's shoulders shake with silent laughter. 

 

"Hey, you have more emotional intelligence in your little toenail than I will have in several
lifetimes. If ethics and alike didn't bind our therapist, she would say the same thing. My first
chaotic efforts at reconciliation are proof enough of that, Darling." Andréa disagrees
confidently. 

 

"The jokes about the geek getting the glamorous model from Paris almost write themselves,
but you get grumpy when I point that out, even affectionately. Perhaps you can build that into
one of your scripts?" Colette teases with a knowing smile. 

 

“I’ll have the outline by the end of our holiday.”
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