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         They say that every straight woman’s dream is a real man with stubble who smells of the outdoors and sweat. Each to her own. I have always preferred a certain finesse when it comes to my love life. That is why I was very interested in the “French opening” (my publicist jokes are always bad) at the office of one of our sister publications in Paris. I applied, and to my great surprise, I got the job.


My meeting with Paris was a disappointment at first. The streets were filthy and crowded, and it seemed like French men didn’t have that natural elegance that I had come to expect. I worked at a modern, chaotic, and loud office. It might have been anywhere in the world; there wasn’t much that reminded me of the magnificent Versailles. But then I met my superior.


He was a little above the average height of a man, wearing a loose fitted black suit. He was surrounded by a faint, comfortable aftershave. I quickly valued that the bulge in his trousers was anything but average. He seemed to give me just as good a rating. I stood out from the crowd in this country as a tall, well-proportioned blonde with big, firm breasts and generous curves. When he asked me out for dinner to “get to know me better”, I didn’t hesitate to say yes.


His secretary, Fleur, overheard our conversation. Later that day, she walked past me and said quietly, “I have to warn you. Michel hits on every new woman in the editorial office, but he dumps them as soon as he gets bored.” 


I looked at her. She was beautiful with her long, dark brown hair, and plump lips that suggest that she might’ve been wronged. “Don’t worry, maybe I will dump him first,” I smiled and walked off.


The dinner with Michel was excellent. It seemed to be one long foreplay without him even touching me. Combine his piercing eyes, innuendos, and fleeting smiles, and it was hard for my pussy not to throb with delight. But I managed to keep up appearances and agreed to his invitation to have dessert and coffee back at his place. When we walked out to the cab, he put my coat over my shoulders as if it was an expensive Sable fur cape.

         I felt my body tingle from his light, casual touch. I could barely control the shivers that ran through my body. It was hard to control the intense anticipation I felt. Yet, I managed to keep a straight face and casually stroll inside Michel’s flat. I stood still and looked around for a moment. Now we’re talking. The flat had classic Parisian decor with tall walls and elegant proportions.

         Michel had decorated it in a Harem style with Moorish carpets, and red, glowing colours splashed on the walls. Heaps of pillows were on all the floors as a giant fireplace stood regally in the corner. Michal came out from the kitchen with two cups of coffee and a bowl of strawberries. “Do you want strawberries with cream?” 


         “Excuse me? No, thank you.” 


He smiled. “Very sensible of you. Cream and strawberries can be used for other things. Do you want me to show you?” 


         I met his teasing, sparkling eyes and knew he was challenging me. “Do it,” I answered him.


He undressed me slowly and lifted each piece of clothing off my body as if they were holy and blessed after covering my body. He took his time and folded each piece of clothing more carefully than I ever bothered to. He ignored me as he put the clothes down on the floor. This slow, passive form of a striptease tormented me to the point where I struggled to breathe, but I resisted begging him for more.

         My main concern was that my panties would be soaking wet by the time he got that far. I also worried if I’d have an orgasm just standing there without even his hand against my skin. I had only just bought the underdress. It was heavy with thick silk and delicate lace. He lifted it off me while avoiding touching me as much as possible. But still, sometimes his hands brushed against me.

         I twitched with each light touch as though he had hit me. I could hear myself breathing heavily, but Michel ignored it. When he finally seemed satisfied with the folded underdress, he turned towards me one more time. I felt I had gained points when his eyes widened.
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