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         Mathilde was uncomfortable. Last night, as the clock had struck eleven, her childhood friend Stephanie had called her up and invited her to meet her new boyfriend over cocktails and dinner. So, this critical dinner would take place tonight, and the poor, young girl didn’t know what to get the two lovebirds. She didn’t want to make a blunder, because Stephanie’s new guy, a pretty boy with dark skin and azure blue eyes was, according to her friend, nothing short of an actor working in pornographic cinema.

         She had already seen a few movies of that genre, even though she preferred the more “traditional” movies, and the first thing that came to her mind was the disproportionate size of the masculine attributes. She went around in circles in her room, trying to come up with a present that was simple yet pleasant to receive. Being as awkward as she was, she feared her gift would allude to sex, even indirectly. She wondered if those men and women, operating in the sex industry, talked only of this trifle or if they had other conversation topics. Did they bring everything back to sex? Were they always making naughty remarks?

         Was any word that had the slightest sexual connotation picked up to bring the subject back to sex? Trying to rid her mind of those ludicrous ideas, she dug her head into her hands. How stupid was she! These people were like anybody else, apart from the fact their job was still a little taboo and obscure for the non-initiated. She could have had a plumber for a boyfriend, and the man certainly wouldn’t have talked about plumbing during dinner!

          
   

         It was late morning when Mathilde pushed herself through the Parisian crowd in search of a present. Wearing black jeans and a t-shirt with a printed Union Jack on the front, stretching over her enticing chest, she went into a wine shop and came out with a reasonably priced vintage Grand Cru. She went to the hairdresser to get her hair cut, thinned, and coloured. By the end, a magnificent jet black with hints of blue had replaced the mousy brown. She wanted a bit of change.

         She took a detour by a little park not far from her place, to get some fresh air and look at the ducks pouncing at the bread crumbs thrown to them by an old man with a face marked by time. The weather was beautiful on this spring weekend. A strange thought came to her mind. How many people, at this exact moment, were having sex behind all those walls ensuring their privacy? On a planetary scale, millions, tens of millions, maybe even hundreds of millions… She caught herself smiling; a brilliant smile made even prettier by the superb sunny day. She felt all tingly.
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