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         Andrea sat down on the soft bed in the hotel room and looked out through the little window. Outside, the streets of Montmartre wander up to Sacré-Cœur and down to Pigalle. She let out a sigh when she thought about how beautiful everything was and how happy she was that they had decided to take this trip together. James was lying comfortably on top of the covers on his side of the bed with one leg crossed over the other and with a book in his hands. Andrea had her back turned against him, but she could imagine exactly how he must look, lying there.

         His dark and messy hair was continually falling into his eyes behind his glasses, blocking his view and his long, muscular legs looked good in a pair of dark chinos. He was wearing a short-sleeve shirt that he had found at a flea market that they went to in Copenhagen a year ago. And not to mention his deep red and plump lips that were always moving slightly when he was reading, he almost whispered every word of the text. It was those whispering lips, his charm and his incredible sense of humour that she had fallen for eleven years earlier.

         He had been sitting at a café in Malmö, reading just like that when she saw him for the first time. She was buying a coffee on her way to a blind date that a friend of hers had set up without asking her. She had seen his lips move as she passed him with her headphones in her ears.

         “What?” she said a little bit too loud.

         She had taken her headphones off and he—James—had looked at her with a confused expression on his face.

         “Did you say anything?” she had continued, and he had started to smile, still confused but also amused.

         There had been no doubt that they were attracted to each other. They had both felt it. And maybe that’s why Andrea sat down at his table that day, leaving her blind date alone in the pub where they were supposed to meet. James reached out and wrapped his arms around Andrea’s waist, pulling her out of her memories, into reality. Back to Paris, the full bed of the hotel room and his arms. She laid down next to him, and with her cheek resting against his firm chest, she inhaled his masculine scent of cotton, tobacco and sweet sweat. He sniffed her neck and buried his face in her long hair.

         “I love your hair” he whispered into it.

         She turned her face towards his and then they kissed. Both of them held their breaths. It was close now. Soon they would make love. They had both longed for intimacy, sticky skin and steamy kisses. They felt so comfortable in each other’s arms, and they knew exactly what turned the other person on, what took them to the edge. It was so safe, so dull. As they lied there in each other’s arms, they both hoped that something would happen. Anything.

         Of course, none of them said this out loud, but when they heard a knock on the door and their complimentary bottle of wine arrived with room service, they both felt relieved. After that, neither of them picked up where they had left things. Instead, they drank the red wine, ate some cheese and planned the following day. They had made a long list of all the things they wanted to see, all the restaurants they wanted to visit and all the parks they wanted to walk through. It was dark outside when they had finished the wine.

         Both of them were tired after their travels and Andrea started to get ready for bed. The room was warm, and James felt gross and sticky. When Andrea was already in bed, he shouted, “I’m having a quick shower” over his shoulder and closed to door to the bathroom behind him. In there, he looked at his reflection. He removed his glasses and put them on the side of the sink. His image in the mirror became a bit blurry, but he could still see the contours of his abs and how his dark hair ran from his broad chest to his belly button and into his briefs in a straight line.

         He slowly let his briefs fall to the floor before he stepped out of them. He started the shower and let the water run for a while. Then he got in. The cool water felt nice against his hot skin. He moved his hands over his face, let them wander further down and let out a loud sigh. Andrea was lying in bed, waiting to hear the sound of the shower. When she heard the water, she kicked the duvet off and hurried to her suitcase where she dug out her little vibrator. She needed to relax. Her body was tense and a nice orgasm was just what she needed after a long day of travelling.

         She got back under the duvet, listened for the sound of the shower again and started the vibrator. With one hand she pulled her panties to the side and placed the vibrator against her clitoris. The vibrations made a warm feeling spread throughout her body. The vibrator pulsated against her sensitive skin, and if she closed her eyes, she could almost pretend that it was someone’s warm and rough tongue that made her feel so good. She smiled and returned to her fantasy—the one fantasy that she always used when she was masturbating and wanted to cum quickly.
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