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    An Evening with Marc




     




    It is Friday evening, and I am sitting on my sofa with Marc Tremblaine. He is naked and lying on his stomach. His face is hidden, resting on his fore-arms, and I am stroking the muscles of his shoulders. I like the feel of him, the strength and power of the muscles in his shoulders and his back. I like his strong masculine legs, and his sculptured bum.




    He enjoys being the centre of attention and, if he were a cat, he would be purring. I lead him on, and am rewarded by contented sighs. I am free to stroke him as I wish, to run my hands into every secret place as I sit and wonder what will happen next.




    I suppose this story truly began a while ago when the three of us - Françoise, Marie and myself Noëlle - came to work for a certain international company with a large campus in Montrouge. Marie is the only true Parisienne of the three of us. Françoise and I are both country girls. We all started work about the same time and became friends. We would lunch together and, as the Metro did not reach into Montrouge then, share the walk back to Porte d’Orleans station at the end of every day.




    Françoise is an exciting woman; confident, full of life and always ready to share successes and problems with us. Men gather to her, because she is attractive and has an air of sultry sexiness. Her main difficulty is deciding which one she really likes, and she seldom appears with the same man twice running.




    Marie is completely different. She has a fragile, classic beauty. She wears her dark hair collar length, framing her face. Her deep, thoughtful eyes seem to study you without disclosing her opinion of your weaknesses. In truth, she is very shy and it takes time to gain her confidence. We know she is the smartest of us.




    And me? I am just ordinary. Nothing remarkable or beautiful about me, although now I have taken myself in hand, I am beginning to have a reputation and some select men are finding their way to my door.




    Perhaps I should introduce the other important character in our story now, but I think I will let it (it is an it) wait until I explain its place in the scheme of things.




    So what brought me the chance to play with the elegant, flawlessly tanned (note this is February in Paris) and completely depilated body of Marc Tremblaine? This is how it happened.




    A month or more ago, Françoise and I went for lunch at Le Rond Point on the Place Jean Jaures nearby. In summer we would have chosen to sit outside and watch the world go by but today we needed the warmth inside. We looked for Marie and, before she noticed us, saw her sitting alone, looking at nothing and with the weight of the world on her shoulders. She pulled herself together to welcome us and set about ordering. We all took salads but instead of water, Françoise insisted on wine, a sauvignon blanc we have recently discovered, a Marlborough from New Zealand. Even that failed to cheer Marie, and so we set to work on her.




    “Come on, Marie. What’s up? You’ve got a face like winter rain.” Françoise did not believe in keeping troubles to yourself. “Something at work? They’re going to make you wear safety boots in the office?”




    Only the slightest smile, so work was not the problem. “Your cat?” I asked. “He didn’t come home this morning?”




    “Your mother,” tried Françoise. “She’s nagging you for grand children again.”




    Not her mother. “Come on, Marie. You can tell us. You’re in love again, right?” Bingo - she concentrated on her plate to avoid us. I kept nagging. “You’ve got a man in hiding, but he’s hurt you.”




    When she looked up, her eyes were wet. Françoise dragged her chair around to sit closely and put an arm around her shoulders. Marie turned to bury her face against Françoise’s neck.




    I felt shocked. Marie, the smart one, who never did foolish things and was always in control of herself. Françoise and I were the ones who got into trouble, who ran out of spending money or made fools of ourselves over ratbag men. Not Marie. She was meant to set an example and take care of us.




    “Tell us about him,” said Françoise. “What’s his name? Do we know him?”




    Marie sniffed and searched her bag for tissues. “You do. It’s fucking Tremblaine.” Marie never swears.




    Marc Tremblaine. That surprised me. What can I tell you about him? Well, first, you have to understand our company. It has a culture all of its own. It might be the twenty-first century, in the most liberal and socially advanced country in Europe, but the sexual revolution has yet to touch us. Sure the company is a great employer, with exciting ideas and great pay and conditions, but there is a streak of misogynist arrogance running through its upper levels. If you want them to take you seriously, you have to have worked your way up from the field. You must start as an engineer, working overseas in the worst of conditions, and then you must progress to be a leader of engineers in the field.




    Given most of our locations are in the Third World, women just don’t get to enter the race. They might be on the front lines as soldiers in Afghanistan, but the engineers in our outposts are male. That is where you start on the path to senior management, and workers in the service departments back home are left to the side.




    If a young man looks promising, he is brought to Paris for a short assignment, to let the managers have a good look at him before he is assigned to management at a regional centre or one of our technical facilities.




    There is another faster path to follow. If the man is good enough, by which we mean if he is close enough to the senior managers that he could have been their son, if he dresses well and speaks excellent French, he is treated as a Golden Boy. A future leader, a vice president or even president for the years to come. The company might be full of clever, enterprising women but the continuation of our cold, grasping aristocracy is assured through these male princelings.




    Enter Marc Tremblaine. He has Golden Boy written all over him. He carries a French passport but is trilingual in French, English and Spanish. A graduate of the École Polytechnique, he has worked mostly in the Middle East and Africa. He has been working on the top floor for over a year now and spends much of his time jetting around the world to represent his masters to the field managers who generate our income.




    He is naturally handsome, with golden blonde curls that he keeps just long enough to emphasise his youth. I have never seen him in the dark conservative suit that is de rigueur for rising businessmen here in France. Instead he favours suits of a looser Italian style, in lighter colours. How does he get away with this level of independence? It is his unsinkable self-confidence. He already feels president of all he surveys. He strides through our offices as if he owns them.




    So - young, rich, handsome, a man with a golden future, he is watched attentively by every free woman at work (and more than a few of the attached ones too). None of them have managed to catch him yet but many have managed a single date. Even Marie, who is now paying for it.




    I cannot imagine how it happened. “Marie, how could you? Tremblaine? You’ve always said he’s a complete prick.”




    She blew her nose, and smiled at last. “It wouldn’t hurt if he was a bit more of one,” she says through the tears.




    “How do you mean?” I asked.




    Françoise interrupted. “No, no, no! I want to hear it all. Start from the beginning. How did he ask you out?”




    Marie thought for a moment. “I don’t know what he was thinking. I just looked up from my screen and there he was, leaning against the doorway and watching me. I don’t know how long he had been there, or if he had just arrived. Anyway, I asked if I could help him with anything, and he invited me to dinner.”




    “You didn’t have to say yes.”




    “You’re right but - well, it’s always nice to be asked out. And you know everyone fancies him. And it was just dinner. I mean, it happens all the time, doesn’t it?” Marie looked embarrassed. Casual invitations might be accepted every day, but not by thoughtful Marie.




    The idea upset me too. “Really, Marie. You must have told me a dozen times what you think of him and you let him take you to dinner? What were you thinking of?”




    “Well, he is attractive, isn’t he? I bet you’d think of saying yes too, if you had the chance. And he was the perfect gentleman. I felt really comfortable with him. As if I’d known him for years.”




    “Where did he take you? Somewhere swish, I hope.”




    “No. He came to pick me up, and let me choose somewhere local. Mind you, he did seem to want couscous and you know Hakim’s, near my place. So that’s where we went, but it was good. We had a bottle of Moroccan wine, and we sat in a corner and chatted for ages.”




    “And then he took you home?” asked Françoise.




    “Well, yes. And he came in. I didn’t have to; he didn’t push or anything. He just came in for a coffee.”




    Françoise snorted. “Yes, I can just imagine. And before the coffee was ready, he had you naked on the sofa, right?”




    Now Marie was blushing. “Well, yes. But he was very gentle, and he made me feel - I don’t know. It was just right. He picked me up and carried me into the bedroom. He’s very sexy with his clothes off.”




    “I can imagine,” said Françoise, “And now he’s not calling you.”




    “I left messages but... I know he’s in town. His secretary says he’s not due out on another trip this month. Oh, why doesn’t he call?”




    Françoise looked at me, and sighed. “Because he’s a prick, my love. Forget him. Like the rest of us. Get on with life.”




    “But he said he would call. He promised.” She pulled another tissue from her bag and for a moment I thought she would cry openly but she stopped and asked, “What do you mean, the rest of us? You mean...?”




    Françoise did not meet our eyes and said, “Mmh - yes. Me too. About six months ago. A one night stand. I left messages too.”




    Marie looked shocked. “You too? You never said.”




    “Well, it wasn’t something I was proud of. Especially once I had admitted he wasn’t going to call. That really pissed me off. Who does he think he is?”




    They both turned to me. “No - definitely not. Not me. I’m not as pretty as you guys. I bet he doesn’t even know I exist, and it wouldn’t do him any good. Not now. If he ever asks, I’ll be washing my hair.”




    Marie sipped her wine. She looked calmer, as if Françoise’s company in folly somehow made things better.




    We sat in silence for a moment, sipping our wine, until Françoise said, “Well, if he ever asks, say yes. You can tie the bastard up and we’ll help you make him pay.”




    I guess it is time to introduce the final character in this story, but to do that, I will first have to talk about Sir Stephen, and he is almost a story in himself.




    One early autumn afternoon, I happened to be on the Quai Voltaire down by the river. Summer had gone, and part of me was glad. I love the anticipation, waiting for the excitements that Paris brings in winter. Somehow, you forget the little miseries outside and remember just the warmth of restaurant parties, the concerts and exhibitions, the food and traditions of Christmas. No-one enjoys snow in the city, but it does mean week-ends in the hills and short breaks in beautiful ski resorts with their ridiculously cute, snow-covered, evening villages.




    So, the tourists had left Paris to us locals again, my spirits were high, and I had wrapped up well against the blustery weather. I did not even mind when the wind brought more whirling rain, but I was not going to stand outside and get soaked. I was not far from the Musée d’Orsay and I made a dash for the door.




    If you have never been to the gallery, get on a plane this week and come. It is a magic place. Converted from an old railway station (of all things!), it is home to some of the Western world’s finest art. You could never tire of those paintings. I find myself spending half a day there every month or two and always emerge footsore but both tranquil and inspired.




    I check out the new collections and exhibitions, I indulge in the muscular sexiness of the Gauguins, and I pay tribute to Monet. In the end, I always gravitate to Salle 71. I might be French but given the choice between Monet and Van Gogh, I go for craziness over self-absorbed gardening every time.




    I love The Starry Night. On this particular afternoon, a man stood directly in front of it, totally wrapped in the scene. As he studied the painting, I studied him. You’re English, aren’t you? I said to myself. No-one else would dress like that, and no-one else could make those clothes look interesting. He had fair hair, not too long but a little undisciplined, and he was wearing a tweed jacket. Tweed - in Paris. When I looked more closely, I realised I was looking at a tailored garment, well-cut and fitting perfectly. My strange Englishman must have money. His trousers were plain and khaki, but his boots - they could tell a story themselves. Elastic sided and definitely not new, they had the deep lustre that only comes from years of polishing. These boots belonged to a man who was used to the best and took care to keep them well. He had probably been wearing the same boots for a decade, not because he could not replace them but because they were comfortable old friends.




    He suddenly felt me standing at his shoulder. He turned to say “I’m sorry...” and moved to give me the centre position. Now I could see he was at that interesting age when a man is still vigorous but experienced enough to know his own mind. As I tried to concentrate on the painting, I felt him looking at me more closely. Eventually he said, “Wonderful, isn’t it? I never get tired of it.” He spoke in French and, unlike most of his countrymen, I had to listen carefully to hear his accent.




    “Yes. I always end up here, whenever I visit.”




    We looked at the painting in silence until he said, “Can I offer you a coffee?”




    The Café Campana behind the clock face at the Musée is always worth a visit. Whoever planned the conversion of the railway station deserves everyone’s gratitude, and they carried their genius further. The café is a work of art in itself. We sat amongst the glory and shared a coffee. And Sir Stephen slowly introduced himself. Of course, I did not call him Sir Stephen then; I did not find out about his titles until much later. In fact, he should not be called Sir until his father dies. Until then I should really call him The Honourable Stephen, but that is too much of a mouthful.




    Stephen works in London at the International Institute for Strategic Studies. Exactly what he does there, I do not know. It is not a subject we discuss, because there are much more absorbing things to do and enjoy together.




    He is married, and he told me so at our first meeting. He lives with Emma, the wife he loves, and their three children in a thatched manor house in Berkshire (which he taught me to pronounce as Barkshire in the proper English way). Of course, I was disappointed to hear he was married, even as we drank our first coffee at the Campana but it did not stop me from accepting dinner at his hotel. In general, I do not use hotel restaurants but I was prepared to make an exception for the King George V and our meal was as wonderful as I could have imagined.




    Our love-making afterwards was also wonderful. Stephen was delicate, caring and oh so clever. His pleasure lay in caressing me and leading me on from climax to climax. So many, beyond anything I had experienced. I must have used a year’s supply of orgasms before he finally took me. His room had a wardrobe beside the bed with sliding doors of mirror glass. He rolled me onto my side facing the mirror, made sure I lay comfortably and slowly entered me from behind. We watched ourselves make love with long, slow strokes until it began to happen to me again and he accelerated to join me at the end.




    I woke more than an hour later, still in the same position. He had thrown a duvet over us and lay behind me, reading.




    Suddenly, I wanted to leave. It was all too much. Up until that afternoon, I had been living a normal life. Then this outsider, this foreigner, had swept me away and turned everything upside down. I needed to get out; I needed to think. As soon as I had dressed, he escorted me downstairs and into a taxi.




    I did not sleep well that night and was already thinking of calling in sick when Stephen telephoned. He wanted to go shopping. Now he was in Paris and had a little time to spare, he had the urge to buy clothes and he wanted company.




    We did buy clothes, but not for him. He wanted to dress me, and to dress me in ways that he approved of. It was fun, more fun than shopping with any other man I had ever met. True, he had strong opinions about what was beautiful and rejected many things that caught my eye. He wanted colour. He wanted clothes that celebrated my body. He wanted to dress me as an elegant tart.




    He hated Parisian fashions. “The worst in the world,” he told me. “Well, almost. Unfortunately, Tokyo is even worse. What do these women think of when they buy clothes? Certainly not about attracting men. They don’t even look attractive to other women. If I wanted a scarecrow, I’d go to the countryside. Milano - now Milano understands how to make women look beautiful. I’ll take you there one day, but let’s see what we can find here. I want clothes that invite me to tear them off you with my teeth.”




    We rushed from shop to shop, we laughed, we stopped for coffee. We took time for a quick lunch and went searching for lingerie. I tried lingerie that I would never have looked at in a million years. Basques, stockings, brassières that displayed my breasts like ripe fruit on a tray. “I can never wear these things,” I protested.




    “You can when you’re with me,” he said. “I shall insist on them.”




    He took me back to my apartment and made love to me on the sofa. He put me in my new stockings and stroked my legs. “I love women in stockings,” he said. “All men do. We love the feel of nylon. We love it when you slide your legs over us. Most of all I love the thought that, without undressing you, I can slide my hand up under your skirt and do wonderful things to your pussy.”




    “What about my panties?”




    “Oh, they’re not allowed. Why make life difficult?”




    We did not meet again on that trip. I did receive a tasteful bouquet of roses next day, with a ‘Thank you’ card that promised to call and see if I would be free next time he was in town. Free? Can you imagine anything that would stop me?




    We met again, and again, whenever he happened to be in Paris. We never spoke between visits, not even by email or on Facebook. He would come, we would go out together to an exhibition, a play, simply for a walk, and we would end up making love. Did I mind the casualness? I suppose part of me did, but somehow it was not important. I had other things in my life. My work was important, my mother was sick and needed visits, I was not looking for a relationship. On his side, Stephen always behaved properly, told me how Emma and the family were doing at the beginning of each visit but then devoted himself entirely to me.




    He told me how Emma did not expect him to behave as a monk when he was travelling, and he loved her for it. He knew she was far from being a nun when she travelled, and that was fine. I am not a complete idiot about men so I did not believe any of that. Until the three of us had lunch one day and Emma told me (in French almost as good as Stephen’s) how glad she was to meet me “Stephen has told me so much about you, I’m almost jealous. It does him good to try new friends. Perhaps we should all spend an evening together one day.”




    It has not happened yet, and I am not sure I want it. I am a little scared.




    One morning, Stephen called me at work, and he called from my apartment. “I have a surprise for you,” he announced. “When will you be home?”




    “Um - I suppose I could develop a head ache.”




    “Oh, no. That’s too early. I need a little more time - could you make it three o’clock? Or even four?” I could hear noises in the background - what was he up to? You can believe that day took a very, very long time to pass.




    I unlocked my door very soon after three o’clock and fell into Stephen’s arms. He steered me away from the living room and towards the bedroom. “Get changed, and I’ll show you your present.”




    “What sort of changed? Are we going out?”




    “Perhaps, later. Right now I want you at your sexy best, and I don’t expect to work my way through layers of clothing to reach the tasty bits.” I ran for the shower.




    I threw on stockings suspended from a black lacy basque, one of Stephen’s favourites because it does so little to cover my breasts. Make-up, rings, a black velvet choker with a diamond star, and I was ready for anything.




    Stephen waited for me on a new sofa. I felt let down. It was a nice sofa, and goodness knows the old one was past due for replacement, but it was a sofa. I had been expecting something sexy, or valuable, and he was presenting me with a sofa.




    A very nice sofa, of course, and its blue grey fabric suited my room. It had a low back and only one arm. “Look here,” he said, “It’s wide enough to lie down comfortably and - see here - this part is separate.”




     He pulled at the square ottoman that made up one end of the sofa and it made a comfortable seat by itself. I pulled him to me and gave him a kiss. “Thank you so much, Stephen. I really needed something like that.” He was smiling like a naughty boy.




    “But wait!” He gestured dramatically. “There’s more...” He pushed the ottoman back into place and steered me to lie on my back. He drew my hands up to touch the arm of the sofa and before I realised what he had done, both wrists were trapped in webbing cuffs. I heard the Velcro crackle as he tightened them correctly. The cuffs and their straps must have been hidden between the seat cushion and the sofa’s arm.




    He fumbled for a moment on either side of the ottoman to bring up a strap that he led under my knees. There were two more cuffs on it. They fitted my legs above the knees. He secured them and, pulling on the side straps, drew my knees wide apart.




    “How do you like your new sofa now, Noëlle?”




    How did I like it? How did I feel about being spread open and helpless, like a tortoise on its back?  I thought it was wonderful, and I liked it even more as he began to tease and torment me. I had never been offered like this. Never had control of my own body placed so completely in another’s hands. I closed my eyes and let Stephen do whatever he wanted.




    That was the first session of many on my special sofa. Sometimes Stephen tied me down like that. Others I might be on my stomach. Perhaps my favourite position uses just the ottoman. He kneels me over it with the cuffs around my upper arms and tightens the strap to hold me firmly in place. Two more cuffs at floor level to hold my knees wide apart and take all my modesty. All my most secret places lie open for him. He can use his fingers on me (such delicate, magic fingers!). He can lick me and poke his tongue into every corner. He has driven me mad with a feather. I am open for him to use our collection of toys, every sort of vibrator and adventurous dildo. In the end, when I am completely limp and incoherent, he can kneel behind me and take his own pleasure. And my shameless body joins in his climax, without fail.




    There was more to come. Since I had met Stephen, I had changed. Never before had sex been such a large part of my life. Sure, I did all the things I used to do. I went to work. I cooked food and ate it. I met my friends, and I am sure they suspected nothing. How could they know that, bubbling away behind the façade, a new woman had come to life. A new Noëlle, stronger, more confident and much more demanding.




    Of course, when Stephen tied me down with my bum in the air, he could not resist spanking me. Slap after slap, all over me. Not too sharp but firm enough to turn me pink and rosy. He has brought a mirror to show me my reddened cheeks, and to show me the wetness when he holds me open with a finger. I cannot believe my treacherous pussy, its hunger and its warm gratitude when he sinks his cock into me.




    Stephen is a gentleman, and my intimate friend. He would never tie me down and torment me without giving me the chance to do the same to him.




    Never have I felt such power, such authority, as I feel when he is trussed on my magic sofa and I am spanking him with a slipper. I take my time, spanking carefully and regularly, pausing only to cup his balls and brush the tip of his angry cock with my fingertips. Gently, of course, because he is not permitted to come anywhere except inside me, and I decide when and how that will happen.




    A matter of months, and I am not the same person. I seem to have more respect at work, and my friends listen more carefully when I talk. I want to tell Marie and Françoise everything about Sir Stephen. Would they understand? Possibly Françoise might, but Marie... Could she come far enough out of her shell?




    Recently, Stephen introduced something new to our games. I met him at a restaurant and felt disappointed to find another man at our table. Rupert. Young and a little diffident, Stephen introduced him as an artist friend. We had a charming meal, good food, sparkling conversation and enough wine to make us all excitable. Still, I did not understand when Rupert joined us in the taxi home.




    We passed Rupert through to the living room and I pulled Stephen back to whisper my question in his ear. He smiled and kissed me, taking my coat and then unzipping me. He would not let me speak, smothering my protests with kisses, and pushed me into the living room dressed for his eyes alone. Tall boots with heels, stockings and corset, nothing more. Rupert, seated on my sofa, stared straight at my naked pussy. I did not know what to do or say, until Stephen sent me for drinks.




    When I returned, Rupert was nude. Stephen took the tray, kissed me, and said, “There. I promised Rupert you would do whatever you wanted with him.”




    What was this, some kind of test? Did he think I wanted another man? I did not. Alone in my bed I dreamed of his cock, only his. Now he brushed a kiss onto my cheek and whispered, “Tie him up.”




    As Stephen sat in the armchair, I did as he instructed me. Rupert was soon secure over the ottoman. He looked good. Lighter and less manly than Stephen, but attractive nonetheless. His cock was slim and pink, stiff as a poker. I went for my slipper. As I spanked him, I talked to him, asked him what he thought he was doing exposing himself in a stranger’s living room. Did he think I wanted to see his naked arse? Did he think I had any interest in his juvenile cock? I dragged compliments from him. I pressed my breasts against his ear. I sat on the edge of the sofa with my thighs apart, my pussy unattainable inches from his face, and asked him what he wanted. I displayed myself, preened myself, and at last denied his desires. I spanked him until he came violently on the kitchen towel I had spread on the floor.




    Rupert left us, looking subdued and kissing my hand as he went. Stephen did not tie me down that night. Instead he lay on his back and let me use him, rubbing myself all over him and sitting on his cock while he used a vibrator to make me come again and again.




    Next morning, we rushed breakfast. We both had work to go to and I did not notice the envelope on my hall table until Stephen pointed it out. ‘With the greatest thanks’ written across a plain envelope. It held two crisp five hundred euro notes. From Rupert.




    I felt horrified. “He paid me! Who does he think I am?”




    “Oh, don’t say that,” said Stephen. “He left you a present, and a nice one too. You deserve it for being such a wonderful person.”




    “But money... I have to give it back. And he’ll never come here again, I’ll make sure of that.”




    Stephen ushered me out of the apartment. “I think you’re making too much of it. Did you ask him for money? Did you give him a price? No. So he didn’t pay you; he just gave you a present. Take it. Emma always does.”




    “But it’s money.” We were on the pavement, waiting for our taxi. The morning traffic filled the road, and people hurried past us on their way to work.




    “So? If he had used the money to buy you some expensive earrings, would you take them?  Of course. What’s the difference?” He pulled me to him for a kiss. “Stop worrying. You are you - who cares what anyone else thinks? I think you’re marvellous.”




    The envelope sat in my bag all day, and in the back of my mind. I am ashamed to say I did not make a decision on what to do with it. Instead I hid behind ‘Just this once’ and ‘Trying it won’t hurt, will it?’ One thousand euros could not sit in my bag forever, and I spent it on this and that. I felt wicked about it. 




    Would Stephen do it again? Would he bring other men to sample me and my sofa? Well, yes. About a month later, he sent an email. A friend of his would be in town and would love to take me for dinner. Would I be interested? Stephen could vouch for him as a perfect gentleman. So I met Michael from Bristol. He was fun and we had a good evening, both at the restaurant and back home. Stephen had told me to (casually) leave some empty envelopes on my hall table, and I gave Michael time alone in the hall to notice them. We kissed goodbye at the door, and I dived back to look at what he had left. One thousand two hundred euros. He had enjoyed himself and I appreciated the compliment.




    Michael had asked me for my mobile number, but I put him off. I told him Stephen arranged all my appointments, as if I had a list of gentleman visitors. Perhaps Stephen would arrange one for me.




    I did not tell Marie and Françoise about my sofa, or about Stephen. He was not in town often enough for them to notice my disappearances, and how could I introduce my sofa into polite conversation? Eventually, Françoise found out about it for herself.




    One early Saturday evening, on a grey day that threatened rain, I was hurrying home from an expedition to buy lingerie and toys. Stephen would be in Paris next week and I wanted him to enjoy my welcome. “Noëlle, Noëlle!” Françoise called from the other side of the street. She had another new man at her side and came across to introduce him.




    Ernst from Lübeck seemed an unlikely partner for Françoise. Tall and blonde, he looked too shy and proper to be much fun. On top of that, his French was laboured and heavily accented. Perhaps Françoise wanted more company than he could provide, because she dragged me along with them to a favourite place, the restaurant Parnasse 138. At home I had ironing waiting for me, and an apartment to clean and tidy ready for next week. I did not resist the invitation. Everyone loves Parnasse 138.




    We had a good time, teasing Ernst and getting him to speak more and more as the wine loosened his tongue. He turned out to have a dry sense of humour, and to be much more fun that I had expected.




    After dinner, for no reason I can remember, Françoise decided to stop at my apartment on their way back to hers. I sat them on my treacherous sofa and went for coffee. From the kitchen I could hear Françoise teasing Ernst over what she thought was the typical German attitude to sex. Too serious, she said, and as for their penchant for bondage and whips, that was pure craziness. How did any woman submit to that? For all her fire, she had cuddled up to Ernest as she argued, and held his hand over her breast.




    Ernst did not let her have her own way. As I brought the coffee in, he was trying to convert her, saying that if she only tried it once, he was sure she would be amazed at the results.




    “Do you hear that, Noëlle? He wants to tie me up. Hah! As if I would ever! Tell him, Noëlle. Germans are lunatics when it comes to sex. No sensitivity, no finesse.”




    I thought of the sofa she was sitting on, and its secret life. “Oh, I don’t know. It takes all sorts, and being tied up is not so bad.”




    Françoise sat up with a jump. “What? You’ve tried it? I don’t believe you.”




    Ernst had not been the only one drinking wine. I could have played the chicken and pretended she had misunderstood, but I did not. “Mmmh - I might have done.”




    “You see!” said Ernst. “Tell her. Tell her how good it can be. She will be fantastic. This I know.”




    Now Françoise was less sure of herself. “Really?” she asked me. “You have tried it? What was it like?”




    Now I could smirk at sexy Françoise, the acknowledged expert when sex was being discussed. “Ernst knows. You wouldn’t believe how sexy it can be. You could be coming from now until breakfast, believe me.”




    “Breakfast?” she said, and looked thoughtful.




    Ernst was all for the idea. “I believe we should try. Do you have any belts, Miss Noëlle? Now we can tie her up and show her.”




    If Françoise had protested, the conversation would have changed. We would have drunk our coffee, they would have gone on to her apartment and I would have made a start on the ironing.




    Francoise said nothing, so I said, “I can manage much better than belts. Stand up.”




    Uncertainly, she got to her feet. “You are wearing too many clothes. Undress her, Ernst, and we’ll show her how to really enjoy life.”




    Now Ernst showed he really understood us. Françoise had no time to think. He wrapped her in his arms and kissed her and, without breaking the kiss, unhooked her skirt and quickly peeled off her skirt, tights and panties with one flowing movement. By the time I had pulled the ottoman away from the sofa and freed its straps from underneath, Ernst had her naked in his arms.




    She allowed herself to be bent over the ottoman and even settled herself more comfortably as I wrapped the cuffs around her upper arms. I had to drag one knee into its cuff but, once she had understood, she offered the other one herself. I stood back to look at her.




    Françoise was on her knees, bent over the ottoman and strapped into place. Her thighs were spread wide and she looked - she looked beautiful.




    I could not take my eyes away. The curves and shadows of her body, so feminine, demanded admiration. Her secret place, pink and glistening, was offered up for anyone privileged to see. Suddenly, for the first time, I understood how men think of women.




    Ernst came to stand beside me. His clothes had gone and his cock stood stiff. We stared together and I tried to understand the magic. Françoise looked so helpless. No, not helpless, because we all knew that at a word from her, we would simply change back into friends sharing a coffee on the sofa.




    She was not helpless. She was displaying herself, offering herself, because she chose to. Any man would look at her and feel... what would he feel? The urge to immediately sink his prong into her? Yes, I suppose so, but there would be more. Ernst was only standing and looking. The invitation had overwhelmed him. Did he feel the presence of all the other men who might share in the invitation if only they were here? Did he feel the power, the knowledge that Françoise could offer herself or not at a whim and that he would have to respond, whether he wanted to or not? His treacherous cock would always reach out to Françoise or any other woman, but he would always be the supplicant. Nothing he could do would ever take authority away from a woman in the way that Françoise had reduced him to helplessness by simply bending over a sofa.




    “Hit her,” he whispered.




    I began to spank her bottom. Gently at first, scarcely more than pats spread all over her cheeks. They bounced for me and Françoise whimpered. Ernst went to sit on the edge of the sofa, where he could offer his cock to her mouth. She sucked him.




    Her cheeks had become rosy and I spread my slaps wider. Her pussy looked swollen and the pinks lips were wet with excitement.




    “Make her come,” ordered Ernst. I dipped a finger into the wetness. It slipped easily into Françoise and she moaned around Ernst’s cock. I explored further, finding her button and starting to rub. Her moaning increased rapidly until she tore herself from the cock in her mouth and came with a loud ‘Aaaah!’




    I had made her come. I had rubbed Françoise’s pussy, and she had given me her orgasm. I felt lucky, and proud. I began to push two fingers into her but Ernst could not wait. He took my place and slid his cock into her. I stayed kneeling and watched his cock, shiny wet, shuttling back and forth. I watched both of them, Ernst inside Françoise, cock and pussy, making love right next to me. It looked beautiful.




    Françoise was panting with every stroke and she came, tense, her head held back as far as she could. Ernst stroked faster and as Françoise came again, he stopped. Rigid, gripping her hips and pulling her back against him as he came deep inside.




    “Wait,” I said and ran for a box of tissues. I freed Françoise and helped her to her feet. Went to steer her to the sofa but she fell against me. She needed to be hugged and caressed, by me, the friend who had shared her love making.




    Meeting Françoise during the following week made happy laughter bubble up inside me. She seemed so shy, concerned about what I might think. Not like Françoise at all. We met again at Le Rond Point for lunch. Marie had recovered her composure again and only spoke of Marc Tremblaine with anger. “He’s been coming around again. Looking at the new girls. I’ve told them. They know what a prick he is, but I bet he’ll be lucky again. And they will be sad. We really ought to do something about him. Does he ever date some-one twice?”




    Françoise shook her head. “No chance. Unless he tries Noëlle, of course. Does he come around your lab?”




    “Sometimes. But if you think I’m going to put up with him, think again.”




    “You would be different,” said Françoise. “You can take care of him. And we’ll help. Don’t worry about that.”




    “No. Not a chance. Why should I? You two didn’t seem to enjoy yourselves.”




    “Well, some of it wasn’t bad,” said Marie. “We had fun over dinner. He acts like a gentleman, and he’s fun.”




    Françoise snorted. “He just doesn’t last very long, right? No sooner started than he’s finished. He slipped in, slipped out, and was out of the door minutes later.”




    “Mmmh - what exactly did he do with you?” asked Marie. “Just made love?”




    “Well, just started to make love. I don’t mind a man going off early. It happens, but I do expect him to hang around to have another go. And it would have been nice if he had heard of fore-play as well. He thinks his tongue is just for sweet talking. I suppose he was the same with you?




    Marie looked at the table. “He tried to do it differently. From behind.”




    “What’s wrong with that?” asked Françoise. “It’s fun from behind sometimes. I think it’s easier to come that way around. As long as his thing is long enough to reach, I like it that way.”




    Marie was still looking at the table. “No. I mean, in from behind. You know... I’ve never done that - it hurt.”




    “Oh, now I understand. No, he didn’t try that with me. Just as well, because you need to be smart to get it right and I don’t think he is. Why didn’t you stop him?”




    “I was stupid. I wanted - you know - I wanted to give him everything but I didn’t know how. He just pushed and it hurt. A lot. Then it went in and that was it. He came just as it was going in. He seemed to like it, but all I got was a thank you.”




    Françoise took her hand on the table. “What a prick! I mean, it can be wonderful, orgasms like earthquakes and so on, but you have to do it right. I wouldn’t trust a prick like Tremblaine with my bum, that’s certain.




    “Come on, Noëlle. He hurt Marie. You’ve got to do something. Pick the bastard up and we’ll teach him a lesson.”




    Tremblaine did pass through the lab later that week, but he did not seem to notice me. Françoise was upset at me. “What did you do? Carried on working?  Are you nuts? You expect him to chase after you? You’ve got to pick him up. Things like that don’t just happen, you know.”




    Françoise might be good at picking up men, but she is beautiful and sexy too. Everything about her makes me envious; her hair, her figure, the way she can throw any clothes on and make them look haut couture. I had no idea how to start.




    “Just be obvious, silly. Stare at him, and when he looks at you, give him a second and then look down and pretend to be coy. That’s all it takes. If that doesn’t work, trip him up and bandage him afterwards. Men like being nursed.”




    It did not happen. Not that week, or the week after. Tremblaine was travelling in Asia but that did not stop the others nagging me. When I finally got my chance, I almost missed it. He came through the lab just as I was going for a coffee. I caught him in the corner of my eye, just as I went into the coffee alcove. He would pass by without seeing me, and I had to step back to give him the approved stare. It felt unnatural, and uncomfortable.




    He paused, but continued on his way. It had not worked. Perhaps I would invite Françoise to try and trip him up. Then, just as I was clearing away for the day, he appeared again.




    “Hi, Noëlle.” He has a lovely smile, and he focused it on me. “You doing anything this evening? Fancy going for dinner?”




    We settled on Friday and I promised to book at La Coupole. If he wanted a date, he had better take me somewhere flash. No hole-in-the-corner couscousserie for me.




    I dressed carefully on Friday, paying attention to everything Stephen had told me about men and what they like. I settled on a simple wrap-around dress in maroon silk, one of Stephen’s favourites. He likes the tight waist, and the deep décolletage. With the right bra, no man can resist staring. I have seen men put their hands in their pockets to keep them out of mischief.




    Once I had finished my make-up and jewellery but before I put on my dress, I gave myself a critical look in the hall mirror. Not bad at all. No man, least of all Marc, would be able to resist me. On second thoughts, I slipped off my panties. As Stephen says, why make life difficult?




    I love La Coupole. It is a temple to good food and La Belle Paris, and has a history of famous twentieth century artistic patrons. Beautiful, beautiful art déco - just sitting at your table is an experience - and you are in the ghostly company of Dali, Picasso, Chagall, Josephine Baker, Simone de Beauvoir, Hemingway, Satre and many, many more.




    I enjoyed the meal, and I enjoyed the company. I noticed men looking at me and I think Marc enjoyed their envy. Without waiting for me, he ordered a wonderful Beaune, of a vintage that is far outside my budget. We had fun, talking about everything. The art around us, of course, then politics, football, favourite skiing venues, everything.




    In the end, we had to leave. I like to watch people and their money. If you want to really know a person, watch them with money. No matter how a man appears as he tries to impress you, as he reaches for his wallet his true colours will show. Of course, it is far easier for us than for those unfortunate Americans. Over there, splitting the bill is normal and tells you nothing. In Europe, perhaps we are more subtle. We expect a man to pay for dinner; after all, getting dressed and prepared takes a woman a lot of time and money. It is only fair for him to bear his share. Sharing the bill is an intimacy reserved for close family, or lovers who are about to share their lives (and budgets).




    I always want a man to open his wallet as if money had no hold over him. Easy to achieve if you are very rich, but every man can set aside enough for a good meal with a woman he desires. I watched Marc pay. For him, this sort of sum was easy but I could not escape the feeling that his payment was simply a cheap and socially acceptable way of renting a pussy for the evening.




    When we got back to my apartment, Marc was on fire. He wanted to kiss me, even as I was trying to unlock my door. It felt good to be the object of his hunger and, as he tried to trap me, I steered him into the lounge. He kissed me some more and his hands wandered, one cupping a breast while the other searched for the fastening of my dress.




    “Stop!” I said, and pushed him away. “You first.” I pulled at his jacket and helped him off with it.




    Unlike other men, he did not mind my undressing him and made no attempt on my clothes as I did it. Soon I had him standing in my lounge completely naked. He looked good. Strong, a little wiry, tanned and completely hairless. The lack of hair made his cock more prominent. It stood out from his body, slim, circumcised and pointing a little upwards as it looked at me. A small tear glinted at its slit.




    He looked at me hungrily. “Now you. Come here.”




    I shook my head. “Oh, no. This is my apartment. You sit down and stay where you are.”




    He sat on the sofa and I watched his face as I unwrapped my dress.




    “My God,” he said as I stood in front of him in basque and stockings. “I had no idea you were so sexy. Come here.”




    “No. Not yet. I don’t trust you. Lie down.” What would I have done if he had not cooperated? I do not know.




    Without taking his eyes from me, Marc stretched out on his back, his hands behind his head. His cock twitched on his stomach. I moved to stand behind the sofa where I would be difficult to reach and gave it a quick squeeze. “Nice,” I said. “It looks excited. I don’t want it to go off too soon, so roll onto your tummy. I have something you will like.”




    As he turned over, I showed him the cuffs for his wrists. He said nothing as I wrapped them around him, binding his wrists one on top of the other so he could rest his face on them. He began to tremble. I had found something that touched him.




    A strap tightened over his waist, and he was nearly secure, but he was lying on his cock. That must have been uncomfortable so I pulled the ottoman a little way from the sofa, opening a gap beneath his centre to free his cock. Now I had only to cuff his legs on the ottoman and pull them wide. He could no longer move, and his trembling continued.




    “Well, my dear Marc, it seems I have you exactly where I want you. What do you say to that? Are you happy? Well? Are you?”




    “Yes,” he said quietly.




    “Speak up. I think that was ‘Yes, Mam’selle’, wasn’t it?”




    “Yes, Mam’selle. Er, very happy.”




    “Good. Very good. Just what I wanted to hear. Now, what shall we do with you?” I stood back and looked at him. Every girl should have a couch ornament like that. I had not turned on the main room light on and my two reading lights threw soft shadows across his body, highlighting the muscles of his back, and the dark, shaded places underneath him. His cock, pointing at the floor between the sofa and the ottoman, had a large droplet at its tip. I bundled up his shirt and put on the floor below. If he wanted to make a mess, he could take it home with him.




    I trailed fingertips from his ankle up his leg and he stiffened every muscle. I thought he would come, but I did not want that to happen yet.




    “You are tense, Marc. Would you like me to massage your shoulders?” I climbed over him and sat on his hips. I love a man’s shoulders - who doesn’t? Marc’s trembling slowed as I kneaded. This felt good. I was in control, Marc could not move, and he was enjoying everything I did to him. Time to get serious.




    “You know, I think I’m going to call a couple of my friends. They’ve been wanting to meet you again. That’ll be fun, won’t it? Perhaps we’ll all sit on you.”




    He said nothing. “I said, that’ll be fun, won’t it?”




    “Yes, Mam’selle.” His trembling had started again; the thought of three women sitting on him had its appeal.




    I called Françoise and Marie from the phone in the kitchen, and went back to sit beside him. Françoise would come first. She lived in Montparnasse, but Marie would have to take a taxi from Les Gobelins.




    So here I am. Sitting on the edge of my sofa, next to the naked body of Marc Tremblaine, wondering what will happen next.  My heart is in my mouth with anticipation and I feel doubly alive. I run my fingers down Marc’s spine and he bucks as I reach the cleft of his buttocks. His thighs are spread wide and I can easily brush my fingertips over his entrance. He stiffens and grips my fingers between his cheeks. I lean over him and take his earlobe in my teeth. For a moment. “Don’t you dare come,” I whisper into his ear. “Or I will bite this off. Understand?”




    “Yes, Mam’selle,” and he releases me.




    Again and again I stroke my fingers up and down. He moans quietly. When I dip deeper between his thighs, I find his balls tight against his roots. I do not continue down to his cock. I do not wish to provoke him before the others arrive.




    “Do you remember Françoise Lorephelin?”




    He stirs uneasily and says, “Yes, Mam’selle.”




    “She wants to have a word with you. She’s on her way now. I expect she’ll be here in a few minutes. Do you know why she’s coming?”




    “Um, no, Mam’selle.”




    “I don’t believe you. Think back. What did you do to her?”




    For once, Tremblaine seems uncertain of himself. “Um, we made love?”




    “Hah! You call that making love? Not that, you idiot. Some men are inadequate, but we don’t blame them for being born that way. What else did you do?”




    He was silent. Then, “I don’t know, Mam’selle.”




    “You didn’t return her phone calls, you creep! A gentleman would have sent her flowers without asking, or at least a card. You just walked away. She’ll have something to say about that.




    “Do you remember Marie Royer?”




    “Yes, Mam’selle.”




    “She wants a word with you too. Do you know why?”




    “Um, I didn’t call her. Um, Mam’selle.”




    “True, and she’s upset about that. She’ll tell you all about it when she gets here, but that’s not all. What else do you think she wants to talk about?”




    “I don’t know, Mam’selle.”




    “Don’t lie! You know perfectly well. You tried to stick your useless prick up her bottom, didn’t you? And you don’t know how to do it properly. You hurt her. How do you think she feels?”




    My doorbell rings. “Don’t go anywhere, will you?”




    Françoise bustles in, and stops to stare at me. “My God! You haven’t actually...”




    I look down and realise I am half naked. “No. I was just, you know, leading him on. He’s inside.”




    She hurries into the living room and approves of what she sees. “Right, you bastard. Now you’re going to suffer.” She slaps him sharply and he jumps in his bonds.




    “Ouch. That hurt me as much as it hurt him. Have you got something better? Something from the kitchen?”




    I smile and go for a slipper. “This works best. It stings, believe me. Take it slowly. Marie won’t be here for a while.”




    Françoise takes a moment to look under her victim, at his cock stiff beneath. “He hasn’t come yet?”




    “No. After what you told me, I haven’t touched it.”




    Françoise approves. “Good. The last thing I want is for him to enjoy himself. Now, Tremblaine, what have you got to say for yourself?”




    He speaks in a voice smaller than I expected. “I’m sorry, Mam’selle. I didn’t think.”




    “Didn’t think!” She gives him a loud whack with the slipper. “Will this make you think?” Whack. Whack. “Answer me. Will this make you think?” Whack.




    He hurries to answer. “Yes, Mam’selle.” Whack.




    “What do you think?” Whack.




    “Ah - I won’t do it again, Mam’selle.” Whack.




    “Won’t do what again?” Whack.
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