
        
            
                
            
        

    

A Paris Affair
Adelaide Cole



 
After years of child rearing, chores and career challenges, Valérie feels the sexual heat in her life has cooled. All she wants is a break from her everyday routine—until an unexpected reunion with a man from her past awakens the pure sexual wanting she thought she’d lost….
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The Streets of Paris
“Oh-laaa! Tu me fais chier quoi, Paris de merde! Ville des putain de lumières! Tu m’emmerdes!”
Valérie swore angrily as she tried to wipe the thick smear of soft, fetid dog shit off her shoes. “City of fucking Light! Go fuck yourself!” she muttered. The quaint Paris cobblestones, and in fact all the streets of Paris, were a landmine of dog turds. And they were a racing course of nasty little speeding four-cylinder cars, and of scooters driven by rude and careless teenagers.
She found the building. With Mathieu trailing, she entered the courtyard and tried to wipe her dirty shoe on a mat. She and her son made their way up the four flights to the medical specialist’s office.
The receptionist looked at Valérie with undisguised boredom. “I’m sorry, madame, but there’s nothing I can do for you. Your son requires this form—” she held one up in the same manner that a primary-school teacher would use with a pint-size pupil “—before he can have this appointment with the doctor.”
“But I have the appointment already. This is it. It is now,” Valérie said, pointing to her watch for effect. “How can someone have given me an appointment that I’m not allowed to have? It makes no sense.” Mathieu was whining at her side. He’d been complaining for most of their errands. “Maman, juice! Thirsty! Juice!” he repeated, tugging at her pant leg.
Valérie rummaged in her handbag and found a small bottle of water and handed it to him. He drank. The break in his whining felt like a release of some of the overwhelming, exhausting pressure in her head. Mathieu, her younger of two children, was almost five, and should have been speaking in complete sentences. But he wasn’t, and when her veil of self-denial was finally lifted by the primary school’s refusal to admit him because of language development issues, she’d unhappily begun to travel the routes of help for developmentally delayed children.
The receptionist sighed heavily. “The appointments are given six weeks ahead. Madame, all the families understand that they have those six weeks to have their assessment done before they are permitted their initial follow-up here. Everyone knows that before they arrive here. I’m terribly sorry you didn’t understand that, madame, but it’s commonly understood by all the doctor’s patients.”
Valérie had fought so many of these grinding, bureaucratic battles since they’d returned to Paris that she knew it was utterly pointless to continue any exchange with the receptionist. “Bon. Merci, madame. Au revoir,” she replied, with necessary courtesy.
“Au revoir, madame!” clipped the receptionist in return. Valérie gathered her grocery bags and stuffed the folded blank forms inside. They left the office and made their way back down the four winding flights of stairs.


Mathieu hung on her coat they walked through the drizzling rain, dodging aggressive human and car traffic. “Watch your step for dog poop, Mathieu,” she instructed. They walked back down into the métro, where Mathieu’s jacket pocket became snagged on the turnstile. He got stuck and began to wail. People behind him complained loudly and shoved their way through the next turnstiles. She unhooked his pocket and untangled him. They struggled through the crush of humanity on the platforms and trains, through six stops and two line changes. The air was stuffy and stale and the cars were crowded. Valérie fought her way to empty seats and plopped her son on them to keep him from whining for at least a few stops.
Then, back up the escalators and stairs from the métro to the street, where she tripped over the knee of a woman sitting on the pavement, begging for money. The woman yelled at Valérie, who decided this city was a horrid little piece of hell.
After walking the four blocks to their building, they wearily climbed their own three flights. Each step up drained energy from Valerie’s body. Reaching the final landing, she felt as if all her vitality had been leeched out, bit by bit, by those nasty streets, regulated offices, irritating shops, stifling Métro cars, and finally, their own never-ending stairs.
Back in the apartment, Philippe was already home from work, having picked up Mathieu’s sister, Manon, from summer art camp. Though he looked wan and tired, he tried to summon a bit of enthusiasm as they pushed through the door.
Sweaty and fatigued, Valérie left her shoes, still stinking and dirty, outside the door, making a mental note to clean them after the kids were in bed. Mathieu sank onto the floor and began to cry.
Valérie dropped her bags, hung up her coat and walked directly to the bathroom. Maybe she would feel better after a hot shower, she thought. Before shutting the door, she said, “How about a nice glass of wine when I come out, dear?” Then she closed it behind her and undressed, leaving her things on the floor. The building’s ancient plumbing hammered and banged as she turned it on.
By the time she finished her shower, Mathieu’s tears had tapered off. His attention was caught by a piece of a toy he’d found on the floor, and he was murmuring to himself. The shower did lift some of the stress of the day, and a moderately refreshed Valérie emerged from the steamy bathroom, wrapped in a robe and towel-drying her hair. She sat down at the kitchen table and smiled at Philippe. He gave her a tired smile and handed her a glass of Bordeaux. “Santé,” they both said joylessly in unison, clinking their glasses out of routine. To better days, they both thought to themselves.
Valérie took a big drink with one hand and continued toweling her damp hair with the other. She sighed deeply. “So, how was work?” she asked, instantly regretting having done so.
Philippe rolled his eyes upward and shook his head. “Politics, politics,” he said wearily. She didn’t ask for details, and he didn’t offer them. As with so many married couples, this was a rerun of many similar conversations. They fell silent and sipped their wine.
The two had met while at university in Paris. She had grown up in the south, in Provence. He came from Bretagne, in the north. She was petite and olive-skinned, with a mass of dark, curly hair; he was blond, fair-skinned, tall and thin. She was emotional, effusive and Mediterranean, while he was cool and intellectual. Opposites attracted, and they had enjoyed the city together as a young, courting couple. They’d crossed the country together to meet and visit their respective families in the north and south. Their love was solidified in the shared fun of travel, and in the discoveries that new adventures brought. Valérie sometimes thought, lately, that their marriage felt so difficult now because those common joys had vanished with this new phase of their life.


After they married, Valérie worked as a city librarian, and Philippe secured a job in the Ministry of Foreign Affairs. He was smart and rose in the ranks, and within a year had won a junior posting in Copenhagen’s French consulate. That began their international life, and two more foreign posts, in Los Angeles and Hong Kong, followed over the next several years. They enjoyed an exciting time abroad, where Valérie had little more to worry about than how they dressed and the appearance of their home. Their postings were politically calm spots, and their lives were easy. But new milestones brought new difficulties.
They started their family during their final post abroad, in the Canadian port city of Vancouver. They had both wanted children, but Valérie had difficult pregnancies and deliveries, and child rearing was a steep learning curve. She had always been emotionally and physically sensitive, and the twenty-four-hour days and mini-crises of minding babies and small children took a toll on her. Philippe was a caring husband and father, but he couldn’t take the time away from work that Valérie’s constitution seemed to require. He worked hard in his position, and at home felt put upon.
Philippe and Valérie had experienced a joyful bond as a childless couple, but found it difficult to make the transition to their new life with children. Their love and caring did not wane, but some of their happiness together did. Valérie often felt isolated, and those feelings only multiplied when Mathieu began showing odd behaviour as a toddler.
At the same time, Philippe was offered a desk position back in Paris. It was not a job he particularly wanted, and it paid less than the international posts did; but it was strategically important in the schema of his career. It was a stepping-stone position, so it was impossible to refuse. They left their life in green and airy Vancouver, and settled back into crowded Paris and its cramped apartment existence…this time with two young children, one of whom was showing developmental problems.
In this new life, Valérie shouldered the burden of the children’s care. While their international positions had afforded a nanny and housekeeper, this Paris assignment didn’t come with those luxuries. She was on her own. Philippe wasn’t any help on the domestic scene, since his days were spent in a Machiavellian cauldron of colleagues jockeying for position. The couple missed the days of their foreign postings. CONSUL license-plated SUVs conferred special status, and cocktail parties were filled with easy, empty diplomatic conversation and the champagne that advertised France’s good life to the world.
Valérie missed those parties and dinners. And she missed the stylish distinction of being a Frenchwoman abroad. Being French attracted an automatic cachet she had enjoyed. “Oh, Valérie,” she would hear from a new friend in a foreign country, “I couldn’t pull off that look with that scarf. Only a Frenchwoman can do that. You always look so elegant.” And felt so lighthearted.
But the breezy confidence that foreigners gave her turned into yet another casualty of their move back to Paris. Now she was now just another forty-something wife and mom among a million stunning French girls. She tried to maintain her standards, but the demands of two children didn’t leave her with the same motivation or time that she’d had before, when a nanny helped with child care and a housekeeper with the mundane tasks that were now hers alone.
The children’s needs, plus her husband’s new job, also took a toll on their romantic life. They were never alone together in the tiny apartment, and sex became perfunctory, if they weren’t already too tired to bother. Their love and commitment was intact, but sexual heat had dissipated, at least in these days of grocery shopping, child rearing and career challenges.
“I’ll get the kids dinner,” Valérie said, pushing herself up from the table. She took her glass with her.
“I’ll help. I’ll make a salad,” Philippe said, getting up as well.


She boiled pasta for the children and recounted what had been accomplished that day along the lengthy progression of Mathieu’s diagnosis and treatment. Life abroad had been deceptively easy, and they had taken it for granted. If they’d been less self-deluded in their former post, they would have noticed signs that their son wasn’t developing normally, but the easy international scene had seduced them into thinking that their entire life was a carefree ride. Had they noticed, they would have sought help earlier and avoided the degree of difficulty they now faced.
The discovery that Mathieu sat somewhere on the ever-widening autism continuum brought with it despondency as they fought to regain their equilibrium as a couple, as parents and as a family. Valérie and Philippe both struggled to relegate Manon to last-in-line for care and attention as they tried not to grieve over the loss of a dream of having two perfect children. Life weighed heavily back here in Paris.
“One piece of good news,” Philippe said as he drained the bottle into his wife’s glass. “My parents called and said they’d like to have the kids for a few days. My vacation is already on the schedule at work, so I thought I’d take them up on the train on Wednesday and beat the rush out of the city.”
They both knew that Valérie disliked his parents and wouldn’t want to go, so he didn’t even ask. “You can have a break from the kids and all the appointments and running around. You can stay in your pajamas all day and relax.”
Valérie smiled at him, took his hand and squeezed it gently between hers, saying, “You’re my angel.” He leaned over and kissed her forehead.
Philippe was careful with Valérie ever since she had suffered a minor emotional breakdown in the midst of the move back to Paris and the shock of their troubles with Mathieu. Philippe made sure she took her anti-anxiety medication, and tried to ease some of her daily load.
“Papa! Mathieu ripped the head off Chloé!” Manon stomped into the kitchen and displayed the evidence in both hands.
“I didn’t! I didn’t! I didn’t! I didn’t…!” Mathieu yelled repeatedly from the other room. Valérie dropped her head. She so desperately needed respite from the chaos of…of just everything. She missed the big houses of international life. Here, space was a rare commodity, and although they had a roomy apartment by Paris standards, it was claustrophobic for a stressed family.
Philippe glanced at his wife, and when he saw her strained expression, jumped up and ushered Manon out in order to calm the waters.



Preparations and Departures
The day before their departure, Valérie was packing Philippe’s and the children’s bags for their holiday in Bretagne. She was going through a mental checklist of what they would need for their beach days when the cell phone rang.
She walked into the hallway, found her bag and dug through it for her phone. “Yes, hello!”
“Valérie?”
“Yes?”
“You don’t recognize my voice? Of course, it’s been so long. It’s Oscar from New York….”
“Oscar…Nathalie’s friend? Yes, of course…Oscar, how are you? It’s been a long time.”
“Yes, it has, but I had such a nice time at that dinner, and I’ve never forgotten you both. How is your husband, your children?”
“Fine, fine. Are you here in France?”
“I am. That’s why I’m calling. I’m in Paris for a few days. We had such a nice dinner in New York, so I got your number here from Nathalie. She told me you had moved back. I was going to ask if you and Philippe could meet me for supper while I’m in the city.”
Valérie was stunned to be getting this call. Her heart began to pound and she started to sweat. Thank God this was over the telephone and not in person! She had to concentrate in order to keep her voice sounding offhanded and light. Oscar, of all people! During their Los Angles posting a few years back, Philippe and Valérie had flown to New York to visit Valérie’s sister. Nathalie had married a New Yorker, and worked as a private French tutor for firms that did business abroad. Oscar was a senior manager in an international sports federation, and needed to be multilingual, since their business was done around the world. He became one of her students, and eventually a friend, and had been a guest at the dinner party.
Valérie was instantly attracted to him. She had been seated across from him and they’d chatted throughout the meal, which his wife hadn’t attended. Oscar was not a big man, maybe 5’6”—which accounted for his talent at soccer when he was young—but she liked his size, and beneath his sharp business suit his build seemed compact, lithe and muscular. She’d sensed a fierce sexuality under those executive clothes. He had light olive skin, and his face looked toned and angular. She even liked the shape of his neck, which made her wish he hadn’t been wearing a tie, so that she could peek at his chest.
She loved a man’s fit, lean torso, and how it made her eye travel down to his sex, and she still remembered that the lines of his shirt suggested he was strong and muscular. He sat comfortably, with his legs apart and his elbows resting on his thighs, and exuded the alpha confidence of an athlete. Philippe, though very attractive, was not particularly fit, and he held himself the way intellectuals and businessmen do, with their heads somehow disconnected from their bodies. But this man was different. She had felt that he was in his body, and that his mind and body were a powerful team. He had an aura that seemed to knock other men out of the room.
He was several years older than Valérie, and had beautifully graying hair and an appealing, virile five o’clock shadow that brought out his square jawline. His eyes, which had held her gaze longer than normal for a casual dinner gathering, were dark green. She’d found them captivating, and more than once had looked away when she felt the intimacy overwhelming.


She still remembered how, when he spoke, he’d rested his elbow on the table and lightly stroked his lips with his thumb while holding her glance. She’d found him sexy, and a little sly. For a diplomat’s spouse, dinner parties were akin to a part-time job, and she met scores of good-looking men, married or not. Valérie had never imagined being involved with a man outside her marriage, and she and Philippe had been very happy together at that point. But Oscar had left an impression on her that hadn’t disappeared.
All they’d shared that evening was common dinner party conversation, but underneath the banter she’d felt a current of heat between them. Had he shared her feeling? She had always thought so, because his eyes never left hers except when they perused her hair and her shirt front. She felt as if he was carefully checking her out, and was flattered, because she found him so attractive.
But she never found out one way or another. She and her sister didn’t share intimacies, so Valérie had never mentioned him to Nathalie except in completely casual terms. She’d prayed that nobody at the party had noticed the heat she had felt between them.
At one point in the evening she had spied Philippe in a conversation with him, and when they were on their way home she learned her husband had exchanged phone numbers with Oscar, who apparently traveled widely for his job and sometimes found himself in Los Angeles. She had been nonchalant about it to Philippe, but was secretly thrilled. She was disappointed that they never heard from Oscar again, but had never quite forgotten him.
Clearly, the momentary attraction had not faded, because she was as excited as a schoolgirl to have him on the phone.
“Well, Philippe is taking the children to the north coast to his parents’ for a few days, and I’ll be on my own. We could get together for a coffee tomorrow. How’s that?”
“Lovely. You’re there in the sixteenth arrondissement, at the address your sister gave?”
“Yes, yes. And we have a good café at the corner, called Café Liberté. It has a blue awning—you’ll see it. It’s across from a little grocery with flowers in front.”
“No problem. Is four o’clock fine for you?”
“Perfect. Tomorrow at four. See you then.”
“I look forward to it! I’m so glad I’ll have some company for a bit! Paris is a little harsh when you’re alone.”
“Oh, your wife didn’t come with you?” she ventured. What the hell am I thinking? she wondered.
“No, no, I came for work in Madrid. She has work in New York.”
“Oh, that’s too bad,” Valérie lied. “Well, anyway…till tomorrow then. Bye-bye.”
“Tomorrow!”
They hung up simultaneously.
Valérie stood in the room with the phone in her hand. Then she sat on the bed, in the middle of the piles of clothes and toiletries and open suitcases. She dropped the cell back into her bag and took out a pack of cigarettes. Philippe disapproved of her smoking, but wasn’t too angry if she did it only occasionally, and when she was alone.
She got back up, went to the window and opened it, then lit up and took a deep drag. She looked mindlessly at the traffic below and the neighbors around her, and recalled her single meeting with Oscar. She remembered the color of his eyes and now, with the phone call, the calm of his smooth, sexy voice. She swallowed and took another drag of her cigarette, feeling something deep in her body that she hadn’t felt in years. It was pure, sexual wanting. It was dormant sensation reawakened by the voice of this man she’d met for just a few hours years ago. She felt a flicker in her sex, as if it was being shaken awake, too.


She had never been unfaithful in her marriage, and had never shared more than an innocent flirtation with another man. But…then what, exactly? she asked herself. Things at home were so stressed, and sex was lukewarm at best. She didn’t even wait for arousal anymore with her husband. She just wanted it to be done so that she could sleep. What a state!
Her discontent allowed a space to open within her. It did not open in her heart, but in her body, and she felt it through her nerve endings. She felt that a ray of daylight was piercing the dismal gray cloud of her life, and offering her something beyond her marriage. How could the timing be so perfect? she asked herself, careful to avoid the word affair. She didn’t wish for any real distance from Philippe and her children; but while they were having their little holiday, might she have a “holiday” of her own…?
She was dying to know if Oscar was interested in her, and if he ever strayed outside his marriage; what man wouldn’t, she wondered, if the opportunity presented itself? She felt the stirring storm of sexual anticipation that she had in New York. It had been so long since a man had moved her sexually. Physically, she lived in a dry desert of neutered sex, and had actually forgotten the earthquake of desire. Here it was, rumbling inside her.
She recalled the sizzling undercurrent she’d felt with Oscar, and her nerves jumped. Did he really just want a cup of coffee, or something more…? She would have to wait and see. And if something more meant something that could harm her marriage, the stability of the life she and Philippe had made together, or their children…these were issues too monumental for her to allow herself to consider.
Valérie wasn’t a schemer or a planner, and wasn’t deceptive by nature; but her circumstances and her own emotional weakness left her open to seizing a moment and hoping it would all turn out for the best. She felt such a great longing for respite from a difficult period in their lives. And unless she was very wrong, Oscar’s sudden appearance felt ready-made: prêt-à-porter!
Looking out the window, she recalled Oscar and her sense of him. At the dinner she had imagined what he looked like under his sharp business suit—from the way his clothes fell she’d thought she could make out a taut, slim muscular build. She’d felt his raw sexuality. She remembered his green eyes gazing into hers like a cheeky dare…and she breathed hard. She put her cigarette out on the window ledge, closed the window, and turned back to packing for her family’s trip.
The next day all the preparations were in place. The taxi was ordered, bags were packed, and the grandparents were expecting them at the train station. They were leaving around lunchtime, so Valérie had prepared food for the trip.
“All ready to go?” Philippe asked the children. He looked at his wife. “This will be a good change of pace for everyone, don’t you think?”
Valérie smiled warmly at him and hugged him around his waist. He reciprocated with his arm around her shoulder. They stood together, looking at the children, who were stuffing last-second treasures into their bags. The apartment buzzer rang, signaling the taxi. “Let’s go! Taxi’s here!” Philippe said.
Ding-dang-dong… The three-tone notices hummed continuously over the loudspeaker, announcing trains coming and going. Gare de l’Est was a loom in motion. Families, singles, couples, old people, children, backpackers—they walked and ran in every direction, their paths crisscrossing in a colorful weave.
“We’ll miss you, my love,” Philippe said. “Mathieu, you know Maman is staying home. She’s not coming with us. It’s just us three visiting Mamie and Papie.”


Mathieu looked at his parents, then turned back to watch the crowd. He clung to his mother. “He’s gonna throw a total fit the second we get on the train and he sees you’re not coming,” Manon said, matter-of-factly.
“Try and relax,” Philippe directed, “and don’t smoke too much. Remember to eat properly. I’ll call you as soon as we’re there.”
“If I’m out, don’t worry. I might go to a film or sit in a café. Just things to clear my head. Maybe I’ll do some shopping for the kids. Make sure you all enjoy yourselves.”
Ding-dang-dong…boarding train 631 in five minutes to Lorient on track 15…



Café Liberté
Back in the apartment in front of her bedroom mirror, Valérie thought that the pale green top gave her a flirty décolletage, but that maybe the black skirt wasn’t so flattering. On the other hand, she thought as she tried on things from her closet, the pale pink linen dress showed off her waist and had décolleté as well. She chose the pink dress and stepped into it.
She was in good shape for her age, despite having had a couple of kids. Her breasts hadn’t bounced back to their former glory, but were still nicely shaped. Her olive skin tone was still pretty, and she had a slim waist and nice legs. She was a petite height, and had to watch what she ate to stay slim, now that she was nearly forty-three. She still cared about her figure, but had never anticipated being naked with another man. It had simply never occurred to her. She looked at her body and thought that her hair was still her best feature. She had wild, glossy black curls that fell below her shoulders.
Oh, maybe it’s just a coffee, after all, she thought, hoping that it wasn’t…but afraid that it was…! Conflicting notions pulled her one way and then another. On one hand she felt as if she had the right to a moment of pure joy with someone; yet on the other hand she knew she would be breaking a commitment she’d made to her husband. And then again, Oscar might be simply meeting an acquaintance for a coffee….
A police siren passing on a street snapped her out of her confused reverie. “Oh!” she said out loud to herself. She stood up straight and looked in the mirror. She glanced at the clock by the bed. She was meeting Oscar in just fifteen minutes. She fluffed out some of her curls, placing a thick mass just over one eyebrow. She tucked another clump behind one ear to reveal a dangly silver earring. She put on a bit of mascara and then sat back to look at her reflection. Am I still pretty? she wondered. She looked at the lines that had begun to appear around her dark, almond eyes, and at the circles underneath. Just a coffee, she repeated, dabbing on a bit more perfume and checking her lipstick in the mirror.
The café was half-filled. The right number of people: it was neither uncomfortably intimate, nor too busy and bustling. Oscar already had a table.
“Oscar!” She made her way through the tables. He stood.
“Valérie, my dear!” They brushed cheeks in a French greeting.
“Lovely to see you, my dear,” Oscar said.
“Wonderful to see you again,” Valérie said in return, instantly hoping that she wasn’t giving herself away.
Oscar was exactly as she had remembered him. In a split second she sensed the same magnetic pull between them. He wore another smart business suit and looked as dashing as she’d recalled. Her stomach leaped, but she tried to act casual.
“Have you seen Nathalie recently?” she asked, starting the conversation with a subject they shared.
“Yes, few months ago,” he answered, “and I called her for your new phone number. Are you close with your sister?”
“No, not so much,” Valérie admitted. “We’ve been in different places for so many years now.”
The conversation was casual, but the air between them was not. His eyes locked on hers. While they mouthed pleasantries, she gazed back into the green eyes she recalled from the first time they had met. She felt drawn to him.
“And is your family well?”


“Everyone is fine. Our kids are happy at their schools, and I hope they’re working hard. How is Philippe’s new post? You must all be happy to be back in France.”
“Yes, of course,” Valérie said. “It’s always easier in your own language. And the new posting is working well. It was a good move.” She lied, feeling that the truth of her life was too heavy a burden for this lighthearted meeting.
“Well then, everything fine for all of us!” Oscar said brightly. He caught the eye of the passing waiter and turned to Valérie. “Listen, how about a nice glass of wine instead of coffee? I know it’s a bit early, but it’s so nice to be here. I’d like to take advantage of my few days in Paris….”
“Yes, yes, why not?” Valérie answered. “A glass would be nice.” She knew that a glass of wine would loosen her up, but she felt as if every step forward led toward a precipice. The feeling both excited and scared her.
Oscar scanned the café blackboard menu and ordered wine for them both. His French was smooth and fluent. The waiter left.
“Your French is excellent, you know?” Valérie said, complimenting him.
“It’s easy to learn with a good teacher like Nathalie! But I didn’t have a choice—I had to learn for work. And you, are you working at all?”
“Me? Oh no, I’m too busy with the children. When they’re older I’ll go back, but they’re still small, you know.”
The wine arrived and Oscar toasted to reacquaintances. “Santé!” they said together, touching glasses lightly. They both smiled, and their eyes met again. He gave a sly smile, and she felt a rush of warmth throughout her body. She had a fleeting image of the slim hips and tight muscles under that suit. She wanted to run her hand over a curving biceps, and suddenly thought, I know how people do this. She had an image of a grassy plain and a cliff’s edge, and felt that a marriage was on that plain. At the cliff’s edge was Oscar, and leaping off it together wourld be a daring, heart-pounding adventure. Looking into his eyes made her move closer to the cliff’s edge.
“So,” Valérie said, trying to be a bit flirtatious. It was a long time since she’d flirted with anyone, and she felt as if she was treading uneasily on unfamiliar, uneven ground. “How do you have time away from your work here to drink in the afternoon?”
“Oh, I don’t have anything to do in Paris,” Oscar answered, draining his glass. He stretched out his legs, crossed his arms and looked at her with a half smile. “I was working in Madrid and asked the company travel agent to arrange a layover. Just to relax, really. My wife is busy with work. And why didn’t you go with Philippe and your children?”
Valérie rested her forearms on the table and leaned her chest toward Oscar provocatively. “Oh, Philippe had a chance to take the children to his parents’, and we both agreed that it would be nice if I had the week to myself at home. I don’t really get along with my in-laws, anyway.” She cocked her head and answered his gaze with her eyes.
“Mmm.” He nodded. “And me, I didn’t want to waste all those French lessons on work! The Americans say ‘All work makes Jack a dull boy.’” He laughed. Valérie laughed, too, and their smiles and their fast-disappearing wine both lightened and intensified the air between them. She felt as if a weight was lifting, and as if the cliff edge was fast approaching.
Oscar read her thoughts. “Listen, Valérie,” he said, and when he leaned over the table he took her hand. He did it so swiftly and smoothly, without skipping a beat or breaking eye contact, that it took her breath away. Valérie felt her heart start to pound. What daring! she thought, truly shocked. He knows I’m married!


“Instead of another glass here, why don’t you be my Paris guide and we’ll have a walk along the Seine? I was going to ask you and Philippe for supper, but he’s away. Maybe you’ll join me for dinner tonight. Yes? No fun to eat alone, you know.”
Before she could answer or remove her hand, which buzzed from his electric touch, he released it and signaled to the waiter for the check. He’s so cheeky, she thought, attracted now not only to piercing green eyes, slim hips and strong hands, but by his daring. He must want me, too, she thought, feeling more confident than ever.
“I can’t think of a reason to say no….” Valérie said, cocking her head slightly and holding his gaze for a few seconds. She twirled a lock of hair behind her ear and smiled at him.
“Well, there you go, then. It’s decided,” answered Oscar.
As they left the café and walked into the sunshine he subtly took her arm. In return, she moved closer to his body, feeling his strong, slim thigh beside her hip. She felt him beside her as they walked, and her nerves tingled. When was the last time the sun shone? she wondered.



Dinner Out
Near evening, Oscar took Valérie to a restaurant he said he’d always wanted to try when in Paris, but hadn’t had the chance. He said it was written up in the American food magazines, and its chef-owner won accolades for his North African-French fusion dishes. They drank a deep, bold Bourgogne, and toasted to “a little holiday together,” as Oscar called it.
They tasted each other’s adventurous plates, and at the end traded bold desserts where sweet and spicy flavors danced together. Fresh figs were gently enrobed in French pâte feuilletée and flavored with orange-water and cardamom. Spanish peaches were embedded in couscous spiced with vanilla and cinnamon.
“May I?” asked Oscar quietly.
Valérie put down her fork and looked at him inquisitively. She didn’t know what he wanted. With his thumb and forefinger he picked up a warm, supple, deep amber fig, dripping with its honey-and-orange glaze, and lifted it to her mouth. She smiled and parted her lips. When he carefully slipped the slim brown tip inside, she closed her mouth around it and bit softly through it, its tiny seeds relenting to her teeth. Her cunt jumped with pleasure.
Oscar smiled with one corner of his mouth. He held the dripping fruit to his own lips, licked the part where her mouth had touched, and bit it off. Juice ran down his finger. They didn’t speak. The intensity of their exchange blurred everything around them.
Valérie wanted him. The wine was erasing the edginess in her nerves, and she felt less confined to the imposed rules of marriage. She felt that the universe would let her love her husband and make love to Oscar. She had to feel his body around hers, she thought. But she just couldn’t bring herself to tell him, to say it out loud. Would he say something? She fingered her long, silver chain and leaned toward him over the crisp linen tablecloth. She felt the wine in her body, felt her face flush and her vulva pulse.
Oscar’s eyes met hers, and he finally said, quietly, “You’re a beautiful woman, Valérie. You must know I think so. Is this a moment for us to share? If it isn’t, maybe we should stop right here.” He stroked her hand with the tips of his fingers and held her gaze. But before she could tell him how she felt, he said, “Don’t answer now. I’ve had a wonderful time with you, but I’m going to put you in a taxi.”
Valérie’s eyes widened.
“Let’s think about what we’re doing,” he added. “If we go any further, I’d like to feel that you’re sure. We’ve got lots to protect, both of us. Listen, I’m going to sneak in a business call to New York before bed. It’s still early there,” he said.
She didn’t know how to reply. She wanted to tell him that she wanted to feel his skin, to touch him, but she felt conflicted between desire and giving too much away.
“You’re sure I can’t offer you a cognac…?” she said, hoping it was the right thing to say in a situation where the lines between them were blurred. Now they were neither friends nor lovers.
He held her hand as they left the restaurant. The valet hailed a taxi, and before Valérie knew it, Oscar was holding the door open.
“I’ve had a wonderful afternoon with you, my dear,” he said softly. “What a nice surprise. Thank you for sharing your day. And what are you doing tomorrow?”


“I have no plans, and I’d love to make plans with you….” A mental picture flashed through her mind of an embrace with him, of them standing against a wall and him pumping his ass against her, between her legs. She snapped out of the reverie. “Uhh, I have nothing to do. You know, if my family’s away, then I’m on holiday, too. Why don’t you call me in the morning? I haven’t been to the Centre Pompidou in years.…”
“Let’s do it—let’s be real tourists,” Oscar said with a laugh. Then the mood shifted in an instant while they looked into each other’s eyes. Oscar’s hand swept into the back of her hair, and he leaned in and met her mouth with his with an urgency that sent a current of desire down her loins. The kiss was hot, deep and hungry. They both shuddered, and his hand palmed her body from between her legs, where he pressed against her, up to her breast, which he squeezed, kissing her even more passionately. Just as quickly, he let her go and held her by her shoulders, away from him. They looked at one another and breathed hard.
“I’ll call you in the morning,” Oscar said. He guided her into the taxi, announced Valérie’s address to the cabbie and handed him some folded euros, then gestured warmly to her as the taxi moved into traffic. With the wine in her head, and the sensation of their kiss, and of their shared dessert…she simply remained in those moments. She felt the breeze from the open windows of the speeding taxi, and watched the glow of passing lights and fluorescent signs. His touch was branded on her senses, and their sexual energy hummed through her body until the taxi stopped at her building.
Valérie turned the key in the lock and entered a quiet, dark apartment. She kicked off her shoes and dropped onto a chair at the small kitchen table. She realized that she had never been in the apartment when it was empty. The silence pressed on her; she was unaccustomed to it. No din of the children. Nothing.
She turned the handle to open the window and let in the sounds of the Paris night. She looked out at the night sky and neighboring apartments. Her head spun with the excitement of being with Oscar, and it spun with the wine. She was still slightly startled that he was…well…gone. Not that she had expected otherwise, she reminded herself….
She looked back into the dark apartment and noticed the red blinking light of the telephone answering machine. She sighed. She knew it was Philippe, but she wanted to remain in this moment.
Valérie got up, went to the bathroom, and then straight to bed. She couldn’t remember when she had last felt that rush of electricity and anticipation. It was exciting and exhausting.



Sightseeing
The morning was gray and rainy. She got up and showered, replaying the events of the evening with Oscar. She heaved a sigh out loud, knowing nobody could hear. After she dressed, Valérie dialed Philippe’s cell phone.
“Philippe! How was the trip? How are the children?”
“We called but you weren’t home! Where were you? Are you all right? Did you get the message?”
“Oh, I went out to a film and I had a sandwich in a café. I did a little shopping. And I didn’t want to call and wake anyone.” Her sense of guilt made her feel that even Oscar’s presence in Paris was contraband, and she quickly decided to avoid his name altogether. She knew that they had crossed lines, no matter what happened now.
“Understood. We’re all fine, and I think the sea air is good for the kids. After all the time at the beach and in the water, they slept like logs.”
They covered the news of the trip and of the children, chatted and soon had nothing more to say. “I love you, my darling,” Philippe said.
“I love you. Kisses to the kids,” she answered. And they hung up.
The buzzer rang. Their next-door neighbor, Therèse, came by most mornings to ask Valérie to watch her baby for a minute while she ran to the bakery for her morning baguette. “Yes, Therèse!” she called as she walked to the door and automatically opened it.
“Am I bothering you…?”
“Oscar!”
Oscar let himself in, and closed the door. “You’re so surprised! Should I leave?” He held up a bag. “You have a wonderful bakery just around the corner, and of course they make the best brioches and croissants. I just couldn’t help myself. If you’re busy, we’ll just have a bite and I’ll leave. Otherwise we can share a petit déjeuner.”
“Oh, no, I’m not busy at all! Of course not! Come in, come in. I’ll make coffee.” She was grateful that she’d already dressed, but wondered at the state of her unmade face and hair. She brushed her fingers through some slept-on curls and hoped they would fall right. “I thought you’d call, but that’s fine. You’re a rascal, aren’t you,” she teased. She took the paper bag and started ahead of him toward the kitchen.
“I can be….” And she suddenly felt his hand on her arm. He took it firmly and pulled her back toward him, so she gasped in surprise. He turned her to face him and tugged her body to his. One hand moved up to her head, and he didn’t hesitate before delivering a long, firm kiss. His fingers were entwined in her hair, and his other hand clasped her arm so that he held her close to him. His kiss was demanding, tantalizing and precise. She shivered. He smelled clean and yet musky. She drank him in. He stopped abruptly.
He held her shoulders and moved her away from him to look squarely in her eyes. “Let’s make sure we know what we’re doing here…. I want you, but we’ve got families….” He knew the significance of what they were heading toward, and he wanted their intimacy acknowledged, permitted. He gave her time to refuse, to have a second thought. One of his hands left her shoulder and ran through her thick, wild hair.


She met his gaze, but didn’t want to face real costs. Valérie didn’t care about his wife or why he was doing this; and she didn’t care about her own life at this moment. She simply felt intoxicated by him, and she wanted him. “Let’s just call it a holiday….” she whispered, putting an index finger to her lips. “From everything…and no strings attached…” And she moved swiftly to his mouth, kissing him and pulling him to her. Finally, she thought, running her hand over his chest.
“Oh, yes!” she murmured aloud. Nerves shot up from her deepest insides to the roof of her mouth. Her body remembered these long-dormant carnal sensations. She swiftly undid his shirt buttons and felt the hard curves of his chest muscles. “I want you!” she whispered in his ear as she gently bit his earlobe.
They connected with fierce energy. Their mouths played together, lips and tongues in a wild little dance. His hands began exploring her skin, and all roads of sensation led to her pussy, which was pulsing and throbbing with the tension of wanting. She felt his desire in the strength of his arms. His urgency, when he pressed her to him, made her gasp. His hard cock pushed against her. Her heart pounded and the blood rushed into her cunt.
Her moral compass spun with the gravity of what she was doing, yet she lacked any motivation to stop it. She had been drawn to Oscar from the beginning, and hadn’t synchronicity put them in the right place at the right time? She hadn’t felt such a pull to a man in decades. “I wanted this when I met you in New York. I wanted to touch you as soon as you looked at me,” she whispered.
The precipice they’d been on last night was crumbling beneath them. His hands were exploring her skin and she felt his mouth on her neck, then on her chest…and then his tongue on a nipple made her leap and gasp with delight. His hand kneaded her breasts and clutched her to him. “Ahh!” she sighed loudly. Her knees felt as if they would melt. She hadn’t felt such abandon and joy in someone’s body for so long!
“Let’s get comfortable,” he murmured in her ear. He looked up and saw the bedroom and led her to it—to Valérie and Phillipe’s marriage bed—where he both pulled and pushed her onto it. They fell together onto the still-unmade mattress. Every nerve exploded as her blouse was pushed up and away by Oscar’s hands. He lightly skimmed her skin with the palm of his hand, and she strained and arched her back to meet his touch. She gasped. After so many years of lovemaking to the same man, her senses were in shock.
Oscar smelled different, a musky, sweaty scent coupled with a foreign cologne. He was firm and exigent, where Philippe was tender and tentative. Oscar made love, while Valérie’s marriage bed had become a rote exercise. She reveled in his body as his mouth moved across her breasts and he sucked and bit her straining brown nipples. “Oh!” she cried without even realizing it.
“Baby…” he replied, pinching her other nipple between his thumb and forefinger.
For a single moment she felt a pang of self-consciousness about her body. How long had it been since a stranger felt her like this? The last time a stranger ravished her she’d had taut skin and the firm breasts and flesh of a young woman. But they were here, now, and Oscar showed no signs of stopping for dinner conversation. They explored each other like new lovers. He palmed the curves of her body everywhere; his hand slipped over her back and her ass. His fingertips trailed down the backs of her thighs and into crevices of olive flesh. She moaned with pleasure.
She pushed him away so that she could discover his sinewy form, which was as rippled and muscled as she had hoped. His cock was long and thick, and it strained while she ran her hands over his chest, down his slim hips and over his thighs. Then he growled from his throat and dragged her panties down, off her hips and down her legs. She helped by kicking them away. Finally, he flipped her over on the bed and opened her legs with his own. So fast, she felt his hands squeeze her ass, and then his finger search for her opening. She was wet and he slid his finger in.


“I’ve wanted to fuck you since I first saw you,” he whispered in her ear, on top of her. He lift himself and grunted with pleasure. He had his cock in his hand, and opened her legs wider to mount her. He dived deeply into her, and when he stopped for a second she felt as if his cock touched every nerve her body. He began to rock and pump. She cried out, overtaken by waves of pleasure as he moved in and out, in and out.
“Baby, baby…I want to fuck you….” he murmured, lowering his head to nip at her earlobes and tongue her ear. His deep whispers made his fierceness even hotter. She had a fleeting reflection that she had taken someone into Philippe’s bed, and struggled for a moment with the reality of it.
But Oscar interrupted those fleeting thoughts. “Do you have a vibrator, honey?” he asked, breathing hard.
“Uhh…” she stammered, lifting her eyebrows in shock. Talking to this man about intimate sex toys of her marriage…?
She stared blankly, and he whispered, “Married men know what works!” Valérie laughed and pointed to her bedside table. He laughed, too, but he wasn’t fooling around. He pulled out of her and went directly for the drawer, opening it so roughly that he brought the whole table crashing to the floor, with the lamp following. There, in the mess of spilled contents, was indeed her plastic, pink-hued vibrator. Oscar smirked, grabbed it and turned it on.
He flipped her onto her stomach and slid his straining cock back into her. “Honey…” he said, pumping again. He lifted her hips. He grabbed a pillow to make a cushion between her cunt and the vibrator head. Then he put the vibrating unit against her while he pumped his cock. She could feel all her nerve endings climbing. She felt her orgasm coming, and the sensation was that she was flying off that cliff that they had leaped from. The buzz of the vibrator registered like a plane engine.
And that was the end. She came with a crash that exploded deep inside, and her clit growled like a cat ready to pounce. When it did, she saw a kaleidoscope of colors so vivid that she gave an openmouthed cry. Did it last a second or an hour? She lost track of time, and came out of it sweating and heaving.
But Oscar wasn’t done. He pulled out of her, sweet sex honey running everywhere, and turned her over. She had a chance to look at his cock. It was bigger and thicker than Philippe’s, which accounted for its performance, she guessed. Oscar slid himself into her, face-forward, and devoured her with his mouth. His tongue explored every part of her tongue and, still pumping, he bent over to suck her nipples, first one, then the other. Finally, he emitted a grunt that began quietly, then grew to almost a shout. She felt as if she was fucking a tiger. She was thunderstruck.
It was over. His cream streamed out of her and onto the tangled mess of sheets. He flopped over onto his back and lay there, sweating and panting. Beads of sweat shone on his olive skin. She looked at him naked for the first time. His skin was darker than Philippe’s, and he was hairier, but it suited him, since he was like a wild animal, she thought.
“I love your body…” she said quietly. His arms were muscular. He wasn’t big, but she was right about the sexual power he held. He was hard and sinewy, his muscles taut. But she couldn’t reconcile making love with him in Philippe’s own bed, so she put it out of her mind.
“The timing was right,” he said. “It was meant to be.”
He circled the curves of her breasts with his fingers as they lay on the bed. “I forgot how lovely it is to lie together after making love,” she said.


“Your hair is wild. It reminds me of an exotic queen,” he replied, twirling a lock with his thumb.
She put thoughts of her husband out of her mind and instead chose to experience the moment, as if time was just stopping briefly. “I love your body….” she repeated, running her palm from his curved biceps, over his strong chest and down his stomach, where she stopped and kissed him.
“Maybe I’ll make coffee…?” she asked, looking up from his chest.
He laughed and sat up, and grabbed a bedsheet to wipe some of the sweat from his brow and then his chest. “Yes, yes…and those croissants now. I’m famished. Can I jump into a shower?”
He came into the kitchen in his boxer shorts. He smelled faintly of her family soap, which confused her senses. He sat down at the kitchen table, where she had breakfast things laid out. “Please,” she said, gesturing to the table.
He poured her espresso, then his own. “Sit down, sit down,” he said, grabbing her hand as she moved back and forth in the small kitchen. “You’re okay with this…?”
“I don’t know. I’ve never done this before. I just wanted you…I wanted you ever since I saw you,” she said, sitting down across from him. “Sometimes you meet someone, and then if you’re lucky, you get a moment with them, I think…and this is my moment with you.”
“That’s how I feel,” he said. “And wonderful things can happen even when you only have that moment.”
He reached under the table and stroked her thigh. “No strings, just a…a short vacation from our lives? And nobody needs to know.” He drank his espresso and tore a croissant.
“It’s a deal. I never knew it could be so easy.” They smiled at each other. “Have you done this before? Since you were married?”
“Maybe once or twice… I’ve been married a long time,” he answered with a wink. “So it’s a deal. It’s between us.” He extended his hand.
She took it and he pulled her toward him for a kiss. She laughed and drew away. “This won’t get us far in Paris,” she said.
“I don’t care. You’re what I want to see in Paris, baby,” he answered, lifting her shirt to stroke her breast. “Come back to bed with me,” he said, kissing her neck. He led her by the hand, and they fumbled their way back to the bedroom. They fell on the bed and he kissed her body, making his way down to her pussy.
Philippe hadn’t bothered with oral sex for years. Now a soft stroke of Oscar’s tongue on her inside lips made her quiver. His tongue found her clit and he sucked it gently. At the same time, he slid a finger in and out of her rhythmically, and in minutes her body rose in a tide of sensation.
Before she could come, he moved up and pushed his thick sex into her. Every nerve she possessed was now riding the white water of body bliss. “Taste your sweet honey,” he whispered. “Give me your tongue.” She parted her lips and he licked her tongue, and they exchanged her juices as they kissed again. He pumped her sopping wet cunt, and when she began to cry out, he let himself come, bursting into her with shivers of pleasure.
They lay together in a sticky mess of sweat and cum, and finally came apart. But it didn’t last long. They began to kiss again, fondling and stroking each other’s body.
“How about a shower…again?” Oscar suggested. “And this time you come with me. Then we’ll get out and enjoy the city, like we planned.”
“I am enjoying the city,” Valérie said, “since you’re in it.”


He led her off the bed and into the shower. Water flowed and they soaped one another, sending bubbles running down and around and across hard and soft flesh, over breasts and taut muscles, soft curves and asses. Valérie soaped Oscar’s soft penis, pumping it with her warm, wet hand, and it came to life again, hard and hungry.
“Turn around,” he whispered in her ear. “I need to fuck you again….” She turned, and he entered her from behind, pumping hard while the warm water fell between them. He stroked her tits from behind and she caressed her own sex. “I want you to suck me before I come again,” he urged. He pulled himself out, still hard and straining.
She went on her knees on the floor of the tub and took him in her mouth. He was bigger and wider than Philippe, and when she couldn’t hold him in she sucked the purple tip of his cock, and licked it like candy. He moaned and grunted, spurting over her face. She caught some cum with her tongue and he groaned again. He dropped to his knees and kissed her deeply, tasting himself in her mouth.
“Okay,” he laughed, when they had recovered from the moment. “Now let’s really get out of here.” They finally cleaned up, dressed and prepared to leave the apartment.



Tourists in the City
They decided to visit the Centre Pompidou. Valérie hadn’t gone in years, and Oscar, always more interested in athletics, had toured few galleries. The diverse and modern collections gave them much to talk about, and they continued their conversation over lunch in a casual bistro where they ordered steak frites and a bottle of light rosé. They shared clafoutis aux cerise for dessert like lovers. They walked through the old neighborhoods and admired buildings that Valérie hadn’t looked at in years. Who admired seventeenth-century architecture with two tired, arguing children in tow? she thought to herself. Who stopped to study the details of medieval gargoyles while hauling bags of groceries?
Oscar was a charmer, and he made her laugh with stories from his business travels in the world of pro sports. They held hands and shared ice cream. They kissed in the street. Oscar took her hand everywhere, and put his arm around her at every opportunity.
They ended the day with a stroll through the Jardin du Luxembourg, resplendent and majestic at the height of the season, topaz-toned sand and stone bright in the summer sun. “I’d forgotten that Paris is such a fabulous city,” she said, “or maybe you are what’s fabulous?” She looked at him.
He smiled and winked. “It’s the moment we have together, and it’s you.” He drew her to him and kissed her.
“There’s a restaurant I want to take you to,” Oscar said as they were leaving the gardens.
“You took me out last night. I’ll make you something at home,” Valérie replied.
“Didn’t you say that this is a little holiday?” he said playfully. “And on holidays don’t you eat in restaurants? Let me take you. My wife buys all those food magazines, but they just sit there, so I read them. I love to eat. I read about another new bistro.” He took out his handheld and searched for the address. “Here it is. Let’s go.” He looked up and down the street, scouting for a taxi.
“Your wife…” Valérie started.
Oscar stopped her midsentence, putting his index finger to her lips. “‘My wife,’ ‘your husband’—don’t worry about anything. This is our little ‘lost weekend’ away from everyone. When it’s over, we’ll go back to our worries.” He kissed her, and soon flagged a passing cab. She thought, in the taxi, as he held her hand, that he was right. There was no point in overthinking a little tryst, and she promised herself that she wouldn’t mention it again. Reality, she knew, would return soon enough.
They ate in a stylish bistro that celebrated classic French cuisine done with global flavors. They fed each other grilled sardines dipped in miso-rosemary sauce from lacquered chopsticks. They drank a dry white wine, and ate French favorites—woodsy cèpes, aubergines and courgettes—in Sichuan spices. They nibbled and shared desserts of apples with burnt sugar, folded into layers of paper-thin Greek phyllo pastry. “I love to eat with you,” Oscar said, brushing her cheek with his hand. “You enjoy food like you enjoy sex, and that’s a very sexy thing.” He reached underneath the table and caressed her thigh.
“Here’s to us and our little holiday together” she replied, raising her glass. He raised his, but before they drank he took her other hand and brought it to his lips. She smiled and exclaimed, “I think I’d like a vacation in New York!”
“Why don’t you come to my hotel tonight, and enjoy a four-star room? It’s no fun for me all alone.” He brushed a finger against her cheek again and smiled in turn. “Let’s start walking, and if we get tired we can grab a cab.”


They walked toward the river, stopping in front of small gallery windows to look at paintings. They passed a bookstore having an author’s reading and stopped in the doorway to listen. They continued on, sharing favorite authors.
The only sour note in this symphony of romance was when Valérie realized she couldn’t be away from the apartment for a night without an excuse for Philippe. She hated lying to him—hated the feeling of guilt in the pit of her stomach—but her desire for Oscar was greater than her wish to examine her life outside the confines of these few precious days.
“Listen,” she said to Oscar, “I have to make a call…to Philippe…. I’ll just step over there a moment,” she said, gesturing to a large doorway entrance into a courtyard between two ancient buildings.
He nodded in agreement. “I’ll wait here.”
She flipped her cell phone open and speed-dialed. “Mon amour!” her husband answered brightly. “I left a message this morning. I didn’t get you at home and I called your cell, but you didn’t answer….”
“Oh, maybe I was in the métro and didn’t hear it. I’ve been out a lot, just shopping and in the stores—it’s so much easier without kids, you know.”
“Of course,” Philippe answered. “You should be having some fun.”
“Well, I am…just meeting old girlfriends I haven’t seen in so long. But listen, I have to go…. I just wanted to tell you that I plan to go to bed early and get a good night’s sleep with no interruptions, you know? I’ll probably turn off the phone tonight, so if I don’t answer, I’m just at home asleep. Are the children fine?”
“Yes, they’re having a wonderful time, and they miss you and love you, like I do. I won’t call tonight, and you have a good, restful sleep. Je t’aime, mon amour.”
“You’ll all be back soon—the day after tomorrow? Je t’aime…bye!” She hung up.
Valérie glanced up the street to find Oscar. He was standing in a doorway looking at his messages on his phone. He lifted his head and their eyes met. They both smiled. She walked to him.
“Everything fine?” he asked. “Fine. Let’s go.” He took her hand and they walked together. Afternoon turned into a warm evening. Streetlights blinked on and Oscar pointed to the sky. “Let’s walk down to the Seine. Maybe we’ll see a star or two.”
At the bottom of the narrow street they arrived at Pont Neuf. They walked across and stopped to admire the Seine, its current glistening in the evening light. Boats moved along under them. Oscar tugged Valérie toward him and kissed her. He took her face in his hands and kissed her deeply and slowly. She heard other lovers whispering to each other as they crossed the bridge, and she heard bicycle wheels whirring past. She felt the night breeze brush past them, and the cool scent of the water wafted by. She felt the spirits of a thousand lovers on this ancient bridge, all having embraced and loved, as though it were a place where time stood still for passion and tenderness between souls.
“Come,” Oscar said, after what felt like a kiss that flowed between time. “Let’s find a taxi and go to the Tour Eiffel.” They hailed a taxi and headed for the Jardin des Tuileries.



A Night on the Town
Arriving close enough to the Eiffel Tower to have it looming skyward before them, Oscar said, “Let’s take a detour. When was the last time you were on that big Ferris wheel?”
“La Grande Roue?” Valérie laughed, pointing to it. “You’re crazy! It’s been forever.” In the park, tourists took photos of their children, tired from busy vacation days. The smell of popcorn filled the air around them, and they crunched kernels beneath their feet as they walked.
He took her waist and they approached the Ferris wheel, a perfect circle of twinkling lights by night. “Two, please,” Oscar said to the ticket taker. They waited for the next turn, and were placed in a car. In others, young couples giggled and kissed.
Up, up, up moved the little car. The big wheel swept them up above the park trees, green in the city-lit night. Up, up and up, and they looked at the lights of Paris around them. Traffic circled endlessly around the Champs Elysée. A thousand tiny lights glittered on the Eiffel Tower. And when Valérie looked up into the sky, she saw stars shining and planets blinking.
“The City of Lights. Beautiful, isn’t it,” Oscar said. At the top the Ferris wheel stopped for a few minutes, and they both registered their amazement.
“I forget that I live here….” Valérie sighed.
Oscar turned and brought her to him, and they kissed again. He stroked her cheek. “I want you,” he said quietly.
When the ride ended, they made their way out of the park, hand in hand, and caught a cab to Oscar’s hotel. “How is it that a lovely hotel makes you feel like you don’t have a care in the world?” she said to him as they entered his room.
He drew her to him, and they fell on the bed together, their kisses a tango of tongues and eager lips. They shed each other’s clothes, undoing buttons and zippers and unpeeling layers until they were naked and rolling together over crisp, white hotel linens.
He urged her head to his cock. After years spent making love to the same man, she wondered what Oscar liked. She licked the soft, purple head and heard him gasp. He held it at the base and moaned as she tongued its length. He stroked her hair while she pumped him with her wet mouth. It made her feel young and sexy and dirty, and she loved it.
She felt liberated from the dead air of her sex life. She pumped his cock and sucked hard. He gasped and groaned, shooting his white cum over her and the bed. He dropped onto the big pillows and exhaled deeply, exhausted. “Oh, baby,” he said, lifting her to him to kiss her deeply. Their tongues collided passionately, and she felt a rush of not just her carnal high, but of happiness with this man and this moment.
Then he slid down her. His fingers parted the soft lips of her pussy and he carefully stroked her hard fuchsia clit with his tongue. It was confident and sure, not tentative like Philippe’s. She cried out, and Oscar stroked it back the other way. He let his tongue travel outside and inside the plump, engorged lips of her vulva, and finally was too excited to continue. “I have to fuck you now,” he growled, and mounted her in an instant like an animal. He drove his thick, rigid sex into her and they both panted like primal beasts. His hands were all over her hot flesh. She came with a cry, and he grunted, pushing himself into her harder and harder until he was empty.
They came apart, wet and sticky with sweat and cum. With his eyes closed, he left a hand roaming her skin, over her breasts and nipples. Finally, he turned toward her and kissed her. “A shower and room service? I’m famished again.”


While Oscar showered, she wandered the hotel room, then stood at the window to watch the view. He came out in a thick hotel robe. “Your turn, my dear. What would you like?” he asked, picking up the room service menu. “I’m going to order a steak sandwich.”
“Oh, I don’t know. I’ll have what you’re having. And a glass of wine would be nice.”
In the shower, among the little luxury hotel soaps and shampoos, Valérie looked forward to staying the night. The hotel made her feel as if her own world were truly on the other side of the globe, and with it her life of wife and mother. She showered a long time, running the hot water over herself like a summer rain. When she finally came out, body and hair swathed in thick, white hotel towels, the food had already arrived.
“I didn’t want to bother you in the shower. I hope it’s not rude that I started without you.”
Valérie laughed. “You’re kidding. Nothing could bother me right now. Restaurants, room service…” Then she lowered her voice, adding, “Making love with you…what could bother me now?” They toasted to the fun they were having together, ate and relaxed. Valérie stayed the night with him, made love and slept in the fantasy comforts of his hotel.
That night her dreams featured a whirlwind of movement. She dreamed of museums and taxis, and a place that looked like the Italian coastline where she’d once spent a week with a boyfriend when she was young. Always moving, never stopping, and making love in hotel rooms with open shutters that let in the summer air.
The next morning she and Oscar ate croissants and drank café au lait from room service. They sat in their plush white robes and looked at the newspaper together. “Well,” Oscar began, “I have one more day here. What would you like to do? See some monuments? Go to one of those huge flea markets? Walk through the Marais?”
“A flea market…what a fun idea. I never go—it’s impossible with the kids,” she said.
They hopped in a taxi and spent the morning in one of the rambling, labyrinthine markets. They ambled through the alleyways and past the stalls. Oscar bargained with sellers just for fun, and they ate spicy little merguez sausages in baguettes for lunch, and washed them down with beer. “I don’t know when I’ve had so much fun,” Valérie told him, wrapping her arm around his waist.
Oscar said that he’d never been through any of the city’s famed churches, and so they spent the afternoon exploring Notre Dame and Saint Germain des Pres. Standing on the street and looking at a map made her feel like a tourist. She felt above the bitter bustle of daily Parisian life, above it and apart from it, just like a real tourist.
“How about a glass of wine somewhere?” Oscar said as they left the cathedral. “Maybe we can find a nice bistro and have a bite for dinner. I don’t want to be the first one to say it, but maybe this is our last evening together.”
Valérie knew it, but had put it to the back of her mind. “Then let’s go back to your hotel, so at least we can be alone.” They flagged a cab and sat in the back with fingers entwined.
“I’m not looking forward to saying goodbye,” she said.
He took her face in his hands and kissed her. “Don’t talk about goodbyes. We still have a few hours…and who knows that we won’t be together again sometime?”
“We’ll have the Chateau Margaux 1983,” Oscar ordered on the phone to room service. “A confit foie gras de canard maison sauce poire and an escalope de veau,” he added, reading from the menu. “And a warm goat cheese on toasted brioches from the appetizers.”
“Our last supper.” Valérie smiled sadly, cocking her head.


“Listen,” Oscar answered, “never say never. But let’s just remind ourselves of the wonderful time we had…and let’s make one more memory until we see each other again.” He led her to the big bed they’d made love in. She slid out of her shoes and backed onto it as he kissed her, pulling her to him. They rolled on the bed, enjoying each other’s body. “Were we meant to fit together so perfectly?” Oscar whispered.
Room service knocked. He signed for the food and closed the door again. “Let’s go back to where we were,” Valérie said, taking his hand and leading him back to the bed. There, they made love for the last time. They embraced tenderly and they embraced passionately. Oscar caressed Valérie’s body, and tongued and sucked her nipples. When he thought she couldn’t take any more, he drove his sex into her, and they rode a tide of pleasure together. They played together in bed like new lovers, enjoying and exploring, not knowing what the next moment would bring.
When it was over, Oscar opened the Chateau Margaux and brought glasses to the bed, where they lay naked in wildly rumpled sheets. “Here’s to us,” he said, pouring the wine. “Here’s to us. Here’s to little holidays from reality…and to little secrets.” They put their glasses together and kissed.



Every Vacation Ends
Philippe and the children came back without incident, and they were all happy to be together again. The children were tanned and rested, and Philippe seemed to have enjoyed himself despite spending a week with his parents. His family’s happiness was his own. The children’s tan faces reminded him of a week well spent, and he was grateful for the air of calm the week had brought to his wife.
She felt the letdown that came with the end of every vacation, but maybe it was also a small relief to return to her own surroundings. The children and their din, and Philippe, as he was, were those surroundings. She looked at his tall, thin frame and his slight paunch. She noticed that he was beginning to stoop slightly.
She didn’t say much about how she had spent her days; she said that there wasn’t much to tell. “Just rest and relaxation,” she told Philippe “I think the Americans call it R & R.”


 
Hungry for more? Spice Briefs to suit every taste are available now at www.spicebriefs.com, including these recent titles:
Wanton by Crystal Jordan
Exposed and Pleasured by Lisa Renee Jones
The Queen’s Consort by Leia Rice
The Earl Takes a Lover by Georgia E. Jones
Bound and Pleasured by Lisa Renee Jones
Indecent Experiment by Megan Hart
Their Private Arrangement by Saskia Walker
Taste of Pleasure by Lisa Renee Jones
Make Me Beg by Alice Gaines
Secretly Serviced by Becky Flade


Grace Under Fire by Jackie Barbosa
Taking Her Boss by Alegra Verde
For something a little longer, visit www.spice-books.com or stop by your local bookstore for stories that will ignite your senses!


ISBN: 978-1-4268-7888-6
A Paris Affair
Copyright © 2011 by Adelaide Cole
All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval system, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher, Harlequin Enterprises Limited, 225 Duncan Mill Road, Don Mills, Ontario, Canada M3B 3K9.
All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of the required fees, you have been granted the non-exclusive, non-transferable right to access and read the text of this e-book on-screen. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, down-loaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereinafter invented, without the express written permission of publisher.
All characters in this book have no existence outside the imagination of the author and have no relation whatsoever to anyone bearing the same name or names. They are not even distantly inspired by any individual known or unknown to the author, and all incidents are pure invention.
This edition published by arrangement with Harlequin Books S.A.
® and ™ are trademarks of the publisher. Trademarks indicated with ® are registered in the United States Patent and Trademark Office, the Canadian Trade Marks Office and in other countries.
www.Harlequin.com


Table of Contents
Title Page
Contents
The Streets of Paris
Preparations and Departures
Café Liberté
Dinner Out
Sightseeing
Tourists in the City
A Night on the Town
Every Vacation Ends
Copyright

cover.jpeg
ADELAIDE
COLE

12 SHADES OF
SURRENDER





images/00003.jpg





