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Chapter 1: Martine
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It was my second day in Paris and I was very happy. It was a gorgeous day, sunny and warm, as I sat at a cafe just off the Place de Concord, and watched the throngs of tourists and Parisians ebb and flow. Men and women of all shapes, sizes, and ages came and went. The tourist oohing and ahhing, stopping suddenly and scanning everything with their phones. The Parisians maneuvered like fighter jets as they wove between the visitors, only (barely) tolerating them as they helped keep the city financially healthy. Me? I tried to blend in as well as any tall, dark, African American can in the middle of such a city as Paris.

Yesterday had been my introduction to Paris, though I saw little more than my new friend, Arielle's bedroom.  And what a welcome! It started on the flight from JFK when Arielle – a stunning, petite Parisian blonde – had been overcome by my big, black cock and given me a mile-high blow job. Although that dance had been in the dark, one of the flight attendants – a lovely woman from Senegal – had spied the deed. At Arielle's flat, the two of them, Veronique's mouth and Arielle's pussy, had given me such an introduction to Paris. I would have stayed with them the rest of my trip, but, alas, life goes on. My sore dick was a pleasant reminder. 

My aunt's had given me gift of a summer in Europe as a reward for graduating from college. It was off to an amazing start! I had a sneaking suspicion that it would only got better. As it turned out, I was right!

Now, Arielle had returned to her job. Our other new friend, Veronique, was off on another trip in her job as a flight attendant. So, after such an amazing afternoon and night of hot sex, such an awesome new friendship (I had Arielle and Veronique's contacts on my phone), I was alone again. Having had the best night of sleep in a long time, I took a cab to my AirBnB to drop my bags. Another quick shower and it was off to explore the city!

So, here I sat and watched the people and contemplated my first famous place to visit. The coffee was excellent and my croissant had been delicious. Though it was less than I was used to have for breakfast, somehow it was enough. I felt energized enough, despite the happy exertions of yesterday and the lingering jet lag.

Where I sat was one of the historical centers of the city. Behind me were the Tuillaries Gardens. Before me spread the Place de la Concord where Louis and Marie lost their heads back when it was called Place de la Revolucion. Directly ahead, my eyes could wander up the Champs Elysee to rest on the squat strength of L'Arc d'Triomphe. And to my left, tiny at more than a half a mile distance, stood the skeletal lattice of the Eiffel Tower.

And that decided me. As a newly graduated engineer, with my first position lined up for my return, I suddenly wanted to see that structure up close and personal. And I was so glad I did, because there I would meet a new friend, Martine. I wanted to probed the depths of Monsieur Eiffel's mind. Little did I know that I would see the structure of Martine up close and personal. And I would get to probe her depths with my dick.

The walk from Place de la Concord to the Eiffel Tower is short, no more than half a mile. It is a glorious walk, especially on such a lovely, sunny, and mild summer day. I crossed the Seine and wandered along the left bank along the Quai d'Orsay. I passed the broad, open plaza that fronts Les Invalides (and made a note to visit Napoleon's Tomb later) and onward to where the Quai d'Orsay becomes the Quai Jacques Chirac. 

All along the way were the crowds of tourists and locals. I am not at all ashamed to say that my eyes kept getting caught by the women. For guy like me, it was close to heaven. You see, I have a fetish. As a black dude from the hood, I knew long ago that my preferred pussy is white, and blonde. I can't get enough of it! I love eating it. I love fucking it. I love the way my big, black dick contrasts against pale white skin. I love the way a white girl gets all excited when they see what I got swinging between my legs. I just love when their white hands hold my blacksnake, when they try to stuff it in their mouths. I love seeing my cum spattered across their faces or dripping out of their holes, Above all, I love seeing their pink vaginas stretched wide open around the girth of my dark shaft! Nothing like it!

Just the thought of those white girls gets me hot and hard.

And it was just like that as I walked along the left bank of the Seine. Can you imagine it? White girls of all sorts, of all ages, thronged the streets! There were brunettes and redheads. Auburn-haired and black-haired. And blondes. From ages twenty to seventy-five they flowed around me, oohing and ahhing, and snapping pictures and selfies with their phones. As always, I got a lot of admiring glances as I walked. And why not? All false modesty aside, I am one good-looking dude. Not only did I graduate with a 4.0, I also led my school's basketball team to a couple of championships – even to the wilds of March Madness once. So I watched them glance at me (often their gaze lingering where my pet python lurks in my shorts) and I smiled at them all and resisted the urge to shift the package to keep ol' Willy comfy as I went.

Eventually, I arrived at the Eiffel. That first sight of it close up was stunning. The last block or so, the buildings had blocked the view and suddenly – there it was, the tapering, iron framework towering into the sky. I must have stood staring for quite a few moments in abject admiration. I might be standing there still had it not been for a delightful laugh from somewhere to my right.

I broke my stare and turned to the laughter. And was glad I did. Tall, tanned, blonde. She had a hand over her mouth to hide her mirth. That did not stop me from taking in the rest of the scenery. Tall? Oh yes. Much of it a pair of gorgeous, athletic legs that stood atop a pair of lovely feet that were separated from the cobbles of the drive by an elegant pair of sandals. At the top of her legs was the hem of a too short, red sundress that did nothing to hide her figure – that of a tennis-player. Lean arms ending in delicate hands that hid her mouth. Blue eyes. Oh my! Already half-hard from they eye-candy on the street, my dick throbbed and twitched a bit.

Still, to be laughed at? “So, you find the tourist a source of amusement?” I said.

She shook her head behind her hands, then forcefully made herself stop. “”Je suis desole,” she said, “but the look on your face!”

I shrugged and smiled. “It's the only one my mamma gave me.” I held out my hand. “I'm Tysheem.”

She dropped her hand from her face and I saw her gorgeous smile – and generous mouth – for the first time (and, my goodness, wouldn't that look wonderful filled with my thick dick). Then she grasped my hand with hers. “I am Martine,” she said. Her eyes flicked down to the small tent I had raised in my trousers, then back to my face. “Tres agreable,” she muttered.

“Martine,” I said. “Lovely.”

“So, Tysheem,” she said, the bright smile still gracing her face, “is this your first visit to Paris?”

“It is,” I replied. “I only have a few days before I'm off to the South, and I'm trying to see as much as I can.”

“Ah.” Her eyes flicked down at my tent while my eye dropped to her cleavage – did I mention she had amazing tits? “If you wish, I will show you some things you may not have expected to see. I guess you were about to see le tour Eiffel?”

“Absolutely.”

“Brilliant! I work at the foundation.” She took my hand and squeezed it. “Come,”she said. “I'll give you the inside tour.”

“How can I refuse that.” I replied.

“Let's go!” And she did not let go of my hand. It would not be long before I got to handle a whole lot more of her than just her hand. And, after Arielle and Veronique, that would be yet another reason I would forever love Paris.
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Chapter 2: The Climb – Part 1
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“Bonjour, Jules,” Martine said to the armed guard and flashing her ID at the employee's entrance to the fencing that surrounds the Eiffel Tower. “Going to show my new friend around.”

“Bonjour, Martine,” said Jules, whose eyes flicked to my face, to where our hands were still clasped. “Good morning, Monsieur.” Then his eyes flicked to my crotch, then back to my face. He grinned. “Oh, c'est un grand, Martine!”

“Mai oui!” she replied. “Je vais lui montrer quelque chose de sympa.”

He laughed. “Je voudrais une description complète.”

“Absolument!”

Jules then unlocked and opened the gate. “Enjoy your day, monsieur.”

“Uh, thanks.”

“Come!” said Martine. And she pulled on my hand and led me through.

Well, hell. I wasn't quite sure what the two of them had discussed, but whatever happened next, my visit to the tower was already a success. Anything more would be just icing on the cake. I looked up. Above me was Eiffel's intricate grid of girders ascending to the sky. I pulled my phone out and snapped some  pictures.

“Awesome, is it not?” said Martine.

“It most certainly is,” I replied. 

Martine then slipped her arm around my waist. “I love seeing this old thing,” she said. “I've looked at it all my life.” 

I looked down at her – did I mention I am six inches taller than Martine? “I've always loved looking at pictures of it,” I said. “It was one of the reasons I wanted to be an engineer.”

Her face






















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
©
£
e
=
-
e
@
J






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





