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The small group wandered through the cobblestone alleys of Old Lyon, scanning the red and gold signs for the perfect alcove to settle in. It was a strange outing for Marc, surrounded by faces he’d only recently met—a motley collection of personalities that were still a bit blurry. There were two female friends with easy laughs and an overtly liberated attitude, along with two men, artist types with open minds whose conversation drifted lightly through the air. But at the center of this small universe orbiting through the night chill, there was her.

Marc couldn’t tear his eyes away from this magnetic creature. She was a woman in her thirties, maybe a little older, radiating an assurance that was almost intimidating. Every movement of her silhouette, every flutter of her lashes betrayed a steely character, but that apparent rigor was swept away by an enveloping sensuality—an erotic halo that seemed to emanate from her deep, tawny skin. She possessed a feline beauty, likely inherited from West Indian or African ancestors, which made her features both sharp and infinitely soft. Her voice, when she let a few words slip, was slightly husky, a haunting timbre that thrummed low in Marc’s groin. The two girlfriends in the group didn’t miss a single one of his stolen glances, exchanging knowing, complicit smiles that were beginning to irritate him. He made a silent promise to himself: before the night was over, he would crack the mystery of this woman.

Marc’s eagerness to get closer to Jessy—that was her name—became glaringly obvious as they walked. Every time he attempted an approach, a witty remark, or a calculated brush of skin, the two friends stifled silent laughs, nudging each other with a disconcerting childishness. He found this behavior increasingly suspicious. After all, what was so laughable about the irresistible attraction a woman like this exerted? He tried to remain discreet, to maintain a certain masculine restraint, but Jessy’s magnetism acted like a physical magnet.

By the time the group finally sat down around a solid wooden table in the dim, noisy atmosphere of a typical bouchon, one of the girlfriends took advantage of the hubbub to lean toward Marc. She whispered into his ear, her breath heavy with innuendo:

"Watch yourself, big guy... You’re playing with fire here. Jessy is very special; you have no idea just how singular she can be. You might be very surprised by what you find."

Rather than cooling him off, the warning only stoked a curiosity that was already white-hot. His imagination took off instantly, constructing increasingly raw scenarios. Was she a lesbian? Into S&M? A man-eater with an insatiable appetite? The idea that she might not be ordinary—that she hid a dark or debauched side—excited him to no end.

The meal began to the rhythm of clinking cutlery and flowing wine, but Marc saw only Jessy. He noted with undisguised pleasure that he wasn't invisible to her. She watched him, taking him in with predatory curiosity, her piercing eyes locked onto his. As a man of action, he went for it, piling on compliments about the glow of her skin, the curve of her smile, and the natural charm that seemed to radiate from her. With every bit of flattery, the two girlfriends nearly choked with laughter, which finally pushed him to his limit. Jessy, sensing the rising irritation in the man sitting next to her, slid toward him, shattering the safety barrier between them. Her scent—a mix of musk and warm spices—invaded Marc’s nostrils as that deep voice murmured right against his face:

"Tell me, have these two idiots still not described my character to you? Have they said nothing about what I really am, about my little habits?"

Marc felt a shiver run down his spine as he plunged his gaze into hers. She looked at him with pure provocation. He answered in a voice he hoped sounded firm, despite the turmoil inside him:

"No! Not exactly! They just snicker in their corner like they’re guarding a state secret. But I’ll admit, it only makes me want to discover you for myself even more. So, what are they hiding?"

Marc felt more and more intrigued, totally disoriented by the magnetism radiating from the woman beside him. The roar of the bistro, the bursts of laughter, and the clinking of Beaujolais glasses seemed to fade away, leaving nothing but that fascinating face. Jessy wore a devastating smile, a curve of the lips so perfect it was disarming. In her dark eyes, Marc read a complex light—a mix of pure mischief and an undisguised hunger that knotted his stomach. He wanted her; it was a raw, physical, almost painful fact. Galvanized by the wine and the electric atmosphere, he decided to risk it all, lowering his voice so as not to be heard by the rest of the table.

"Listen, I don't care what you're hiding behind that smile or what these girls are trying to imply. Whatever your secret is, my dear Jessy, I want you to know that I like you exactly as you are, right here in front of me."

She moved even closer, her nose nearly brushing his. Her warm breath against his cheek sent an electric shiver racing down his spine. She whispered, her voice dropping to a register even more profound, a confidence that sounded like a pact.

"I’ll confess my secret at the end of the night, I solemnly promise. But be patient; mystery makes everything so much more delicious, don’t you think?"

The evening stretched out in a haze of delicious lethargy. Her radiant femininity, her graceful movements, and the way she crossed her legs under the table continued to seduce him with lethal efficiency. Through half-whispered words between sips of wine, she let him know the attraction was mutual, her fingers "accidentally" brushing his hand on the tablecloth. Marc was in heaven, his heart hammering against his ribs. Then, the conversation slid insidiously into more intimate territory. Jessy grew bolder, questioning Marc on his open-mindedness.

"Tell me, Marc... Are you a man of rigid principles, or are you free of any particular taboos? What I mean is: have you finally liberated yourself from those common guilts that so often ruin the most intense pleasures?"

Marc felt a surge of heat wash over him. The end of the night wasn't just looking hot; it was looking potentially volcanic. His growing arousal, visible in his shining eyes and tense posture, didn't escape the two girlfriends. They suddenly stood up and called to him from across the room, claiming they needed urgent information about the route home. Marc excused himself and joined the two women. They pressed in close, flanking him with ill-concealed glee, their eyes sparkling with treachery. They whispered into his ear between smothered giggles:

"Wow, you’ve got it bad... You do realize Jessy isn’t exactly what you’d call a woman in the traditional sense, right? She hasn't told you about her... little quirk?"

"She hasn't told me anything," Marc replied, irritated by their games. "Or very little. She’s keeping her mystery, so what?"

One of them leaned in even closer, her wine-scented breath hitting his face.

"Listen close. We’re acting like we didn't say anything—we don't want to kill the mood—but just so you know... Jessy is a guy. A real one, born that way!"

At that exact moment, the world seemed to stop spinning. Marc felt as if he’d taken a bullet to the chest; his breath hitched, and his limbs suddenly felt like lead. His brain refused to process the information, short-circuiting between what he saw—a goddess—and what he had just heard.

"Shh! Here she comes! We didn't tell you anything, okay? Keep your cool!"

Jessy was indeed approaching, her swaying gait making her hips roll with infinite grace. She caught Marc’s arm with quiet confidence, pulling him back into her sphere of influence.

"Well now, my loves! Are we keeping secrets behind my back? Plotting against me?" she asked with a mischievous wink.

Marc tried to regain his composure, fighting the vertigo that assailed him. He forced a laugh, hoping his agitation would pass for shyness.

"Not at all! The girls were just telling me some horribly filthy jokes... They caught me off guard, I'll admit I'm still reeling a bit!"

Through that ruse, he managed to mask his internal collapse. He followed up with a few lighthearted jokes, but in his head, it was absolute chaos. It was Waterloo, only worse. Yet, despite the revelation, the sensual Jessy continued to charm him. The more he watched her, the more he cataloged the perfection of her features, and the more his thoughts lost themselves in a labyrinth of contradictions. How could a smile that haunting, breasts with such a perfect curve, and a walk that light possibly belong to a man? It was technically impossible, biologically unthinkable. In his eyes, there was no room for doubt: Jessy was a woman. Her soul, her aura, that poisonous charm that was driving him mad... everything about her breathed absolute femininity.

As the cross-talk resumed around the table, Marc retreated into a contemplative silence. His mind raced, exploring hypotheses he wouldn't have dared formulate an hour earlier. Had she had surgery? Was she transitioning? But the question burning his lips and his mind was far rawer: did she still have a cock under that dress? The idea seemed surreal, almost mystical. It would be a contrast of staggering violence: a creature of such beauty, such elegance, concealing a man's equipment. The image of this forbidden fusion began, despite himself, to stir a new kind of arousal—dark, dizzying, and absolute. It was insane, totally senseless, and yet, he could no longer think of anything else.

It was deep into the night now, and the Lyonnais chill wasn't enough to cool the fever running through the small group. They stumbled over the uneven cobblestones, a rowdy, boisterous pack fueled by booze and the high of the moment. Under the orange glow of the streetlamps, the two girlfriends started making out without the slightest restraint, clinging together with a passion that made their plans for the rest of the night crystal clear. They giggled between wet kisses, talking loudly about how good it would feel to finally get into
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