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         If you looked at my life from the outside, I'm sure you'd arrive at the conclusion that I must be a real gold digger. A trophy wife to my much wealthier and much older husband. I've heard that time and time again. Tiny glances in restaurants. Perceptive smiles at parties. They know exactly what type of woman I am. Someone who cruises around in her expensive sports car and doesn't have anything better to do with her day than get manicures, massages, and hairdressers' appointments.

         Fortunately, our close friends know that it's nothing like that. Paul and I love each other more than anything. He is absolutely the man of my dreams, and I think I’d still have fallen for him if he had been nothing more than an auto mechanic in a tiny rural town.

         I must make myself clear, having money is certainly a good thing. Not that I'm much of a materialist, but it has helped me start my own interior decorating firm – which is now turning a profit.

         And if I must be honest, Paul's vast fortune does contribute to his relaxed demeanour. That's one of the things about him I'm madly in love with. The ease. The charm. The confidence. The exuberance.

         A few times, the prejudice has annoyed me enough that I have found myself in arguments regarding why people find it so difficult to believe that we really do love each other. Those discussions tend to end with the claim that – owing to our age difference – the sex can't be particularly satisfying.

         I can confidently avow that it most certainly is.

         Not only do my husband and I fit together perfectly – I have vaginal orgasms every time we have sex – but aside from that, I love him more than anything in the world. His humour, his wisdom, and of course the fact that he chose me!

         Conversely, he is certain of my love as well. I'm quite pretty, and if I must be honest, I'm the type of girl who always gets hit on no matter where I am. But I don't want anyone other than my husband.

         It doesn't matter if he's almost 30 years older than I am. We definitely didn’t choose one another because we lacked other options.

         I cherish that we can talk about anything! For example, Paul's business, my old friends and even my masturbation fantasies.

         Paul had seen a TV show once, where someone pointed out that every woman has wild fantasies – not just when they masturbate, but when they're with their partners as well.

         And of course, he wanted to know everything about mine.

         I tried arranging an exchange, making him go first. But he swore by everything he held sacred that every single one of his fantasies had been about me ever since the day we met.

         Hmmmm. I tried claiming the same thing. It's very close to the truth because he's the only man I've ever been with, where I've been 100% present in everything we do.

         But of course, I have a few separate fantasies, for a long afternoon or for when he's away on one of his frequent business trips.

         One of my oldest fantasies came to mind and I got a little, horny smile on my lips, which revealed that I was thinking about something. So Paul insisted that I tell him, in details, what it was.

         I made him promise solemnly that he wouldn't laugh, and that we wouldn't make a single reference to it after I told him. He promised, and then I told him what I think is my oldest masturbation fantasy.

         It's a bit naughty because it originates from a large picture that was hanging in my grandmother's guest bedroom – which in itself makes it rather a taboo-like place to have that sort of fantasy for a young girl.

         The picture was a black and white charcoal drawing – or maybe an etching – and quite large. It depicted a forest floor, and in the centre was a nymph who had obviously just woken up from a pleasant sleep. Behind her was a faun playing a pan flute, leering with lust at the nymph, and I seem to recall that a few others can be seen among the trees. It's obvious that they have all been waiting for the nymph to wake up, and for the 'game' to begin.

         In my fantasy, I'm the nymph of course, and it varies a bit if I only have sex with one of them, or if I run away to tease them and end up having sex with more of them at the same time.

         I can still remember how I was staring bashfully at the ceiling when I had told the story to my husband. It was not as if it was some big secret. It was just the first time I had ever told it to anyone. Hearing it in my own voice made it feel terribly childish and silly.

         Then Paul said, “I think I must be the luckiest man in the world.” He sat up and then bent down over me: “That is by far the loveliest fantasy I have ever heard. You are so amazing in every possible way.”

         And like that, it just became an amusing little story I had shared with him…Or so I thought.

         Two months ago, we celebrated our fifth wedding anniversary. And as far back as six months prior, Paul started talking about how I should keep my schedule clear during our anniversary weekend. He didn't want to reveal anything about what he had in mind. Just that I had to be ready at 7:00pm on that Friday night. The anticipation was quite difficult to bear. We had been on some lovely hikes together, and I could easily imagine that that was the extent of what he had planned. Or, perhaps a sailing trip on his boat? But dressing for those two things would be very different from a trip to a fancy restaurant or a trip to the theatre.

         I decided on a cute and sensible look. I packed my black, knee-high suede boots and a red dress I knew Paul adored me in. It was comfortable enough that it would be alright for sailing, and even for light hiking.

         Paul came to pick me up at 7:00pm on the dot. We went to a charming little Italian restaurant. I love Italian food. We ate and drank and chatted for most of the evening. I glanced once or twice down on the floor next to his chair, but there was no present there for me.

         I thought perhaps he had bought me a piece of jewellery, but he didn't take anything out – nothing at all.

         I could still clearly tell that he was oddly tense about something.

         When we reached the dessert, I couldn't take it anymore, I had to ask. “What are your plans?” I said with a quizzical brow.

         Paul just laughed and said that his surprise would be starting soon and that perhaps it would be a good idea for me to use the ladies’ room before we leave.

         It was 10:30pm, so hiking was no longer a possibility – and probably not sailing either. It was all very mysterious. I was excited and intrigued.

         I noticed that the glorious Italian wine had affected me a little bit while we walked to the car, I was probably just as giddy as Paul was.

         As soon as we got in the car, he handed me a blindfold and said that I was not supposed to see where we were going. I was sitting there in the darkness, listening to the noises of the city outside. It soon became obvious that we weren't heading home.

         We drove for about half an hour before the car stopped. Paul got out and opened my door so that he could carefully guide me on our way. It was a fairly quiet place. A large open area, perhaps? Paul opened a heavy door, and the noise and the smell gave me the sense that we might be entering a large warehouse. Paul guided me along through the walk way and finally, we stopped.

         At that point, I had given up trying to guess what the surprise was and I simply let him lead me forward since I knew I'd find out sooner or later. I knew with absolute certainty that it would be good because Paul is a master of coming up with creative ideas for presents.

         We finally stopped in what sounded like a room. I could sense that it was very large because our footsteps echoed. Apparently, this was where we were supposed to be and Paul told me to stand still. I could hear him opening a bottle of wine and then he handed me a glass.

         It felt naughty and extremely exciting.

         “You will have to put on some other clothes. Can you do that without taking off your blindfold?” he asked. I nodded and then took my glass so I could get undressed.

         I stopped when I got to my underwear: “Everything?”

         He whispered into the back of my neck: “Everything.” The warmness of his whisper covered my body in goosebumps.

         I didn't get enough time for my nakedness to become uncomfortable because he quickly put a light and airy dress on me. It felt as if it contained several wispy layers and I could feel that it barely reached my knees in length. He then gave me back the wine glass.

         “Now I want you to sit down on this very soft blanket. I'm leaving your phone right here, and you can call me whenever you choose.” He took my glass and helped me to sit down and then set my phone down next to where my hand was resting.

         “You have to tell me, what's...” I began, but Paul gently put his hand on my lips: “Don't worry – it's a surprise. A very special surprise.”

         I could tell that I was sitting on a thick, soft sheepskin rug.

         “Now I'm putting a pair of headphones on you and when this piece of music is over, you can take off the headphones and remove your blindfold. Alright?”

         I nodded. I was still completely mystified. The music he had chosen was delightfully soothing. A sort of new age/classical piece that reminded me of Vivaldi's “Four Seasons”, but more psychedelic and with an obvious undertone of wind rustling through trees.

         It was a long track. Might have been a full fifteen minutes. The music calmed me down so much that I almost dozed off. I didn't notice it had stopped until after a minute or so of silence.

         I had draped myself on the sheepskin rug underneath me, but now I sat up and stretched a bit, and then I took off the headphones and the blindfold.

         I needed to blink a few times in order to examine what kind of room I was in. It was large and there were brown panels along the walls. I could see two exits – but I didn't recognise the place at all.

         I looked up. The ceiling was high. Very high. It had to be some sort of warehouse with various rooms available.

         Maybe it was a new storage area for my business.

         No, Paul would not have been this mysterious about a present like that.

         Suddenly, psychedelic music started playing from speakers that had to be suspended very high up. That was the point in which I realised I wasn't alone.

         I don't know how, but I knew immediately what it wasn't Paul. Behind me, I could hear something that sounded like eccentric dance moves, and it sounded as if there were a few people present.

         I remained sitting for a bit and came to my senses.

         Paul would never do anything that truly scared me. He would also never place me in a potentially dangerous situation.

         I was 100% certain of that.

         So what was it he had arranged?

         A private ballet performance? The tapping noises did sound a bit like someone in toe shoes, though it sounded like fairly heavy footed dancers. Were they men?

         Then I remembered the dress Paul had put on me.

         As I looked down at it, I started to understand what was going on. It was light brown with small inserts of silver string in between several loose layers of chiffon that draped neatly around me.

         A nymph's dress.

         It wasn't until then that I dared peek over my shoulder to see where the dancing footsteps were coming from.

         No, no, no.

         Spontaneously, I made a silly, high-pitched laugh.

         I couldn't believe it! Five men were jumping about in fur-clad trousers and were wearing bizarre animal masks. The masks looked a bit like the kind one might put on large dogs to keep them from biting. It also worked splendidly as a costume – for a faun.

         It was my nymph fantasy.

         It had come true.

         The five fauns clearly took it as a sign that they should begin their ritual after I had looked at them. I could hear how their light footsteps became heavier. More jumpy.

         It was so surreal that I literally had to pinch my arm a bit to make sure I was completely awake.

         I looked away from the fauns. I had seen enough of them to know that Paul wasn't one of them. I'd know his body from a kilometre away.

         It was five young men, all in costumes.

         It was all so surreal and exciting that I could feel my body trembling. So I made a decision. This was something that happens once in a lifetime and since Paul had arranged everything, the least I could do was to play along for a bit.

         I stretched somewhat theatrically like the nymph in the picture on my grandmother's wall. Then I stood up on the soft sheepskin rug and turned to face the dancing fauns. The fauns began slowly dancing towards me. I glanced around the massive room and looked at the ceiling. I couldn't see any cameras anywhere. This really was all mine.

         I carefully stepped off the sheepskin and felt a cold linoleum floor on my bare feet.

         Now the fauns were dancing around me. They drew closer and closer. The music changed and became more rhythmic. More sensuous. I could suddenly smell the men. One of them took me by the hand. I allowed myself to be led into their dance, which revolved around one single thing: me.

         At first, it felt as if I were the leading lady of a vast ballet performance. Their hands formed waving patterns around my body. They started touching me. Spinning me around. Lifting me up in the dance.

         They lifted me all the way up to where they were carrying me, letting me rest on their hands, as though I were a rock star who jumped off the stage to be carried around by the audience.

         The jumps and dancing of the fauns got closer and closer. I was carried around like a toy, and they pressed themselves against my body.

         It was so sensuous and delicious that I decided to let go entirely and allow myself to enjoy the experience. I didn't recognise any of them, so I felt delightfully anonymous – even though everything revolved around me.

         At one point, one of them managed to press his mouth underneath my dress, where he kissed one of my nipples. I pushed him away gently, but firmly. I wasn't ready for that just yet.

         But the amazing thing was that they all withdrew slightly, even though the dance continued like before.

         Clearly, I was the one who would decide what was going to happen. And when.

         I started feeling giddy like a schoolgirl. Right there in the middle of my own sexual fantasy. I was feeling incredibly aroused. But should I live it out entirely? Have sex with one of the men? All of them?

         Although the thought was insanely stimulating, I had never had sex with five fauns at once even in my wildest fantasies. That would have been too much.

         But the possibility was so enticing that I – or perhaps my body – decided to go all the way. Not with all five though.

         At one point, I skipped lightly towards one of the exits I could see. The men immediately danced in front of me, so as to prevent me from getting away. But I knew the rules now and the ones who got in my way, I gently nudged aside.

         They moved aside immediately, and I ran down a small hallway, which ended in a staircase going upward.

         I stopped and looked over my shoulders. I waited. The five fauns were standing by the entrance to the huge room, trembling with expectant excitement, like a litter of small hungry puppies.

         With my hand, I signalled “two”, and then skipped up the stairs. I could tell right away that two of the fauns followed me, hooting with desire.

         At the top of the stairs, there was another hallway. It ended in something that looked like a small dressing room, with chequered walls and a bench in the middle. I sat down on the bench and waited for the two fauns to find me.

         They took their time. It couldn't be because it was difficult to find. So it had to be something they did to tease me.

         And it certainly worked.

         The sweaty dancing. The rhythm of the music. Maybe the wine I had had. The sound of the two fauns approaching. Moving closer and closer.

         My entire body felt tense, as did my mind. Like a string being tuned on a violin, aching for the touch of the bow. I spread the nymph's dress out, bearing my breasts and put one hand down between my legs.

         So when the fauns finally came in, I was close to pleasuring myself already.

         That immediately removed any doubt they might have had about whether or not I was ready to play.

         I coyly beckoned them closer with my finger and they stood on either side of me. I then did a small regal wave with my hands towards their trousers, and as if by magic, they were both naked.

         And oh my, such men. Not only were they both very well-equipped, but their bodies were so muscular and refined – and slightly sweaty from the dancing downstairs... It was so sensuous that I needed to restrain myself to not throw myself at them, engage in wild sex and orgasm immediately.

         But I wanted to enjoy this whole scenario Paul had arranged for me, as long as I could. So I grabbed one of the men and started running my hand up and down his stiffening cock. The other inched his way closer to me, slightly impatiently.

         Oh, what a thrill it was to control two men like that. With my sexuality. Like a real-life nymph.

         I wrapped my mouth around one of them, letting my head bob up and down, while I kept stroking the other. Faster and faster.

         They both held their breath when I swapped around to take the other man into my mouth while stroking the one I had just been sucking.

         I wouldn't be able to keep going like this for very long or they would both have cum all over me, and I wasn't anywhere close to being done yet.

         So I laid down teasingly on the bench and one of the men practically threw himself at me, sliding his enormous cock inside my tight pussy, which at that point was wet and hungry enough that it might have doubled as a water slide.

         Soon after, he grabbed me and turned me around, making me straddle him. The other man grabbed my breasts, and in a fluent and amazingly sensuous movement, the man inside me stood up so that he could tilt me towards the other man while still taking me. They alternated soft, deep and hard.

         I completely lost track of how much time I had spent in that chequered room with two of my fauns. It felt as if all three of our bodies kept sliding inside one another.

         While I had one faun's cock in my mouth, the other man dipped down between my legs where he licked me, in spite of his mask. I was stimulated both on my clit and my entire vagina, and a delightful orgasm surged through my entire body. I was spun around, so that the other man could enter me. Deep.

         The already intense orgasm was prolonged by him being inside of me. The intensity shivered its way through my body.

         At one point, I was kneeling on the bench while one faun took me from behind. Doggy style. In that position I could give the other one a blowjob at the same time and allow the thrusts from the man behind me to be passed on to the man in front of me.

         I had the most raging orgasm.

         I collapsed onto the bench, letting the waves of ecstasy wash over me. The two men – my fauns – were politely waiting on either side of me.

         I laughed out loud from sheer exhilaration.

         I was a nymph. And in this version of the story, I was the one who got to decide if they would be allowed to have orgasms as well.

         I looked up at them and nodded slightly and they both immediately got to work achieving the orgasm that must have been building like a volcano inside them. They exploded all over my breasts and then sank to the floor, where they lay naked and panting as I stood up from the bench.

         I picked up the lovely dress and left the room, going back downstairs to the enormous room where it all began.

         The three remaining fauns were still there and they started dancing right away when I entered the room.

         But I smilingly shook my head and threw myself down on the thick sheepskin in the middle of the room.

         I could sense from the sounds behind me that the three fauns left the room. I could just barely manage to grab my phone and send Paul a text: “Now.”

         Then I pretty much passed out from the exhaustion of being thoroughly satisfied.

         I remember it as if it were a dream that Paul picked me up, wrapped me in a blanket and put me in the back seat of our car.

         It was almost noon when I woke up the next day in my own bed. Very unlike my usual pattern, since I'm normally wide awake in the early morning. I suppose I needed it. I could hear Paul coming up the stairs to the bedroom and from the way he walked, I could tell that he was carrying a tray of breakfast. Good thing too, I was completely starving.

         He sat down on the bed and watched me gorge myself on the pancakes and bowl of fruit he had brought me.

         When I had recovered a bit of my strength, I looked up at him.

         “I had the most lifelike dream last night,” I said with a small twinkle in my eye: “Would you like to hear about it?”

         He took a deep breath and a large smile erupted on his face, “You are, by far, the most amazing human being I have ever met. I am SO fortunate to have you as my wife.” He bent over me and kissed my forehead, moving a bit closer. Then he gently grabbed my chin, looked into my eyes, and said, “And no, I don't need to hear anything about 'your dream.' It was a very personal gift for you, and you don't need to share it with anyone. Including me.”

         Then he kissed me again and left the room, allowing me to finish my breakfast in peace and wake up from the bizarre, but absolutely wonderful experience he had given me.

         Paul never asked me about what happened that night. I've been prodding him a bit to find out who the men were though. Certainly not because I want to meet them again – ever – but mostly because I felt, for a week or two, that anyone looking at me when I went grocery shopping might be one of the five fauns.

         But Paul assured me that he had thought things through. So the fauns had been flown in from another city, from a workplace that specialised in discretion.

         I'm not sure if I want to tell him what the experience was like for me. In a way, it's absolutely perfect that it's my experience and mine alone.

         Just to be sure that he truly knows how happy his present made me, this week he has been on a business trip and I put up wallpaper in one of our garden rooms to make the walls look like tall trees. I had leaves painted on the ceiling and had a large green rug put in. Now the garden room looks like a small clearing in a forest.

         So when he gets home, I'm going to start the music from my phone and wait until he finds me in the garden room.

         I will be lying there on a large sheepskin rug, wearing the beautiful dress he gave me, waiting for him.

         My faun. My one true love.

         So, if you know someone you suspect of being a disgusting little gold digger, go visit her home. If her garden room has been transformed into the background of a picture with a nymph and five fauns... it's me.

         
            Olrik
      

            Dirty Doctor
      

         

      

   


   
      
         “Could you pass the salt, please? Bianca? Wake up and pass the salt, please?”

         “Alright, calm down, here.” I grabbed the salt shaker from the lunch table and set it down hard in front of Miriam.

         “What's eating you?” she asked in surprise.

         “Nothing. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to say it like that. I just got caught up in my own thoughts there for a second,” I said, attempting to smooth things out.

         I had actually heard her asking me to pass the salt a few times, and in every respect, I was the one who had transgressed the unwritten rules of how to get along with one's co-workers during lunch. In my defence, I did have a great deal on my mind at that time.

         “You alright?” Miriam asked, sprinkling what looked like half the contents of the salt shaker onto the avocados and hard boiled eggs she had brought from home.

         I caught myself thinking that perhaps her excessive use of salt might be part of the reason why she was struggling to lose weight. But I didn't say anything. Instead, I tried excusing my behaviour yet again. It certainly wasn't Miriam's fault that I was feeling so tense.

         “It's just... you know... at home. We had a bit of a fight last night.”

         “Did Martin come back already?” Paul asked. He is my closest supervisor and Martin's old schoolmate. He suddenly realised that since we were working together, he might become best friends with Martin. Even though they had had absolutely nothing to do with one another since school.

         “No, he's due back tomorrow night,” I replied. I could see how Paul's eyebrows shot up a fraction as if an idea just came to him, and I quickly added: “Late! Very late.”

         “That's alright, I can pop over this weekend.” Paul nodded confidently to himself.

         “We're not going to be home,” I said in response to the idea of entertaining the inevitable awkwardness that would’ve ensued between the two men, had I accepted his forced invitation. “We're going to his grandmother's on Friday to help set up for her birthday party.”

         “Ah,” Miriam said. “No wonder you're feeling a bit under the weather. He's gone for three weeks and you'll both have to leave the moment he gets back.”

         She smiled and then set about attacking the colossal amount of salt on her plate.

         I gazed at her in wonderment. She really did have a keen perception of people. Because that had indeed been the reason why we had fought over the phone.

         “Tell him I'll call him next week,” Paul said as he left our small lunch area, and I nodded happily and gave him a thumbs up.

         Miriam giggled when he had left. “You really don't like him, do you?”

         I shrugged. “Well. It's not that... It's just... yeah.”

         “Martin,” the omniscient Miriam said.

         I nodded.

         “It's a pickle, no doubt about that,” she muttered with her mouth full.

         It was indeed a pickle. I had been working at the small production company for almost two years, and things were going well. Usually, there would be about ten regulars and a few freelancers, but the company was doing a large production on Danish expats in New Zealand. So everyone was off on assignment except for Miriam, Paul and myself.

         The problem with Paul had arisen at the company Christmas dinner six months earlier. The company CEO had invited all of the workers and their significant others to a very posh restaurant. Paul had discovered that Martin was an old friend from school. 'Friend' was stretching it quite a bit since, as I have already mentioned, they had had nothing to do with one another back then or since. Paul had been, according to Martin, a bit of an antisocial twerp as a kid. But Paul had seen it as a sign from the gods that he should bump into Martin again, and even be a sort of boss to Martin's wife. Since then, he had practically been stalking Martin. Both through me – by constantly asking me where Martin was - and also by showing up at our home all the time, often with no prior warning.

         It had become almost unbearable. Particularly for Martin, who worked in Norway these days. Three weeks at a time and then 10-14 days off. At the same time, Paul made a big deal of how he and I were now best friends as well, seeing as how I was married to his best friend.

         Before that posh Christmas dinner, I doubt if he even knew my name. He's our head IT guy and I do accounting.

         So he is my closest supervisor, in that he is responsible for everything that happens on our computer database, including budgets. But I have always simply been a random provider of a function to him and as long as things got done, he wouldn't care who was doing them. And that suited me perfectly since he is not the sort of person I would befriend on a normal basis, or indeed have anything to talk to about other than budgets and finance.

         But now I can sense physically how he is constantly watching me. Probably fully aware that I'm his gateway ticket to his self-invented friendship with Martin.

         I applied for another job two weeks ago. Pretty much the same function I have here but in another production company. I didn't get it, but the interview made me feel as if I could easily find a similar job in the field. That particular production company already had a candidate lined up from within their own ranks.

         But somehow, because our field is rather small, Paul had heard that I was looking elsewhere.

         Naturally, this would be disastrous for his 'Martin-plans.'

         This past Monday he called me into his office to ask if I felt dissatisfied about anything with my current position. And I couldn't explain myself without hurting him horribly. It wasn’t the job, after all, that had been bothering me. So I mumbled a bit of this and that about trying something new. Paul didn't listen to me though, as he clearly had his own agenda and plan with the conversation, regardless of what I might say. Because Paul could certainly understand why I felt I wasn't earning enough at the company. Thus, he wanted to show me their recognition and increased my salary by 2000 DKK per month!

         It's so exhausting. On one hand, the money is great and all, but how am I going to look for another job now? And what will the CEO say when he comes back from the assignment? Paul will have to explain to him why he gave me a raise.

         So I desperately needed to be with Martin this weekend. He had promised that both of us would not only attend his grandmother's birthday but make all of the arrangements as well.

         On top of it all, there had been absolutely nothing to do at work the past week. With everyone gone, the expenses were kept well in check, because they managed their own finances on the trip.

         With the salary increase and Paul watching me like a hawk, I had to pretend that I was tremendously busy the entire time.

         Around two in the afternoon my phone rang and I distractedly answered it without looking to see who was calling.

         “This is Doctor Andersen. Is this Miss Bach?”

         “Uh, yes,” I managed to stutter, even though Bach is technically only my middle name.

         “I'll tell you what Miss Bach, I've had a cancellation at 3 pm and I remembered that it has been a while since you were last seen for an appointment.”

         It had indeed been a very long time since I had gone to see Doctor Andersen. Far too long actually, and my body began to shiver with delight because Doctor Andersen is the best possible medicine against bodily tension.

         “At three? Today?” I asked.

         “Would you like me to repeat it?” he asked formally.

         “No. That suits me perfectly. I'll make it,” I said hurriedly, followed by a quick goodbye.

         I then aimed my best puppy eyes at Miriam. “Would you mind if I leave a bit early today?”

         Miriam gave me a somewhat puzzled look.

         “I have this specialist doctor who had a cancellation at three,” I explained.

         “Looking as happy as you do frankly, I shall be terribly annoyed if you don't go,” she replied.

         I smiled and quickly finished the small project I had planned on pretending to stretch out for the rest of the afternoon. I packed up my things, blew Miriam a kiss as I walked out of the door and rushed to see Doctor Andersen.

         Doctor Andersen's clinic is situated in a perfectly ordinary residential area, in the basement of a large yellow brick house, and there are no signs or other indications that there should be a clinic there.

         You enter through the basement door, and usually, I have to knock quite hard before he knows I'm there. Today the door was open, as it was a warm and lovely day.

         I still knocked briefly before entering.

         “Hello?” I called out into the small entrance of the office.

         “In here. Do come in, Miss Bach,” Doctor Andersen replied from somewhere within the clinic.

         I felt all silly and cheerful seeing him sitting there in his white doctor's coat and I immediately started babbling, “But Doctor Andersen, I had no idea you had returned so soon? I didn't think you'd be coming back until...”

         He stood up and interrupted me. “Miss Bach, I feel as though I must remind you of one of the rules of our consultation. You will speak only when spoken to. At all other times, I shall have to ask you to keep quiet, so that I am able to concentrate.”

         I nodded like a timid schoolgirl. “Sorry, yes sir.”

         He sent me a warm smile. “That's quite alright. We all forget things from time to time.”

         He gestured towards the room. “If you would be so kind as to get ready for the exam.”

         He then turned around to face his desk, so that I might take off my skirt and my knickers in peace.

         Doctor Andersen is actually only three years older than I am, and yet, he is the only person I know who calls me Miss something-or-other. But somehow, that particular tone fits perfectly with his clinic and his general behaviour. So I definitely remember to address him as 'Doctor Andersen' as well. But only when he asks me anything, of course.

         He turned around to face me and let his gaze slide up and down my body.

         “The records show that it has been a while, Miss Bach, so I would like to start by examining your breasts. Would you please unbutton your blouse for me?”

         Before I could finish unbuttoning my shirt, he reached behind me to open my bra clasp. Then with one hand, he pulled the strap all the way past my hand. With his other hand, he pulled the whole bra out of my shirt sleeve. As elegantly as if he were a magician. Definitely, a manoeuvre he had performed many times before. Once I had finished undoing my top, he started observing my breasts. “They look very nice, as always. Turn around please Miss Hill.”

         I turned around, enabling him to grab my breasts from behind. His hands formed two cups, almost feeling as though they were weighing my breasts.

         “Lovely,” he said close by my ear. “Do you have any problems getting your nipples to become erect?”

         As he asked, he let his thumbs run over my nipples, caressing them. I couldn't even reply because I was breathing so heavily.

         “No, you don't need to reply,” he said. “I can tell that, as usual, you have no problems at all in that area.”

         He spun me around and we were standing close, face-to-face.

         “Just a second,” he said bending down slightly, then taking one of my nipples into his mouth.

         My legs could hardly hold me the way my entire body was shivering. I'm sure he could tell because he grabbed me and held me up while he took in my other nipple with his mouth and with his tongue.

         I was seriously close to having an orgasm already.

         He let go of me just before I did, and I had to stumble to find my balance by grabbing the chair behind me.

         Doctor Andersen had turned to face his desk but over his shoulder, he said: “Do feel free to get comfortable. I noticed that your nipples are working just as they should and that they are very sensitive.”

         I got into the gynaecological chair.

         Doctor Andersen turned around and gave me an overbearing smile. “You have to get your feet into the stirrups, Miss Hill. That way I can examine you thoroughly.”

         He sat down on a small desk chair and gently helped me get my legs up to the stirrups while he stroked my calves almost lovingly.

         Then he looked at me briefly. “Lean back and relax.”

         I nodded, but I don't think he noticed since he was bending down over my private area.

         “Yes. Let's examine your tensions then,” he said, with his head between my legs. He quickly and very Doctor-like, slipped on a pair of black nitrile gloves.

         “Everything looks very nice down here. Just a moment.”

         He rolled his chair backwards and then quickly rolled back between my legs.

         “If you would be so kind as to look here, Miss Bach. Then you can relax afterwards.”

         I tucked my elbows in underneath me so that I could raise my head up enough to look at him. He was wearing a headlamp and a large round mirror, which he turned towards my area he was about to examine.

         “As you can clearly see, you are tremendously shapely. Down below as well. Your vaginal opening practically invites sexual activity.”

         With his gloved hand, he pressed a bit on the area around my clitoris, allowing me to see how the shape changed when he pressed. In and out.

         “Very, very inviting,” he said. But this time almost to himself.

         He quickly cleared his throat and looked at me in a serious manner.

         “As we have talked about in previous sessions, women tend to be a bit nervous about what they look like around their vaginal opening and inner labia. I am happy to inform you that most men find it to be a very beautiful and an arousing area of the female body. But I assure you, Miss Hill, you are extremely attractive – this part of your body is as well.” He pressed a bit again here and there, and it was becoming more and more difficult for me to lie still because the touch of his fingers aroused me so much.

         “There. Lean back please and let me examine the cause of your tension.”

         I lay back in the chair, and I could feel him sliding two fingers inside me.

         I gasped slightly.

         “Yes, this is something we need to examine deeply,” he said, running his fingers back and forth. “Looks as if we shall need a few instruments.”

         Then he rolled away again, to a small metal table, on which there were a few of the metal instruments that doctors in this speciality use.

         He rolled back holding something that mostly looked like a large hook-shaped metal handle, with metal balls at either end.

         “Let's try this one and see what it might tell us.”

         He slid the freezing instrument inside me, and once again I came close to having an orgasm. I couldn't help twisting my lower body this way and that.

         “Now Miss Bach, you have to lie still. Otherwise, I shall have to restrain you.”

         His intonation suggested that the latter part might be interpreted as an alluring question and I gathered up my courage to reply: “That is entirely up to you, Doctor Andersen.”

         He smiled briefly and turned around to the small metal table again.

         “I believe that we ought to try a new method I have recently learned. It is the simultaneous stimulation of both the vaginal area and your nipples. It supposedly yields very positive results if the patient has sensitive nipples, as you do.”

         He rolled back with some small metal clamps I had never seen before. Without looking at me, he explained that these clamps would make it so that I might easier get rid of my tension during the furthermost parts of today’s treatment.

         He started with the left nipple, but the metal screw appeared to give him a bit of trouble.

         “I shall have to make your nipple a bit more receptive,” he explained before leaning over me, taking my nipple into his mouth. It didn't take long for it to be completely erect and ready for the clamp, which was to be tightened by turning a small handle. It hurt a little bit, but in an enormously arousing way. Once again, I was hardly able to lie still as he repeated it on my other nipple.

         “Now I'm going to examine the tensions in the outer areas of your vulva, as well as your clitoris,” he said, sitting down on the small chair once more.

         This time he put his whole head between my legs, and started licking around my labia, and finally making his way to my clitoris.

         He barely managed to touch it before I screamed my way through an orgasm that rolled its way through my entire body.

         “Definitely very tense,” he said, standing up.

         “Please don't be alarmed Miss Bach, but it is of great importance that, immediately following your first orgasm, I should test how deep your tension runs. And the best way for me to do so is to feel you... upon myself.”

         I was still shivering with delight in the chair, watching him pull down his trousers to reveal his enormous and very erect penis.

         “Please relax as much as you can Miss Bach,” he said, letting his cock slide slowly inside of my already moistened pussy. So deep that it felt as if it should have been impossible.

         One of his hands grasped my hip and his other hand laid on my stomach. As he thrust deeply, he bent down over me and flicked his tongue playfully over my clamped nipples.

         I was ready to cum again when he slowly pulled out of me. He repeated the entire process once more.

         Slowly inside. Deep, deep thrust. Kiss nipples. Slowly out. Then a bit more rhythmically. Then slowly once again.

         It was almost unbearable for me to hold back another orgasm.

         “You may touch your nipples now,” he suddenly ordered.

         I moved my hands to my breasts and my entire body shuddered when I found out how tight the clamps really were. But the pain made me regain control, it aroused me further. Together with the enormous amount of pleasure I got from his ‘examination’, it prolonged my impending climax and I was able to enjoy this part of my treatment as much as it deserved.

         At one point, when I was approaching the apex of ecstasy, he pulled out and grabbed my hand, allowing me to sit up straight.

         “I might have to repeat the treatment from another angle. It appears as if there might be tension built up at the very edge of your vaginal opening and I will only be able to treat that if you would be so kind as to turn around and lean across the chair slightly.”

         I did as instructed and he entered me from behind.

         “Yes. There it is,” he said professionally, and then he gripped my hips firmly, enabling him to hold me still and simultaneously thrust into me hard and deep, over and over.

         I was able to last maybe two minutes, then my entire body was shaking with a raging orgasm. It felt as if my legs were about to slip out from underneath me, so if he hadn't maintained his grip on my hips, I might have stumbled to the floor.

         He carefully lifted me onto the chair so that I could rest comfortably and catch my breath. As I did that, he took off the rest of his clothes and sat at his desk, eagerly writing something in a black notebook.

         “That's all excellent, Miss Hill. Would you come here when you're ready, please?”

         I took a few deep breaths and went over to him.

         “Would you be so kind as to sit down right here,” he said absentmindedly, pointing to his crotch, where his stiff cock was pointing straight up.

         “But, Doctor Andersen?” I said, slightly puzzled.

         “This is the remuneration, Miss Hill. I believe that we have touched upon this topic during your previous sessions.”

         I nodded submissively and straddled him.

         Very gently, as I was still sensitive to the touch from my last orgasm, he sat me down onto his cock. He smiled, and then carefully unscrewed the clamps from my nipples. I felt the blood rush back to them, making them ever so receptive.

         He then took a small dab of lotion into his palm and tenderly smeared it on my sore nipples. Then he grabbed my hips and rocked me gently back and forth.

         It didn't take long for me to get excited again.

         Just rocking back and forth on him like that.

         My breath got faster and faster while he kissed me. He stood up, still deep inside me. Then he rested me against the door and fucked me like a savage until I felt as if the whole room was shaking.

         I had the deepest vaginal orgasm, and he came inside me, making me feel as if my whole body was being filled to the brim with his cum.

         He carried me over and sat down in the chair again, letting me sit and rest on his lap.

         Just relaxing. The two of us.

         “Want to go and take a shower?” he asked. And from his tone of voice, I could tell that our session was over.

         I simply nodded. I was weak and exhausted. We went up the stairs, naked and holding hands.

         The water in the shower perked me up a bit, and I kissed him madly and intensely. We were both completely spent sex-wise, so now it was all about love and the joy of each other.

         “How come you didn't tell me you'd be getting back today?” I asked while we were drying ourselves off.

         “I rescheduled yesterday after our talk. I took a couple of days off instead, to give us a bit of time to ourselves.”

         “I love you, Martin. I love, love, love you.”

         He laughed. “I love you too. And it had been quite a while since your last appointment with Doctor Andersen.”

         I held up two fingers.

         “Two months! To be quite accurate.”

         “Yes. We should be careful not to be in too much of a rush though.”

         “We do, Martin. We really do.”

         I kissed him again and felt like the luckiest woman in the world.

         Martin really is a doctor. Not a gynaecologist though. He had become some sort of specialist in complicated bone fractures and he worked with the Orthopaedics department at the largest hospital in Oslo. But he had had a bit of a hobby collecting antique medical equipment ever since he was a University student. I had never thought much of it until we bought a house and moved in together. He immediately reserved a room in the basement for his collection. It was not until then that I realised that what he had bought was not just a few instruments and a couple of beakers, but also an old doctor's desk – and a gynaecologists’ chair.

         We never had a single argument about it. We both felt that the house was tremendously large and that we had all the space we could ever possibly need. I just didn't quite understand the reason why he wanted to collect all those things.

         I'm not sure he had thought it through either, but a few months later, he surprised me by calling me and pretending to be 'Doctor Andersen,' summoning me to a consultation.

         The first time, I had no idea what was going on. I was excited as I followed his directions to come in through the basement door and act in a manner befitting an attentive and well-behaved patient.

         It was so bizarre, so kinky, and so tremendously arousing, that, without ever referring to it, we repeated the sessions with Doctor Andersen practically once a week.

         But since he started working in Oslo this past year, the sessions grew further and further apart. We had sex. Often. And wonderfully. But in the more conventional sense. The sort that takes places in the bedroom. That is nice too, but it wasn’t as exciting and started becoming bland for us. Whereas the other arrangement, that was something unique. It was our erotic, exhilarating secret.

         So when he phoned earlier, it was as delightful of a surprise as my very first visit with Doctor Andersen.

         That evening I didn't care one bit about the situation with Paul, the raise in salary, nothing at all.

         I was actually looking forward to helping make Martin's grandmother's birthday a lovely occasion for her.

         “I'm sure you and I can easily cope with someone like Paul,” Martin said, as he kissed me behind the ear and then nibbled my earlobe.

         “Maybe he would benefit from a session with Doctor Andersen,” I said hiding a mischievous smirk while trying to sound serious.

         “I know. He does seem a bit tense,” Martin said jokingly. “You could suggest an appointment.”

         “Are you crazy, Martin? He'd ejaculate before he even makes it into the chair!”

         Martin nudged me cheerfully and we shared a good laugh. But just then, I had just had an idea.

         “That's what it is. He's got in love with you!” I said in jest, though I was half serious.

         Martin shrugged. “If that's what's going on, it'll pass eventually.”

         I nodded and suddenly felt quite relieved about the whole Paul-Martin situation. It would pass and as it was happening, the person suffering the most was Paul. Not me, and not Martin.

         The next day, I could feel Miriam staring at me all through the first hour. Even though she was on the phone the entire time. It wasn't until after her third call that she had a bit of a break. She slammed the receiver down a bit hard and with a start, she said, “Alright, tell me what sort of miracle doctor it is you see.”

         “It's... it's a private clinic,” I responded quickly.

         “I already worked that bit out. I've never seen anyone this cheerful and energised from a visit to a doctor. Give me a name and let me make an appointment.”

         “It's... well... he's not receiving any new patients,” I said, trying not to discourteous.

         “Hmm...?” Miriam shot me a sceptical gaze. “As in now, or as in never?”

         “Never... I think.” I drummed my fingers on the desk quickly trying to think of a way to change the subject. “Anyway, I have to finish this. It’s due to be filed soon.”

         “Oh no you don't,” Miriam said with a smile. “You're not in a rush with anything this week.”

         I sighed. “Alright, Martin came back yesterday.”

         Miriam's face broke into a great smile, showing me that she knew what I meant.

         “Martin came back?” I heard behind me, as Paul almost came stumbling from his office, where the door had apparently been left open.

         “Yes,” I replied with a huff, ”but I would really like to have him to myself tonight, Paul.” I accentuated the 'myself' with wide, indicative eyes. I hoped that he would understand what I meant. “You know... he's been gone three weeks and we won't be home this weekend... so, perhaps you could drop by next week?” I shot him a quick, courteous smile.

         “10-4,” he said cheerfully, giving me a thumbs-up before returning to his office.

         “Nicely handled,” Miriam said, nodding approvingly. “Shame that your personal doctor isn't taking on new patients. I could definitely use some of the treatment you've had.”

         I nodded and smiled to myself - If she only knew... Because, in spite of how perceptive she was, I didn't think she'd be able to work everything out.

         
            Olrik
      

            The Artist's Muse
      

         

      

   


   
      
         “Charlotte my dear, I simply can't make it to that Emil Martens exhibition. It opens in half an hour. Could you please go there and make sure we're represented?”

         “Me?” I stared in disbelief at my new boss, Anton Lothar, the owner of the very fancy art gallery, where I had only started working that very week.

         “Yes.”

         He shot me a crooked smile and shrugged.

         “Don't worry. You won't have to make any assessments, my darling. Just show up. Sign your name in the guest book as representing our gallery, and I'll take it from there.”

         “Well, I mean... sure, I'd love to,” I said, and the thought of my new shoes with the much too high heels flashed before my eyes. I had been optimistic enough to wear them for the first time to work that day, and over the past two hours, they had been sheer torture for my feet. Especially the little toe on my left foot, it felt as if it had been completely shattered and then forced underneath my foot in a shoe that was much too small. But it would be an overwhelming honour to represent Lothar's gallery – I would just have to get a toe transplant at some point. He shot me a questioning glance.

         “And I'm sure I don't have to stress how incredibly important it is that you sign the guestbook properly?”

         “I know, Mr. Lothar. Mission received and understood.”

         I sent him a broad and reassuring smile – at least I hoped it was. He nodded curtly and rushed off to wherever he might be going that was more important than an art exhibition. It had been a mixed pleasure to work at the art gallery. On the one hand, it had been my dream for years – to finally be able to use the years I had spent studying Art History on something worthwhile. Anton Lothar was a name that held a lot of significance in the art business because he had had an incredibly good feel for which artists he ought to finance and support. On the other hand, he was very old-fashioned, and as far as gender equality was concerned, he was still firmly stuck in the 18th century. That was a bit difficult to cope with.

         I was not naive enough to be swayed from the notion that it might have been my beautiful and athletic body that got me the job more than my degree. Not that Lothar made sexual advances – absolutely not. He was an old school straight man, but it felt obvious that my role was to stand around the gallery looking attractive, just something else for visitors to look at.

         But on the other hand, I had only been there for a week! I was determined to show him that I had more to contribute than my cleavage. I left the gallery and hurried off in a taxi to the address where the exhibition would take place. During the drive, I quickly googled Emil Martins and felt ashamed that I had never heard of him before. There were several articles about him. Some reviewers thought his works were utterly glorious, and others felt that he objectified women and that he should be ashamed of his old-fashioned perspective on women. The articles I read made me think that he might be somewhere around Anton Lothar's age – sixty-ish.

         During the taxi ride, I briefly considered releasing my throbbing toe from its prison, but I quickly decided against it at the thought of how excruciatingly painful it would be to force it back into its torture chamber again. But oh, it was sheer agony to walk the 100 steps from the taxi to the room in an old warehouse where the exhibition would be taking place. I quickly wrote the proper things in the guestbook, and out of the corner of my eye, I could see the reaction of the two people standing by the book, when they noticed that I represented Lothar's gallery. Woohoo. I'm someone important.

         I quickly grabbed a glass of champagne and made my way through the crowd, so that I could get to the front and see the paintings. That was no easy task because the place was utterly crowded, but I finally managed it and was able to examine the works of art. I was speechless. I couldn't see the paintings correctly on my tiny mobile phone, and certainly not in . The sight was profoundly fascinating and alluring – and also slightly disturbing. What was disturbing was that I immediately understood the criticism Emil Martens had received for his perspective on women. I think more than 20 works were on display, all two metres tall and between one and two metres wide, depending on how many women were painted in them.

         Every single painting was in the style of large Russian icons, with edges that were undoubtedly real gold leaf. But rather than the religious motifs associated with Russian figures – Jesus, the Virgin Mary with the baby Jesus, Mary Magdalene and so forth – Emil Martens had painted contemporary women with almost photographic accuracy. And yet not quite. He had managed to capture the slightly warped dimensions found in Russian icons, the areas where the head was about one and a half times larger than it ought to be. That particular detail provided a much sharper focus on the subject because it is such a human thing to notice someone else's face first. The women's bodies were very exposed, so the comparison with religious icons did not apply to that. Some were completely naked, while others were wearing loose-fitting and slightly transparent clothing. A small gentleman stood in front of me and stuck out his hand.

         “Ludvig Allerman. I understand that you represent Lothar's gallery?”

         My former “very important person” attitude had faded because I was so fascinated by the paintings, so I shook his hands and burst out: “Yes! Unfortunately, Anton was unable to attend.” He shot me a puzzled glance, and I continued: “And of course we had to see these amazing works.”

         “Anton?” he asked sceptically, and I understood that I had committed a serious faux pas.

         Anton. As though I were on first-name terms with Mr. Lothar.

         “I mean Mr. Lothar, naturally.”

         “I can't remember having seen you before. Are you new?”

         I nodded. “Yes, I just started this week.” I smiled and then quickly added: “With Lothar, I mean. I do have an education in the field.”

         “One does not become an art connoisseur through education,” he said gently.

         He certainly managed to cool down the slightly exalted feeling I experienced when I had sensed the reaction to my signing Lothar's gallery in the guestbook. Perhaps he was merely disappointed that Lothar did not attend. But before I managed to come up with a witty reply, he walked away, and I was worried that I might have done something detrimental to the reputation of Lothar's gallery. Damn, damn. Just then, a younger man came and stood next to me. More inexperienced in the sense that he was probably around my age, late twenties or so. He was handsome. He was wearing a tuxedo. And the kind of man who is capable of holding a champagne glass as though he were a young James Bond.

         A charmer.

         “Lots of people here,” he said with a small smile.

         “No doubt about that,” I replied.

         “But not too many like you,” he said and smiled in a secretive manner.

         “What do you mean?”

         He laughed. “Beautiful young people,” he replied, as though it were a line from a song. Perhaps it was, but even though he was handsome, this was not a good time to try flirting with me.

         “How do you like them?” he asked and gestured nonchalantly towards the paintings.

         “I think they're interesting — an exciting new way to explore the iconic Russian genre. But also very objectifying in their treatment of the female body. It feels as if they're a century late.”

         I was pleased to notice that his eyebrows shot up a fraction, and I thought I had managed to sound slightly like someone who knows what she's talking about. He smiled a crooked smile and was so amazingly attractive that I began to wonder how much flirting I could get away with here at the exhibition.

         “It sounds as if you have been reading some reviews before coming here,” he then said.

         I immediately got very annoyed. What was wrong with men in the art world and their views on women?

         “For your information, I studied Art History for three years! So yes – I skimmed the reviews, but I am capable of forming my own opinion – and I maintain that there is something old-fashioned in portraying women like this!”

         He laughed slightly. “It's a new religion. Where we men worship the female body,” he laughed slightly.

         I tapped my forehead with my finger.

         “We have something up here as well!”

         He gave me a broad smile, and I could feel my knees getting wobbly. No way. I was going to pull myself together and say something bright, and then I was going to go home. Once again, I was too slow in finding the smart remark. He took a business card from his chest pocket and handed it to me.

         “Listen. I would love to hear your honest opinion sometime. It's great to hear the opinion of someone who wasn't alive to see the First World War. But I have to keep mingling here – another evening, perhaps?”

         He pushed the business card into my hand and made his way into the crowd while turning halfway towards me and making the phone gesture with his free hand, while he said: “Call me.”

         I sighed and shook my head slightly – a strange evening. I glanced at his card anyway – and I felt like hiding underneath something. “Emil Martens – Artist.” I froze in shock and followed his back with my eyes, as he disappeared into the crowd.

         My gaze returned to the paintings, which had now taken on an entirely new significance – however unfair that might sound. But it did make a difference that the women had not been painted by some disgusting 60-year-old pig, but by a young and incredibly handsome artist. I had made a complete fool of myself, and I thought that the best thing I could do now would be to hurry home. Right before I left the room, I looked back. Emil Martens was standing in the middle of a crowd of enthusiastic seniors, answering all sorts of questions. He turned his head in my direction as if he could feel me looking at him. He raised his glass as if to toast with me and repeated his hand gesture that I should call him. I nodded slightly. I understood. But I don't think he noticed, and then I hurried home.

         I slept wonderfully that night despite my unfortunate behaviour at the exhibition and my little toe screaming in agony. But there had been something soothingly beautiful about Emil Martens' paintings – and very much about him as well – which made me feel good. When I woke up on Saturday, the world looked slightly different. What had I done? How important would it turn out to be that I had made a fool of myself at the exhibition?

         “Anton,” I heard myself saying with a self-aggrandising smile.

         How stupid could I be? If I had had any friendship with Mr. Lothar, I would probably have called him Lothar instead. Come to think of it, I had never heard anyone calling him Anton. I wondered how he might react if he heard that I had been embarrassing myself like that. And Emil Martens. I had managed to insult the artist himself. Blah, blah, blah, objectifying the female body. And now I had a date with him. Or did I? I was torn. Should I call Mr. Lothar and tell him everything? Bad idea. That would seal my fate as being considered a stupid schoolgirl forever. Perhaps I should call him and say how amazing the paintings were? But what if I had ruined Lothar's chances to display Emil Martens' art? And each time I thought about Emil Martens, I felt a slight tingling between my legs. He was so incredibly attractive.

         No. I had to pull myself together and be a professional. I was going to take Emil up on his offer to see some more of his art and talk to him some more. That would be what Lothar himself would do, wouldn't it? And wouldn't it be better if my review of the exhibition included the fact that Emil Martens had invited me over to see his works in a private setting? Around one in the afternoon, I decided to send a text message to Emil Martens to set up a private meeting with him. I found his business card and wrote: “Hello, Emil Martens. We met at your exhibition yesterday, and you were kind enough to offer to show me your beautiful paintings again. Would it be possible to set up an appointment?” I swear not a minute passed before my phone rang. It was Emil Martens.

         “I vividly remember you from the exhibition,” he said. “I was hoping you'd contact me.”

         Every ounce of the intended professionalism on my part drained away completely.

         “You were?”

         “Sure I was. Won't you come over and take a look? I'm just relaxing and painting. How far away do you live?”

         “What? Now? Well...”

         I was utterly taken aback and managed to stutter that sure I could make it that same day. And soon after, we had agreed that I would pop by his workshop two hours later. I could feel that my cheeks were beginning to flush entirely after having talked to him on the phone. And it was the prospect of seeing him that had had such an effect, not his paintings. I had to use every ounce of concentration. I had to get back to my “professional” outlook. The woman who did know something about art was recently hired at a gallery. She certainly did not want her role in that regard to be misunderstood as being more influential than it was. But suddenly I was in a hurry.

         Two hours is not a lot when you need at least three-quarters of an hour for transport, and you have to do something as weird as making a business visit to what might be the most attractive man you ever met. I changed my outfit four times. I put my hair up. Shook it back down again. Used the curling iron a bit, then put it back up. I ended up wearing a tight skirt with a low-cut top that could still look not entirely inappropriate with a small jacket over it. Shoes were not a subject for debate. My little toe would not be able to handle anything with high heels, so I wore my long flat boots – everything in black. A cute outfit if I had to say so myself. Modest enough to be formal, but if I took off the jacket, I would look quite sexy.

         Emil Martens' workshop was in the same trendy neighbourhood where the exhibition had taken place. And of course, he had an entire loft to himself in a building with a charming old cast-iron lift. My heart was pounding as I rang the doorbell, and I suppose I had imagined that he would open the door and still be wearing the same tuxedo he wore when I met him the day before. Perhaps even with a glass of champagne in his hand. Of course, he looked nothing like that – the next day – in his workshop. He was still tall, especially now that I was wearing flat shoes. Apart from that, everything about his appearance had changed. He was barefoot and wearing a giant green boiler suit, draped casually and slightly open on his incredibly beautiful body. His tousled hair was pointing in every direction, and there were paint stains on his hands and his boiler suit.

         “You made it!” he chirped, lightly kissing my cheek in the doorway while taking care that his boiler suit shouldn't stain my clothes. Then he went inside a vast room and gestured for me to join him.

         “Come on, right this way, there's a chair for you there,” he said, pointing to a small arrangement with a beautiful old table and several mismatched chairs around it. He went over to a small kitchenette and found a large red wine glass, which he raised with a questioning look.

         “I have some beer and white wine as well, but I figured you would be the red wine type.”

         I hadn't said a single word until then. I was utterly overwhelmed by how Emil naturally looked when he was walking around painting by himself on a Saturday afternoon. And I had taken a small step from highly interested in the handsome painter to getting a crush on the handsome painter.

         I nodded and got a grip on myself.

         “Listen, Emil. Or... sorry, Mr. Martens. I want to point out right away that I in no way represent Lothar's gallery. That is, I mean, I work for Mr. Lothar, but I don't have any influ...”

         He smiled as he poured the wine. “I know that. Lothar is coming by to have a look on Monday.” He handed me the wine glass and gave me a small smirk.

         “I genuinely wanted to hear what you thought about my paintings.” He casually gestured towards his gorgeous paintings, all leaning against the walls. There were two in the process of being painted, on separate easels.

         “And of course I wanted to meet you again.” For a moment he looked very intensely at me. “In private.”

         I looked down at the red wine for a moment to get my composure back. Emil was one of the most attractive and intense people I had ever met, and as if by the snap of his fingers I was already incredibly aroused by him.

         “So you already have an appointment with Mr. Lothar?” I asked. Mostly to remind myself why I was sitting here in the company of this wonderful man.

         “I do. Ludvig arranges all of those things.”

         Emil went over and picked up a palette and a paintbrush as if he had subconsciously noticed that there was a little bit of green paint missing in the corner of one of the paintings in progress. He covered the corner with the paint while he continued talking.

         “It's amazing how everything has changed for me since Ludvig took me under his wing.” He turned around to face me again.

         “I have the utmost respect for people like Ludvig and Lothar. A year ago I spent 80% of my time finding the money for paint, food and rent. Now I spend 80% of my time painting. And this is where I live.” He gestured towards the large loft.

         I noticed that there was a king-size mattress, a dresser and a rack of clothes in one corner. Next to it was a door which had to lead to the bathroom. I nodded.

         “What do you spend the remaining 20% of your time on then?”

         He smiled a slightly mischievous smile and walked over to me and took a sip from his wine glass.

         “Meeting interesting people. Like you.”

         I smiled and gingerly eased off my small jacket. There didn't seem to be any reason to try to be formal anymore.

         “But you feel that I objectify the female body?” he said. Fortunately, he was not at all sarcastic about it.

         “I think your paintings are amazing. I was stunned when I saw them yesterday. And that may have been why I was a bit cheeky...”

         “You're not answering the question,” he said.

         I leaned towards him slightly, completely aware that such a motion would accentuate my now very low-cut cleavage.

         “Why don't I ask you the same thing. Do you objectify the female body?”

         He smiled a wolfish smile and very obviously looked me up and down.

         “If I wanted to paint you because I think you have a gorgeous body and an amazing presence, would you feel that I was objectifying you?” he asked, casually stirring the paintbrush on the palette he was still holding in one of his hands.

         I smiled.

         “No. I would feel tremendously honoured.”

         He quickly glanced at my face as if to decide what I meant. I hurriedly added: “I mean, not that I want you to. I just meant that...”

         “But I do want to paint you,” he replied and made two quick brushstrokes up and down my cleavage.

         I looked down at the green paint. Emil had done it. As if to make sure that I was not mistaken, I let my finger slide down across one of the brushstrokes, and almost all of the paint went from the skin by my breast to my finger. He put the brush in his mouth and leaned over me, using his hands to undo the three buttons in my top, and with one quick movement, he stripped me of it.

         Then he grabbed the brush again and painted two large circles around my breasts. It was all so surprising and felt so exceptionally beautiful that I merely stood still and let him do it. He dabbed the brush against the palette, and I could see that my nipples were about to be painted white. Then he shot me an appraising glance. As if to determine if he was satisfied with his work. I have never become aroused that quickly before. It was almost like a dream. A pleasant dream that I wished would go on and on. I stood up and dipped my fingers in the paint on the palette. Then I drew a line down across his cheek and further down to his chest under the open boiler suit.

         “Take off your skirt,” he said in a low voice.

         And now that everything was happening anyway, I had no qualms about it. As I did, Emil let the boiler suit fall to the floor, so that we suddenly stood naked in front of each other. He smeared his entire hand with the red paint from the palette and placed the hand on my stomach. He picked up the brush again and painted with quick strokes across my body, which was shivering with pleasure from the intimate and unfamiliar touches. Soon after, he took half a step back and shot me another appraising glance. I looked down as well. A lot of colours had appeared around his handprint, and for some reason, they all pointed downwards – towards my pussy.

         The red circles around my breasts and the white nipples made me look like a work of art, and the thought flashed through my mind that I never wanted to wash off the paint again. But then he dropped his palette, put his arms around me and kissed me so passionately that my body became wholly entangled with his. My “work of art” was smeared all over him.

         I took a sip of my wine, and he took a sip of his. As if we were both wondering what the next step should be.

         I then mashed both of my hands around the palette and let them slide down across his chest, down to his cock. Which, just like the rest of Emil Martens, was sturdy and beautiful. I kissed it. But before I could give him a blowjob, he put his hand under my chin and gently pulled me to stand up straight. Then he picked me up and carried me over to the mattress, wherein one swift movement he swept off the pillows and duvet and then placed me in the middle of the sheet.

         He then went over to get the palette, put some more paint on it, and walked over to me and started painting me from head to toe, all with a concentrated expression on his face. It was like the best massage I had ever had – it was like sex – it was like... It was just absolutely incredible. I let my eyes drift shut and enjoyed it. So much so that I hadn't noticed that he put down the brush and started using his tongue. Not until it gently tickled my clit, almost making me cum instantly. He grabbed my legs and held me in place while his tongue and his mouth tickled and caressed my pussy until I could no longer hold back the orgasm. He then crawled up next to me and grabbed the brush again, and then proceeded to paint my breasts and nipples once more.

         I took the brush from him and gently pushed him so that he was lying flat on his back, and I was the one holding the palette and the brush. I then painted him, with the brush at first, and then with my hand. This time he let me stop by his cock, which was pointing straight up from his body like the mast on a ship. It felt a bit strange because he tasted of oil paint. But somehow, that made the whole experience even more exciting. I used my tongue as a brush and 'drew' him from the base of his cock up and all the way up to the tip, where I drew small circles and then went back down.

         Then I took the entire head in my mouth, and I could tell that he was close to climaxing. I didn't want that to happen yet, so I climbed up and straddled him, letting his cock slide inside me. He gripped my buttocks and made me ride him at a pace so perfect that I came close to having my second orgasm.

         Before I did, he spun me around and slid inside me once again. Wonderful. This time the pace was much quicker, and I was getting out of breath. Again he spun us around, making me lie down on my stomach, while he entered me from behind. I was like a lump of clay in his large hands, being kneaded into one position after another. And I was lost in the ecstasy of caresses, near-orgasms, and the scent of the paint and our bodies.

         Eventually, he sat on his knees and pulled me up around him. And then he entered me so deeply that I almost felt as if we merged with every thrust. He started slowly, then faster and faster. Then slowly again, which made me push myself desperately against him so that he would keep going. At last, we both climaxed in a massive orgasm, where for a moment I seriously felt as if I flew off the mattress and soared right underneath the ceiling in a swirl of massive brushstrokes and thousands of colours.

         When we had recovered a bit, Emil got to his feet and pulled me up next to him. Then we walked out of the small door, and I had been right in assuming that it would lead to a bathroom. I looked down at myself in the slightly brighter light out there. I was completely covered in paint – almost from head to toe – and he was as well. He turned on the water in the very spacious shower and brought me in there with him. We kissed passionately as the water on the floor of the shower turned all kinds of colours. Green. Red. White.

         He didn't call me on Sunday. And I couldn't work out if it had been a one-time experience – definitely one of the very best. And that was why I didn't want to call him myself and seem all pushy. That Monday, Lothar was not at work – and Emil didn't call. But on Tuesday, Lothar came in and greeted me with the biggest smile I had ever received from him until that point.

         “I understand that the exhibition was a success,” he said.

         I nodded and couldn't fathom why he should be so pleased to see me. Then it struck me, Emil had told me that Lothar would come and see his paintings on Monday. The previous day.

         “I know, aren't the paintings gorgeous? I am smitten with them,” I burst out.

         “And with the artist... I believe,” Lothar replied.

         I felt nervous. Had I merely been a silly conquest, and had Emil, Lothar and that Ludvig person laughed while talking about it?

         “Did Emil tell you...?”

         “Calm down, darling,” Lothar said. “He hasn't told me anything.”

         “But how did you know...?”

         Lothar laughed. “It's obvious just looking at you.” Before that remark completely registered with me, it struck me that I had probably violated every single unwritten law about what one can and cannot do when one works in an art gallery.

         “I'm sorry if I've done anything wrong,” I said apologetically.

         Lothar looked at me with surprise.

         “You haven't, my dear. Not at all. Art, sweet Charlotte, is not about prestige or money. It's about emotion. And it's not until you invest that in your work that you are a full member of the business.” He patted my cheek gently. “So welcome to the business.”

         That evening Emil called. Finally. He said he was sorry that he hadn't called on Sunday, but he had been so busy painting, and then he had to display his work to Lothar. But now he was available again, and he would very much like to paint me once again. I had been a bit upset that he hadn't called me sooner, but that vanished immediately, and when he added “I mean paint on you again,” I was ready to take a taxi right then and there. No matter how exhausted I would be the next day. This time, Emil received me wearing nothing but boxer shorts. But it didn't matter what that man wore. He looked good in everything. He kissed me passionately as soon as he opened the door, and when he lifted me slightly off the floor, making me float a bit as he carried me inside the door and locked the door. I had to acknowledge the fact that I was more head over heels in love than I had ever been before. Emil sat me down on a chair he had placed in the middle of the room, facing a large easel covered by a sheet of canvas.

         “Charlotte. Before we do anything, I want to show you my newest piece. I hope you'll like it. Because if you don't – I'll dismiss the idea immediately!”

         I looked at him feeling utterly confused. He looked dead serious. I shrugged a bit as if to show that I had no idea what he was talking about. Then he pulled off the canvas sheet, and I gasped and leapt out of the chair. It was a giant painting. But it was much more abstract than the others I had seen. It was a painting on a bed sheet. The very sheet on which we had frolicked that Saturday. And here and there in the splashes of paint, there were suggestions of two bodies – and two faces – his and mine.

         I immediately realised what Lothar had meant by his “it's obvious just looking at you.” I could be recognised instantly. If you even knew me slightly. At the same time, the painting was immensely sensual and alluring. Like the other paintings, this too was decorated with gold leaf all the way around the edge. It was extravagant, enticing and stunning. I was speechless. I turned to face Emil, who seemed to have lost a bit of his coolness and ease, for the first time I had ever seen. He looked at me like an anxious schoolboy.

         “I genuinely don't know what to say,” I said, looking back at the painting. “It's amazing. Overwhelming even. But I don't know how biased I am, given that I'm in it.”

         He stood behind me and put his arms around me.

         “Ludvig and Lothar both loved it.”

         “I can understand why they would,” I said in what was almost a whisper.

         “Want to make one more?” He whispered in my ear.

         “Yes!” I said, almost too loudly.

         And we did. We made enough that the pieces became an entire exhibition. I had dyed my hair and done everything I could to look inconspicuous. But my attempts to conceal the fact that I was the subject of the paintings went out of the window when Emil gave his opening speech and invited me – as his girlfriend – to join him on the small dais where he was standing.

         I genuinely love the world of art.

         
            Olrik
      

            Spanish Summer 
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