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         I’m lying on a mattress, propped up with pillows under my back so that my chest is elevated and my head is leaning back, my legs wide apart. I’ve been lying here with my eyes closed for a while, thinking about his gaze. About how there was something more there than what I’m used to. My job is quite unusual, but I like it and take it seriously. Some people get my features quite right, while others make it hard to recognise me. As a figure model, I work naked.

         

That day, when I entered the studio at the art school, I saw him immediately. There was something in his gaze. His eyes that looked so insistently at me. I’ve always felt a certain professional distance in my students and how they look at me. I am just an object in their eyes. I could just as well be a vase. That’s how the art students always saw me. Up to now. He followed every step I took across the floor. He never stopped staring at me, his gaze followed every garment I took off. He had such intense eyes; his skin and hair were so dark that I was caught off guard by his Scandinavian ice-blue eyes, since the rest of him looked so much like a warm-blooded Spaniard. Had his eyes been closed, I’d never have guessed they were blue. The lightest blue eyes I’d ever seen. He was tall and fit, and I immediately saw that he was strong and sinewy under the white t-shirt and the slim jeans. Lovely dark curls seemed to have a life of their own around his face. He looked just like I imagined a Greek god would look.

         The room was cool, and I got goosebumps. I caught him looking at my nipples, which were stiff in the fresh air. Even as I warmed up and no longer felt cold, his eyes still made my nipples hard. After the warmup, during which I could feel his eyes on me at every stage, I wrapped a blanket around me and walked around, looking at each student's sketches. When I reached his easel and stood next to him, my mouth dropped open. He had nailed every single line of my body. No one had ever seen me more precisely than he had done in just a half an hour. I looked at the nipples, they were drawn in more detail than the rest of my body, except for my sex. It was also clear that no one else in the class could keep up with him. I froze at how sexy he had made me look on paper, and it dawned on me that it was actually possible to make love with someone’s body through a pencil.

         

So I’m lying here with my eyes shut, thinking about his look. I can’t see it now, but I know that he was able to capture something with his brush that no one else had captured before. And I’m curious about the result. I try to let go of this thought and focus on my professional role here. But I find myself constantly thinking about his eyes. Some people take a break, but he stands there the whole time. Every minute of every hour I’ve been lying like this today, he’s been watching me. I’ve never felt so exposed before. But it’s also pleasant, his look feels good on me. The day is coming to an end, and I hear the students gather their palettes and brushes. The whole time, I’m lying there with my eyes closed. I don’t dare to look up and see an empty spot where his easel was... I have to admit to myself that I’m enjoying this a bit too much. I’ve never felt loved just by a look, but I do today. I hope he won’t leave me. Though I hear only silence, I continue to lie there and wait. I wait for something that has been in the air since this morning, something I’ve been waiting for all day.

         I hear the water tap running. Then it's quiet, then the water runs again before complete silence falls in the room. Suddenly I feel a warm breath close to my ear. I know that it's his breath. He whispers, but I can't understand what he's saying. Maybe he's speaking another language. But I can tell that he's whispering with passion and talking about me. I feel something warm and wet brush against my thigh. A slight brush stroke from my knee down my thigh, aiming at my sex, and yet I don't dare open my eyes. It's a watercolour brush in the finest marten hair. He breathes warm and heavy and follows the brush's trace with his mouth. The brush slowly caresses me. I want to lift my butt and hips up from the mattress to feel the brush tickle and paint between my thighs, but as I move, the brush disappears. I'm horny, and he can tell.

         

He sits down between my legs and looks at my deepest secret, which, despite my nudity, is always hidden from the students’ eyes. I know it’s not hidden from his eyes now. Then I feel something warm on my breasts, warm and wet, a paintbrush that is moving around and drawing figure eights around my nipples. Every now and then he stops and dips the brush alternatively in warm and cold water. And he draws horizontal figure eights again and again. I think that the horizontal eight is the symbol of eternity, and I enjoy every single brush stroke that alternates between hot and cold and teases my skin in a way I've never experienced before. I think about how he has made love to my body through his pencil and wonder how he'd make love to my body without the pencil. The brush slides to the border where my milky white skin ends, and the dark nipples begin. I gasp at his erotic brushstrokes. "Hush," he whispers, "not everyone has left the building yet." He draws a line with his brush down towards my navel, where he moves it around a few times before slowly sliding it down to where I have been hoping to feel it. And then he dips it in cold water before he carefully, delicate like a butterfly, paints thin lines back and forth over each of my outer lips. An intense desire burns inside me, and I don't know how I will react if he finds the clitoris and paints it with the same soft brush strokes.
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