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         Maria Schneider walks down Rue Cherche Midi. Erik is pretty sure it’s Rue Cherche Midi, the quietest street in Paris. She is wearing high black boots and a wild mini-skirt under an open Afghan fur coat that is almost brushing the ground. Her eyes are heavily made up, and her face has an almost childlike youth to it. She is wearing a large hippie hat and walks with maladroit steps, half-sideways along the curb while she squints up at the façades from under the wide brim of her hat, looking for the right house number. She stops in front of an entrance, looks at the slip of paper hanging above the row of doorbells with “Room for rent” and hesitates for a moment before pushing the door open and stumbling inside, wobbling on her much too high heels. Now the camera sits at hip height and shows the top of two thigh-high boots, Maria Schendier’s thighs like two pillars traversing the television image. Her hips sway slightly from side to side as she walks up the stairs. Her skin is young and golden, inviting you to touch it with a delicate hand that moves in towards that dark triangle, the outline of which is so clearly visible under the short dress. Soon, Marlon Brando arrives. Soon, all hell breaks loose. 


Rue Cherche Midi – there is nothing on this street. No bars, no cafés, no patisseries or boulangeries, just two long rows of sleepy Parisian appartements and a blue gallery that is always closed. Erik walked this street, between Rue de Sevres and Vaugirard, every day for two weeks on his way to or from a room he was renting nearby. He remembers how a cat used to sit in the window of the gallery, a real monster of a moggie, black and scruffy and never moving. And he met a girl who was almost identical to Maria Schneider. The same dark bob, with a fringe that fell down into her eyes. The same youthful and yet at the same time mature figure, the always smooth skin. They used to meet there in a room behind the gallery. He was 20 years old. She was maybe two years older and did things with him that no-one had ever done with him before, things that forged memories in him that he would never forget, fantasies he could recall any time. Like when she took off her bra, clearly proud of her body, and lifted her round breasts towards his face, showing them off like a ripe fruit in the half-lit room where the light fell in diagonal strips through the blinds. Or when she bent over him and gave it to him à la française, driving him wild. She always did it the same way, without touching his downstairs with her hands. She kissed him on the belly, licked his balls, gave him small, delicate kisses up over the shaft of his cock. Only when his cock was so stiff that his foreskin slid back of its own accord to reveal his wet member would she take him in her mouth – never before. Waiting for that moment was like torture. He never got to do what he wanted to do: giving himself a helping hand, pulling the skin back, taking her head in his hands and pushing his cock into her mouth himself. He could never do anything when she was in that mood – he was so excited for the point of release that he almost didn’t dare breathe, worried that he might ruin what was about to happen. 


Erik gets up from the sofa. Kids toys and teddy bears are strewn across the living room floor, and half-eaten sandwiches and empty milk glasses sit on the kitchen counter. Soon, Tove returns from her evening shift, tired and probably stressed after work and her long business trip. He starts clearing up unenthusiastically, lacking the energy to think about telling off the children for the mess or the clutter. 


Maria Schneider has reached the top of the stairs now, and wanders through the rooms with the expression of a startled deer; empty rooms where the window frames are piled high with dust and faded tapestries hang from the walls. The stern concierge stands in the background, observing, waiting. And there’s Marlon Brando, staggering half-drunk in his yellow camel-skin coat. Impossible to resist. 


It was summer, he remembers. The air was sticky and oppressive, the heat hitting him in the face every time he went outside. But in the evenings it was cool and pleasant, and the street was full of people bustling around the streets of the Latin Quarter. 


Through the window he can see the snowdrifts on Deichman Street, the cones of light shining from the lampposts that sway forwards and backwards in the wind, and the rows of neatly parked cars along the edge of the pavement, some of them completely buried in snow. He can see the glimmer of TV screens from several windows on the other side of the street, and he imagines them sitting there together observing the same thing, Marlon and Maria in The Last Big Fuck, decrying the downfall of Western culture or something like that. And when the film is over, they’ll huddle together under the blanket, reaching for pale thighs and cold genitals that haven’t seen the sun for months in their dark bedrooms, doing their little homage to the Last Tango, a hint of vibrant lives in the shadows of secret fantasies. 


No, it really is impossible to resist. Now and then, the flat feels like a tin can, a hermetically sealed box without a way out that hovers and sways in the air four floors above Deichman Street. Inside, a man looks after his children, changes nappies, cooks food, reads adventures on the sofa, tidies and cleans. He is a good father and a good husband but real life is gradually becoming a distant memory. Will it ever end? Will he ever be able to shake this drab feeling? 


After a few hectic minutes, there is some semblance of tidiness in the flat. The LEGO bricks are in an actual box, and the plates and glasses are out of sight. He had thought about switching off the TV before Tove comes home. He knows what she thinks about porn, even if this is sort of different? She feels offended as a woman, she has said, it brings out sides of her she doesn’t like. He never intended to offend anyone, least of all Tove. But he doesn’t like the thought of this just being one of those usual, boring evenings, even if it is more of a hope than a real desire... He places a cloth on the kitchen table, lights some candles, takes out some glasses and fills a carafe with wine from the three-litre box on top off the kitchen cabinet. Maybe something will happen? 


Erik knows that he loves his wife. Her tall figure, her long, firm thighs. He loves her eyes and her smile, her lips, the way she kisses, the familiarity between their bodies. He feels as if he knows every inch of her body. It keeps no secrets from him anymore, he has explored every single part of it with his mouth and his hands. Likewise, she doesn’t hold any secrets from him anymore. When they make love, he knows exactly what options there are. They have a repertoire that they’ve exhausted several times over, and he knows exactly where their boundaries are, what she likes and what she doesn’t like, what she will or won’t do. In his fantasies, he wanders a tightrope along the edge of these boundaries, testing and challenging them, as much to find out about his own. But he never makes it onto that rope. In the real world, they both stick to what’s safe and predictable, what they are familiar with. He doesn’t want it to feel unsafe. 


But he also doesn’t like the idea of simply being satisfied with what they’ve got. And this erotic restlessness, this wanderlust, is mixing with his sense of being stuck in a routine that rarely allows for anything more than trivial necessities where everything is about kids, job, house. 


If only he could shake himself loose of it. Rip up the schedule. Open it up and let a bit of fresh air in.


Tove comes in right as Marlon is ripping of Maria’s underwear, and Erik is stood in the bathroom loading the washing machine. Bad timing. Tove is covered in snow, her hair wet and her cheeks flushed. 


“It’s so beautiful out there,” she says, giving him an ice-cold hug before disappearing into the kitchen. 


Erik goes and sits down again. Now Maria is naked while a fully-clothed Marlon lies on top of her, simulating coitus. It looks more than a little bit comical. 


“Have you seen this film before?” asks Tove, coming in from the kitchen with a slice of bread in her hand. 


Erik nods his head. 


“I saw it with my dad once, when I was 17. He didn’t speak to me for several days after.”


Then she gives him her most attractive smile, says that Marlon Brando is stylish and flops down onto the sofa lazily. 


Erik has at least as much stubble as Marlon Brando, but right now he feels far from stylish. He’s been with the kids all afternoon, scarcely leaving the house, and feels like he ought to have taken a shower. With an enormous effort, he gets up and goes back into the bathroom, getting undressed and sliding into the cramped shower cabin. For a moment, as the water runs down his body, he wonders whether he should masturbate and get it over and done with that way but decides against it. If the stars fail to align...he can just do it after. 


When he comes back out into the living room, Tove has taken off her normal clothes and changed into a pair of thin tights under a tiny skirt and very loose jumper. She is lying on the sofa on her belly, her face turned towards the TV, engrossed in the film, with one leg pulled up towards her belly and the other outstretched. Erik is no longer looking at Maria Schneider, he’s looking at Tove’s legs, her strong, round thighs, her bent knee and the sheen of the tights. 


He sits down next to her and strokes a friendly hand over her lower leg. She responds by stretching out on the sofa, still looking at the TV, a glass of wine in her hands, supporting herself on her elbows, her back slightly curved. Her legs are ever so slightly open. 


Erik slides down onto the floor next to her, stroking her legs slowly all the way up from her heels to underneath the skirt. He grabs her firm, round backside and notices that she is not wearing anything under her tights. 


He moves his hand towards her pussy and notices that she is already wet. She responds with delicate movements of her hips before suddenly and abruptly pushing him away and sitting upright on the sofa. 


“Wait a sec. I’ll put a cushion underneath.” 


Ever the practical one was Tove. She gets up, takes off her skirt and tights and lies down on the sofa again in the same position, with a cushion under her belly. 


Tove watches the film. Erik looks at Tove’s backside. He kisses her on the inside of her thighs, up to her spine and down again. She turns her back towards him with open thighs. He places a hand on her pussy that is wet and open, slides two fingers over her clit and feel it row under his hand. Tove gently rotates her hips. 


He is completely captivated by her, while she continues watching the film, laughing at this or that. He takes off his clothes and kneels down between her thighs, taking his dick in his hand and caressing her pussy with the tip of his penis, leading it up and down over her curved labia, rubbing it against her clit, spreading her juices all over her and finally sinking into her, into her warm, soft, open pussy. 


Tove moans and moves a hand down towards her downstairs, masturbating aggressively while he is inside her. He holds her buttcheeks in his hands, kneading them slowly and carefully while also starting to move in and out of her slowly. She is still watching the film but pushes back against him and rotates her hips. Soon, the stars align for her and she moans loudly and he feels it course through her body. 


Maria Schneider is lying in the bathtub. It is a tough brutal scene – Marlon holds her head under the water, she fights her way out, but he pushes her down under again. Later, they have a really gross conversation where they try to outdo each other with their perversity, talking about pigs and squished animals, and he orders her to cut her long nails and put two fingers in her back door in a long, simulated scene with a close-up of Maria’s face. There is something so meek and vulnerable about her at that moment because she loves this perverse man with his eccentric fantasies and his sick desires. The whole scene is full of contradictions, of rawness and tenderness at the same time, of tenderness and abuse. 


“You were always quite curious about anal sex, weren’t you?” says Tove suddenly. 


Erik feels his heart skip a beat in his chest. That’s always been a boundary that Tove wasn’t willing to cross. She often liked it when Erik rubbed her around the opening but nothing more. And she had sometimes teased him, bullied him almost because he wanted to take it further. 


“You have to be careful,” she says. “I don’t want it to hurt.”


“It won’t,” he promised. She is wet and smooth all over. 


Now she pulls her knees up underneath herself and twists her backside towards him, grabbing her buttcheeks with her hands and opening herself for him completely. He kneels behind her, holding his cock in his hand and gently pressing it against her hole. It is raw and beautiful. He lets go with his hands and the head of his cock is almost swallowed up – he is inside her now. Now, he she grabs his hips with her hands and gradually pushes him further in – he feels some resistance in her, as if his cock is pushing against a barrier. Suddenly, the barrier opens and he sinks into her as she lets out a long moan. 


“You’ve filled me up,” she says. “You’ve completely filled me up.”


He lies over her, in her, completely silent. It is wonderful. The tightness around his cock is making his whole body buzz, and it is amazing that she opened herself up for him like this. The sight of his cock half-way inside her is very arousing. He also feels uncertain in a way. She’s gone far for him. She never wanted this before, it was him who wanted this and now she wants this, her face turned away. It’s almost as if he doesn’t know her anymore. 


“Tove, dear, sweet Tove. Can you lie down?”


She realises what he’s asking for. His mind is a blur: she’s caught on to him. He grabs her by the top of her thighs and lifts both her and himself up so that she can stretch out her legs. Then they arrange themselves so that he is lying along the full length of her body. Her legs are together and he is still inside her, barely moving, holding her and feeling her whole body with his – her strong, beautiful, muscular feminine body that he knows so well and that he didn’t believe held any more secrets. They move carefully and he achieves release without a sigh, without a breath, just feeling it flow through his body and out. 


Then they lie there. His mouth is lying on the back of her neck and he breathes in the smell of her hair and her body as the end credits roll on the TV screen. 


“That was a good film,” says Tove. Don’t you think?”


“Absolutely,” says Erik. “It was a great film”. 
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