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         The year is 1915, and I find myself as an actress being a spectator of my destiny. Being in the company of Anastasia, the Tsar’s cousin, my arrival in the car of Nicolas the II felt triumphant from the life I left behind. I lost my child before it had the chance to play, run or sing. With the degradation of my life, war, and lost love, I fled Paris. Today, I live again in Saint Petersburg. I am blown away by the splendour unfolding in front of me from dazzling buildings, golden-domed roofs, and a country of unparalleled wealth.

         The streets criss-cross with such grandeur as they stand out with fairy-tale decor, adorned with melodies and the smell of heart-warming dishes — a scent which warms the soul on this cold weather day. On the icy streets of a colourful Saint Petersburg, we turn the upper-middle-class green with envy. Tonight is a grand night as for the first time. I will perform at the Aquarium, the prestigious cabaret. The décor of the cabaret could have come right out of One Thousand and One Nights, but leaning more toward Nordic design.

         Excess is a part of it, and everything has been sculpted, drawn, painted to bring the artist into focus. And tonight, that artist is me. I sing my songs one after another, and when I get to La Java Bleue, the audience arises with applause. I have got my spot in the sunshine again and as the pleasure and desire return as I feel the thrill of better days ahead of me. Anastasia is cheering as she sits in the comfortable chairs of this lavish hall. I want to kiss Anastasia, to feel her right next to me, and to feel her heart beat at the same rhythm as mine. Her full sensual figure is a contrast to mine.

         I desire for the feeling of my hands brushing over her, the softness of her lips, her flowery hairless skin, and her enticing smell. But the enormous meal will have to wait until the end of the show when the night turns into lust. The alcohol will flow, caviar will be served in crystal glasses to the men who stare at us. The applause resounds from all sides, and my heart is beating out of my chest. I need a drink, maybe even two. As I am savouring the noise, my mouth waters at the idea of tasting her. The wait is unbearable and intoxicating, like a first kiss, or a slightly awkward first time.

         Desire spreads a scent of arousal as I remember my first time, which was before the war. We were young, and I was the little Parisian girl making her entry on the music-hall floor. Henri was always close and ready to do anything for me. One evening, in a corner behind the cabaret décor of the Moulin Rouge, in the smell of freshly sawed wood, he surprised me by nailing me up against the wall of the building. I was his, and I let my walls down, the walls of a strong, capricious, hot-tempered woman. He was a handsome man, with undeniable charisma filtering out from underneath his handyman looks.

         His lips had drawn languorously back and forth over mine. I could not understand why my body was liquefying. I was ashamed, why was I so wet, what would he think? What would he say? His hands pulled up my petticoat, gliding over my skin. I was taken over by a conspicuous desire I was attracted to him. Henri brushed his fingers over my voluptuous lips. I cried out sharply, taken by surprise. I knew nothing about any of this. A back and forth movement over my vulva followed. He kneeled and buried his head under my dress. Yes, I remember this first time, me standing and him on his knees.

         I had thought I would faint from pleasure. His tongue glided over me, languorously, stopping, starting, and stopping again. But I want him to keep going, why does he quit, I don’t want him to stop. I don’t understand why he is laughing. I want more. It is just too good. He stands back up from behind, pushes my head against the wall, lifts my skirt, takes out his penis and penetrates me.

         “Keep quiet, you know we’re not allowed.” He says, holding his hand over my mouth.

         He picks up the pace, and I cannot take it anymore. I want to scream. The more he pushes, the more I want to cry out.

         “Quiet.”

         I licked his fingers that cover my mouth, which taste sugary and titillating. Henri sets into an even faster pace, repositioning me, forcing my breasts onto the table in front of us. His hard, strong hands are heavy on my back and buttocks, as I feel his semen gush forth and pour into me. The wait gets me going like the first time. Tonight, I hope it will be Anastasia and mine’s first time, the first carnal meeting of our two beings. I finish the show in a state of intense lust, full of the lascivious memories messily coming back to me.

         After the concert, Anastasia, flirting with me, showers me with compliments in the carriage that is bringing us to the Tsar’s Winter Palace. She has enjoyed my show and my unique voice. in other words, she loved me. She edges closer to me, kisses my neck, giggles and sits backs down. A frustration is born deep inside of me as I lust after her feminine curves. I want to touch them, to make the most out of them, now, but we arrive at the palace quickly before more could ensue.

         The palace is magnificent with its gilding and flashy colours. It is adorned with paintings of the imperial family and of the entire dynasties of Tsars that have lived here. I feel so lucky to be able to enjoy this life of luxury. The room we enter is gigantic, the pillars along the sides have an imposing aura. they are superb, white, majestic, with overhanging golden crowns. Between them, marvellous windows are looking out over a gorgeous garden. Over them, there are more windows and more intricate gold trim on the pure, white ceiling. Grand chandeliers loom over our heads. everywhere my gaze falls, there is gold illuminated by hundreds of candles. Such beauty! Anastasia drags me out of my daydream.

         “Come on, hurry up! We have to take a seat.”

         We have been seated at the table of the Russian army’s high command — all burly men with winning smiles. Sophisticated dishes come out one after another, served at the table on Haviland Limoges porcelain plates, the china of royals everywhere. It’s incredibly pure, smooth, cold. My fingers trace the intricate design of the dishes, which has been delicately painted on with gold leaf. The India silk napkins are folded into golden hoops set with precious stones. The wealth of this country terrorises and attracts me.

         Coulibiac pies come out continually, displaying the dynasty’s opulence. They are followed by poultry and other aspic dishes. Everything is lovely, sumptuous, and delicious. The dinner lasts for hours, breaking off occasionally for swift, majestic, and melodic dances. My off-white dress is finely embroidered with pearls and gold, and my hair is adorned with a large headdress. In front of me are the bravest men in imperial Russia, and they are all staring at me. It looks like the night will be long, hot, and intense.

         At the end of the meal, a little parlour is opened. It is a stunning library with a few armchairs and a chandelier that make the room seem more significant, while still being dim enough not to reveal everything. As I sit behind Anastasia, I admire her beauty. I pull out the pins that hold up her long blonde hair, and her heavy locks fall to her back, over my breasts. My hand travels down her neck and into her soft silky cleavage as her nipples stiffen. I yearningly undo her corset, revealing the proud plumpness of the belly. I love her skin.

         My right hand embarks on a voyage down to her clitoris, while the other curls over her neck, turning her head towards mine. I want to taste her and her tongue. I am wet, and I hope she is too. The handsome captain in front of us is gawking. I plunge my gaze deep into his, and while I brush over Anastasia’s little button, he strips off his shirt. He has a stunning torso. His muscles are well defined, his complexion dark and his member, which his fingers are enfolding, is generously sized.

         “Come closer! Don’t be shy, Vladimir!” Anastasia calls out to him in Russian.

         At least, that is what I think she is saying. since I do not speak Russian. He finishes taking off her clothes, and I remove my constrictive garments. I feel free. I bring a glass of vodka close to Anastasia’s lips and spill a bit over my breasts, belly, and nether parts. Anastasia doesn’t miss a drop while Vladimir lingers on her vulva, tasting and devouring each bit of flesh. Every lick of her tongue feels like an electric shock buzzing through me. I relax and feel a warmth spreading through me. I’m sitting astride over her head, stroking her shapely form, licking her vulva while Vladimir starts penetrating her slowly.

         Hands start to rub my back, but I do not turn around. I let myself be surprised by this stranger’s touch, feeling his eyes on my bum. He pours scalding, fragrant, exquisite oil over my back. It runs down to the hollow of my waist, contrasting with Anastasia’s freshness. The man’s hands keep working on my figure, he whispers into my ears words I can’t understand, but arouse me terribly. One of his fingers slowly starts in the direction of my anus, and when it enters me, I feel a unique sensation. It’s sweet, violent, soft, delicious, and pure ecstasy at the same time.

         I’m surprised to find myself enjoying it. His finger pulls out to leave room for something much bigger and much harder. I’m scared, and I’m afraid it will hurt. It just glides into me, pleasing me in a way I have never experienced before. I want Vladimir to penetrate me too. It’s as if I wanted more love and even more passion, debauchery and orgasm. Anastasia cries out, she’s screaming with pleasure. I want more. I want to scream too, and even louder. She stands aside to watch us. Vladimir snakes in between my thighs find a narrow path to lodge himself into and, with rhythmic jerks, these two men embark on a surprising voyage deep into my being.

         I love feeling them inside of me. The sensations subjugate me and move me. I scream and explode as I shine and enjoy an orgasm brought to completion. The next day I find myself in Anastasia’s bedroom. It’s beautiful and warm with the crackling wood diffusing a soft heat. The servants come to feed the fires in the two enormous fireplaces. The décor of the room is neat, blueish, and luxurious. The silk bedding is smooth, snug, and cosy. I have a throbbing headache as the images from last night come back to me. I’m tired and admittedly still a little intoxicated.

         As I sit at the dressing table, my pink see-through silk nightgown is delicately draped over my shoulders and falling down my knees. I look at myself in the mirror and do not recognise myself. My eyes are rimmed with black, but soft strokes of a light flutter over my skin. The sun’s heat revives my complexion. I dip my lips into the glass of apple vodka sitting next to me. Relishing in the fruity taste, I went back to Anastasia and snuggled up to her. I back up a little, better to embrace her shapely form. She is behind me with her skin against mine. we could be one. I fall back asleep.

         Her hands wake me up, fondling my breast, tapping it a little to arouse it. It’s as if it was directly connected to my vagina, which immediately moistens. Her embrace burrows into me in this moment of softness and sharing. I feel her hands, then mine or hers, I’m so full of pleasure that I don’t know anymore. Her skin is cool against my slender body. The difference in temperature makes me even warmer, a heat that cannot lessen. She delves into my prettily shaped bush, strokes my thighs, kisses my back. Anastasia moves down to my bum, which still bears the marks of the previous night.

         She breathes in my secretions, her tongue exploring my folds. I run my leg up to the side. I’m on my belly, at her mercy. I can’t move, I don’t want to move. I want to enjoy it. Salivating, arousing my holes with her hands and tongue, she plays with me and my emotions. A warm oil comes to blend with these flavours. She deepens her clutch on my clitoris, her fingers penetrating me, one or more, I couldn’t say. She nibbles my lips. It’s so good. My stomach flutters, I feel a soft sensation rising in me. She produces a sizable, crystal drop bead from a wooden box. It’s smooth, cold, almost icy. It’s so exciting!

         She introduces it into my vulva but is hindered by the stiffness of my hole. She has to force it through to hit my walls, always a little harder. she does it so well, I can’t take it anymore. I melt. I never imagined it was possible to feel so many sensations at once. She pushes me hard down onto my stomach and ties my hands behind my back with a scarf. This morning, she’s the mistress. She leaves the jewel in my vagina, then pulls it out in one swift movement, slaps my arse with her hands, then bites into it. I love it! She spreads my legs even further apart. I want to resist, but I can’t.

         “I want you to scream.”

         “What?”

         And, without warning, she pushes the drop bead back into my vagina. I cry out in surprise. Again, and again, I scream with ecstasy.
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         I like going for walks at this time of day, when the early morning light casts a warm glow on the empty streets, and when the only sound I can hear is that of my own footsteps. The mist from the river makes it especially nice this morning. I take a few photos from the bridge even though it makes me feel kind of unimaginative. I usually take photos of garbage and cigarette butts, but for today, let me surrender to the cliché. I make my way through the streets at a quick pace, but something catches my eye on 7th
          street and I come to a halt. The gable of an old, abandoned building is covered in a giant graffiti painting. It takes my breath away.

         I don’t know how long I’ve stared at it when a voice behind me says,

         “Excuse me.”

         I jump out of my good skin.

         “So sorry! I thought you heard me!” It's a young guy.

         He looks uneasy. His hair is curly and wild. He has the look of someone who just rolled out of bed. Casually cute. If I step closer, I can probably smell the heat of a good long sleep still on him. He must be a few years younger than me.

         “I didn't hear you, I was staring at this painting,” I say, not entirely politely.

         He nods, staring at me. Is that a smile behind his eyes?

         “I just thought you might like to know that a rat was heading for you, but maybe you don't mind that kind of thing,” he says, smiling triumphantly.

         I nod, calmly, not taking my eyes off him. He is cute. Cute, but he doesn’t know it.

         “When you're done, I'd like to take a photo,” he says.

         Only now do I see the camera in his hand. Idiot, I think, not sure whether I mean him or me. He's one of those cocky creative types who thinks way too highly of themselves. Like the guys in my class. But even so, there's something different about him. He's repulsive, yet attractive. I feel an urge to touch him. Throw his camera on the ground. I want to fuck that arrogant smile off his face. Maybe he'd throw me up against the wall, the bricks leaving a faint red layer of dust on my skin…

         I nod and turn back to the painting, which I study in silence for a while before walking away without glancing back. I hear the sound of his blitz until I turn a corner. Out of his sight, I lean up against the wall, breathing heavily. The brick cuts into my back and I push back to meet the pain. I feel my skin tear and the blood run as I think about his damned smile.

          
      

         My apartment is quiet. I take off my shoes and place them carefully on the mat. I tiptoe across the floor toward the bed. My boyfriend is still wrapped in the sheets, asleep. I lie down next to him. I can tell he’s waking up from the way his back moves up and down. I caress it with my finger while I think about the hard brick wall on 7th Street. He turns around to face me, sleepily. I think of the photographer’s dark eyes and their arrogantly teasing energy. My boyfriend cups my face, and I try desperately to forget about the other guy. I bury my head in my pillow. He lifts the sheet so that I can crawl into him. His body is big and warm, and his skin soft. That was partly what initially drew me to him; his huge, almost terrifying exterior. So different from the guys I was usually with.

         He played football in college. Back then he was determined that he’d become a professional. But when the time for scholarships had come around in high school, he’d injured his knee. He had it looked at by many specialists and got doctor recommendations from all over the country, and still no big university wanted to take a chance on him. Luckily, a small university did make him an offer, a university which previously would’ve been laughably inadequate, but turned out to be his only chance. He became a top player in those years, and now he’s making his way to the National League.

         I place my hands on his wide chest. His body is hard but his touch is soft. He pulls me close, blinks away the sleep and kisses me. I graze his dick as I touch him. Like the rest of him, it’s hard. He caresses my back. He doesn’t know about the scratches beneath the fabric, can’t see the blood on my white shirt. I gasp and think of the guy on 7th Street again. The guy in my mind took me hard against the wall in that small alley. We threw ourselves at each other and forgot about time and place as my orgasm tore through my skin. Eyes closed I moan in my boyfriend’s ear. He pulls me even closer, his hard dick pressing against my thigh. This is the right way to start the day. I grab his dick and his tongue disappears into my mouth.

         “I want to feel you,” he says and indicates my clothes.

         His remark lights a flame in me. I remember when he said it the first time we got together. While he was driving. I was so taken aback by his directness and his cocky smile, that I got wet instantly. I slipped out of my panties, the seatbelt pressing against my breasts, and placed his hand under my skirt. I felt his surprise at how wet I was already, and a wave of love rushed through me. Since that day, that remark has made me wet and orgasms inevitable.

         Expectations rush through my body as I get undressed. I make sure to throw my white, bloodstained T-shirt in the laundry basket in the corner. He kisses me eagerly, ignorant of my meeting with the photographer.

         “I want to feel you,” he repeats.

         He lies down on his side and watches my face. We’ve been together for a few years, but his demands still rattle me. How he acts when we’re alone and when we’re together are very different. At parties and hanging out with friends, he’s calm and collected. He thinks before he speaks, smiles politely when someone says something stupid. He’s never very direct, doesn’t ask for anything and is easy to be around. But when he and I are in bed, or on the kitchen table, or on the floor of this small apartment, he’s demanding. He tells me what he wants and when. I smile, knowing that part of him belongs to only me.

         I slowly spread my legs. He looks me in the eye. He’s calm. His breathing is slow, and he lies completely still. It’s different for me. I’ve done as he’s asked, and now there’s just waiting, and it’s unbearable. I think I can hear my own heartbeat. My muscles tighten expectantly. I don’t take my eyes off him. His hand travels between my legs. I moan; the waiting is over. My muscles relax at these well-known touches. My body surrenders completely when he moves down between my legs and starts to lick me. His eyes don’t leave mine as he takes turns kissing and licking. I’m nearly there. My body tightens, and I grab the sheets.

         “Don’t come yet,” he says calmly.

         His demand makes me breathe more deeply. I try to tame my desire by thinking of something else as he kisses and sucks up my juices. Before long, I almost come again, but he doesn’t say anything; he doesn’t have to. He just looks at me sternly. My body is shaking from expectation and excitement when he suddenly stops. He gets off the bed and moves to the headboard. His dick is hard and thumps against his toned abs as he walks. I turn to my side, an arm under my body so that I'm slightly elevated from the mattress. He doesn't say anything as he stops near my face. Brushes my hair to the side. His dick shines in the soft light that rushes in through the white curtains behind the bed.

         I look him in the eye as I suck him clean.

         The vein on the side of his neck is in overdrive. My tongue circles around the head of his cock; sometimes I slide down the side of his shaft; and sometimes I drag it out and make him wait. I kiss his dick, letting the tip of my tongue massage him gently. He moans deeply. My tongue slides down. I lick him everywhere, but I don't take him in my mouth. He touches my hair impatiently. But I want him to wait. Like he made me wait. I concentrate on the head of his dick, kissing, licking, before, finally, I slide him into my mouth. He groans and leans back somewhat. He's close. He pulls me back by the hair, a part of him wanting me to stop. The other part shoves his dick in and out of my mouth. I tighten my hold on the shaft and lead him even deeper. He moans louder, pulling me back by the hair again, but I don't stop. I lick his head until he comes all over me chest. My pussy tightens.

         “Well,” he says. “I think it's your turn now.”

         He pulls me toward the edge of the bed, gets down on his knees and continues where he left off. Few seconds go by before my body gives in and I come, screaming.

          
      

         I have class that afternoon. My final one in Art Photography. I've enjoyed it more than I thought I would. We've been encouraged to photograph all sorts. We've taken headshots and photographed landscapes… One week we focused on pointing our cameras at only green motives; another week we used zoom so much that the pictures became blurry.

         I can't concentrate today. Every time I look up at the professor and his notes on the board, my thoughts rush back to the guy on 7th
          Street – the idiot with that arrogant smile I want to fuck his face off.

         I'm at the back of the class. The professor is old; I haven't had a class with him before. He throws out a question to the class. Several of the male students raise their hands. So pretentious, I think, letting my hands stay on the table in front of me. One guy, I think his name is Caspar, starts answering the question but quickly wanders completely off track, casually mentioning several theorists and making comparisons to a living artist. He talks for a long time while the other guys nod. His words rush out of his mouth in a steady stream. I roll my eyes and lean back, crossing my arms. Some of the guys in class get so turned on by their own voices. Occasionally, their necks get red, or their veins almost break through the surface of their skin. Finally, Caspar seems to be done; without having actually answered the question. Idiot, I think, and suddenly remember the guy from 7th
          Street. Again.

         I’m in no hurry to get home after the lecture. My boyfriend’s working out and won’t be home until late. All that awaits me is an empty apartment. So, I wander through the city. The sun is high in the sky and I’m sweating underneath my backpack. My pace is quick down the streets I know and slow down the ones I don’t. Perhaps I’ll find some real art there… I like taking photos with my phone of unseen things: garbage bags leaning against walls, dog shit, old rusty soda cans… I try making the ugly beautiful. I’ve no idea if this project is going anywhere, but I like seeing Chelsea this way.

         I walk down a street I don’t know. There’s a raw, industrial vibe to this area. Further down, hipsters are hanging out on furniture made out of pallets. I turn down a narrow street with little sunlight. My eyes search for something to photograph. I reach a door that says ‘Gallery’ next to a wide store window, but the window is covered in white plastic, making it impossible to see through. One the door hangs a simple poster: ‘Women in Art.’ The exhibition opens tonight. I snap a photo of the poster and hurry home to shower.

         A few hours later, I walk to the gallery. Lounge music meets me in the door. There’re quite a few people here already, walking around drinking wine. I lift the hem of my dress as I step in. It’s a warm night; too warm for the season, so I’m wearing my long, black silk dress with thin spaghetti straps that’s low cut in the back as well as the front. I pass a group of people in conversation. There seem to be as many women as men in the group, and I sense them all looking after me as I walk by. Maybe it’s the dress. Or maybe it’s my tattoos. I have many, and they’re colorful. A red rose blossoms on my shoulder. Green leaves trace down my arm while a spider spins its web on the other. I pause in front of the first painting. It’s of a naked woman sitting on a velvet chair as red as my rose. I take a step back to get a better view. She doesn’t look comfortable, ass out and leaning forward. She’s touching her long neck and looks intensely and lustfully at the viewer. I’m not impressed. This was clearly painted by a man. It’s a painting of the patriarchy forced into the eyes of a women. Tooeasy, I think and walk on.

         The next painting is also of a naked, young woman with a seductive look in her eye. I’m starting to get angry. Why has this artist painted women like they were porn stars? But even though I have these thoughts, I can’t help but be turned on. I grab a cool glass of white wine off a tray and drink a big gulp before continuing. My heels echo in the room. The next painting takes up a whole wall. To be reduced to an object just to please a man’s fantasies… It’s against everything I believe in, and yet it’s so sexy. I can’t take my eyes off this one. The way she contorts her body is for his honor. I take another sip, wondering what it would be like to model for this artist.

         “So, what do you think?” A voice says behind me.

         I turn around slowly and find the guy from 7th
          street in front of me. He smiles and pours himself some more wine. I’m so surprised to see him that I forget to answer his question. The scratches on my back start to sting. I blink. In my thoughts, he’s still pushing me up against that wall.

         He gestures at the painting. “Do you like it?”

         “It’s a bit simple,” I say.

         He nods and steps closer. My grip tightens around my glass as I force thoughts of my boyfriend to the forefront of my mind.

         “What is it you don’t like about it?” he asks and stops next to me. Only a few centimeters of space between us.

         “The artist’s obviously objectifying this poor woman.” I say.

         His smile widens. “I think he’s celebrating her.”

         “As an object of his sexual fantasies,” I say. “Typical.”

         I await his next move. His eyes wander up and down my body, lingering on the tattoos, then my exposed collarbone. He sips his wine, studying me. Just like the painter must’ve looked at these women. My body gets hot and moist. He makes me feel like I exist for his pleasure, and the worst part is that I enjoy it. I snort, but that just makes him smile more. He finds a card in his pocket and gives it to me.

         “If you change your mind, I hope you’ll stop by. I’d love to paint you.”

         I take his card, shocked. He’s the artist. He turns around and leaves.

         I empty my glass and hurry toward the bathrooms. I slam the door behind me. What a pompous prick! I’m annoyed he got the last word. I slide a hand into my panties. The way he looked at me as though he owned me has made me so wet. I touch myself in circles. Harder than usual, like I’m punishing myself for being turned on. I come quickly, leaning against the sink, starring at my reflection. The look in my eye is exactly like that of all the painted women.

          
      

         For days I consider his offer. Something inexplicable attracts me about the idea. I’m drawn to him in a way I haven’t experienced before. I long to feel him inside me. Long to feel used by him. I can’t stop thinking about him. So I’ll go there. On Saturday. My boyfriend will never know. He has a game up North. I text the artist beforehand. He doesn’t reply. Not until the night before: “OF COURSE. COME BY TONIGHT.”

          
      

         I wake when my boyfriend leaves. I have all day to myself. And all night with the painter. I spend all day prepping. I take a long bath that makes the bathroom smell like lavender. I breath in deep and try to relax, but my body is fighting it. It’s excited. I had sex with my boyfriend less than twelve hour ago, and I orgasmed, but it wasn’t doing for me what it usually does.

         I put on a loose dress and a leather jacket. My short hair makes me looks effortlessly elegant. My make-up is on the natural side, but underneath my clothes, my tattoos are screaming for attention. I shut the door after me and think, for a moment, of my boyfriend. I don’t feel guilty. Weirdly. I’ve never considered cheating before.

         I go to his studio on the top floor of an old building.

         “The art critic has arrived,” he says and buzzes me in.

         He greets me at the door when the elevator doors open. He leans in to kiss me on the cheek, but I walk past him into his studio. The only furniture here is an old armchair and a stool. My high heels echo in the bare room.

         “Would the art critic like to share her opinion on this?” He points to another painting of a woman.

         “Shouldn't you offer me some wine first?” I ask.

         Without waiting for his reply, I grab a glass and an open bottle of wine from his kitchen counter. The cabinets are covered in photographs. I freeze when I notice some leaves tracing down an arm – my arm! He's taken photos of my body! Rage rises in me. How could he do that? I search the other photos and discover that they're all of me. He has zoomed in on different parts of my body; my tattoos, my hair, my back, my legs, my ass and my clenched fist. It's almost a study of my body. My rage disappears and I smile when I realize that he's already started to objectify me. I pour myself some wine and take a sip. He watches me while I drink. I feel his eyes on my mouth. They travel down my neck to my breasts. I turn around and stare him down. Then I take off my leather jacket and walk toward him.

         “Objectify me,” I say, and he smiles arrogantly.

         We walk over to the easel. He drags the armchair to the middle of the room. He arranges his paint, and when he looks up, he sees that I've let my dress fall to the floor. I sit in the chair and lean back in it and spread my legs. His cocky smile disappears, and he seems unable to take his eyes off me. I lean back my head.

         “You make it easy,” he says.

         But instead of going to the easel, he walks toward me. He kneels down in front of me, paint brush in one hand, palette in the other. He dips the paint brush in the wet paint, looks up at me and starts painting on my tattoos. My clenched body flinches at the touch. It feels strange and cool and soft at the same time. He paints the hearts framing my nipples. I get goosebumps when he works on the string of flowers dancing all the way up my leg. I spread my legs wider, but he moves the paint brush up my shoulder. He studies every last bit of me, but whenever I move or moan quietly at his touch, he stops and moves his attention to a different tattoo. I'm an object for the sake of art. He steps back and observes his doing – my body. He looks at me for a long time.

         Until I get up.

         “Take it off,” I say, motioning at his clothes and reach for his palette and paint brush.

         He doesn't have any tattoos, so I paint a big red heart on his naked chest. I notice his hard dick and his arrogant smile. I can't wait to fuck that stupid smile off his face. I let the paint brush travel down his naked body. The little hairs stand on end.

         He pulls me closer and kisses me softly on the lips. I throw away the paint brush and palette with a clatter and grab tightly around his curls, kissing him insistently. We get down on the floor. His mouth moves over my breasts and my mouth. Paint is everywhere now, smeared. He moves down between my legs, and without kissing his way there, without caressing me gently, he buries his whole face in my pussy. I'm already wet, but his hard tongue makes the juices flow even more. I see him looking at me and I arch my back and grab my breasts. I moan loudly, and he keeps going, his tongue exploring my body like his eyes did that day on 7th
          Street. I exist only for him.

         I grab his hair and shove him away; I'm too close to climaxing. He rises to a squatting position, and I crawl to him. My body leaves paint stains on the floor. I take him in my mouth. His dick is hard in a way only young guys' dicks are. I suck it greedily and moan gratefully. His dumb smile has been wiped off his face, replaced by his want for me. I take him in deep until he gently nudges me away. I lie down on my back. The second my back touches the floor, he thrusts eagerly up into me. I scream as he fills me out completely, his young body ferocious. I move my legs up his back, making him slide even deeper in. We're covered in smeared paint, a big abstract piece of art.

         I'm still whimpering when he pulls out, exhausted. He looks at the paint and the sweat that runs from my breast to my stomach. He follows the line with his finger, looking at me the way he did the painting on the gable on 7th
          Street. I see the excitement in his eyes. He likes what he sees. He inserts his fingers into me, and I moan so loudly that it echoes in the big, empty room. While his fingers are working on me, I take him in my mouth again. His dick tastes like me.

         Soon, his fingers start to bore me. I want to feel him. I point to the floor and he gets down. I slide down his length and ride him softly. His hands touch me everywhere, grabbing my bouncing breasts, squeezing my butt, assisting it up and down. The heat makes the paint run down my back. His eyes, previously studying my body so intensely, now seek mine. He raises himself a bit so that we're eye to eye, our faces separated only by a few centimeters. Suddenly, I'm no longer an object of his sexual desires. I'm something else, something more. I start riding him hard, staring him down.

         “Make me come,” I whisper.

         He does, rubbing his hand on my wet clit. My pussy clenches and I moan deeply. Warmth rushes through me. I look him directly in his eyes as I come. His arrogant smile is long gone. All I see is his desire. He comes in a groan a few seconds later.

         We lie on our backs on the floor, wet and satisfied. I turn to my side and watch him. He smiles back smugly.

         Idiot, I think, feeling the desire slowly returning.
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