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         You and I have a gentleman visiting. He’s a travelling salesman and, when he’s in town, he sometimes stays the night at our place. We’ve known him for years without ever really getting close to him, and this lack of closeness has been useful in that it leaves us emotionally free in relation to him. He is real gentleman. A bit formal. He wears a tie and carefully pressed trousers addresses you as madam with a respectful nod. We’ve often laughed about that when he’s moved on and we’re alone again: his often slightly exaggerated politeness and distant demeanour that creates a somewhat mysterious aura around our interaction.


         Now we’ve been having coffee and cake. Rather surprisingly, you have assumed the role of hostess and we have inevitably taken on our roles in this gentleman’s party. You walk back and forth with the coffee-pot and cake-plate and, in keeping with our ascribed roles, we two men become gradually more grandiloquent. The conversation turns to philosophical questions, as it often does when we are together, and, as the evening slips by and you make sure that our glasses of red wine are never empty, it moves unnoticeably through existential issues towards more intimate topics, without ever becoming vulgar. It was only noticeable as an undertone of something dark and moist under the words with which we described Nietzsche's will to power, George Battalion's study of the taboo and Schopenhauer's study of envy.


         While you momentarily leave us to go to the bathroom, he leans towards me, remarking that you are a wonderful woman. I nod, saying how I couldn’t agree more. And then, utterly surprisingly and without any apparent cause, he suddenly and directly confides that he finds porn-stars irresistibly arousing. There’s a twinkle of humour in his eyes as he says this bothers him for two reasons. Firstly, he finds pornography oppressive to women.



         Uncertain as to where he’s going with this admission, I decline to answer, just sipping my red wine, a rather good Amarone. I study him while he’s talking, trying to make him feel comfortable, despite this unexpected intimate confession. I wonder how on earth I can get the conversation back to a subject that feels more natural by the time you’re back. Just as he’s taking a pause to remove two cylinders containing exclusive cigars from his blazer pocket, I clear my throat. And then I ask: “And the second?”


         He glances up, before cutting the tips of the cigars and honouring me with one of them. Then he says lightly: “Well, that they can waltz about, apparently quite naturally...without any hair on...you, know, completely shaved.”

         “You mean down below?”

         “Naked as young girls. Shameless. I could never imagine going to a prostitute but, all the same, prostitutes, porn models...they’re professional fantasy products... they realise our secret dreams.” He picks up the lighter, then puts it back down. “They let us all know they have done something so intimate as to shave themselves... down below... with the sole intention of presenting as much of possible of what should remain hidden.”


         We’ve just lit our cigars when you come back from the bathroom. “It looks like it’s time for brandy,” you say, turning and going towards the kitchen with gently swaying hips, as we remain sitting and watch you go. Your bottom is round and voluptuous beneath your dress. I steal a glance at our guest, who returns my look, before we again allow ourselves the pleasure of looking at your bottom. In an instant, we are united in our admiration of you as an object for dark fantasies and, as this fact strikes me, I also acknowledge the homoerotic dimension in the situation. It doesn’t frighten me. It’s just like a new admission. I want him inside you. I want to unite with him, in you, and at the same time I know that this craving is predicated on your femininity.


         I draw on my cigar, then place it in the ashtray. I sit there, fingering the metal cylinder. My fingers tremble, and he notices. Corona Grande it says in golden letters on the blue steel cylinder. It must be at least 20 centimetres long and I guess the cigar’s bound to take about an hour to smoke. As long as I keep smoking, I can feel safe.


         You twist the cork out of the bottle. Your arms muscles tense as you do so. Your breasts rise. He leans against the back of his chair, letting his eyes run up and down your body in approval, and you straighten your back. Let him stare, force him to stare, before finally pouring into our glasses. You want him to look at you. On the way to the kitchen, you show off your bottom and thighs to him. Then your beautiful small breasts with nipples straining against the fabric of your dress, your long neck and flat stomach.


         “Gone quiet all of a sudden,” you murmur, looking at us. We suck on our cigars, admiring your thighs and silk stockings where they disappear below the high hem of your dress, admiring your sleek legs, slender ankles and feet. “A little music, gentlemen?”


         I say that would be lovely, and when you ask what we’d like to hear, our guest suggests Beethoven’s “Kreutzer sonata”.


         You find the record and say: “Nice choice. That was what inspired Leo Tolstoy to write his novel of the same name. It’s almost unbelievable that such a disagreeable old man could produce such a hot-blooded, erotic little work as that from up his sleeve.”
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