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Object of Art
by Alana James


Marcus was a slippery sort of lover. ‘Ally, I need you,’ he drawled, his voice over the phone deep and cajoling. He paused for effect, letting Ally’s mind flicker with pornographic images, a mixture of memories and fantasies yet to be fulfilled.


‘My model for tonight has cancelled, struck down by a broken heart,’ he went on. ‘You’ll fill in, OK?’


Ally hesitated, wondering if this was what Marcus really wanted her for. With Marcus, sometimes words like these meant no more than their literal truth, but at other times they were invitations for nights of sex, with an intensity Ally found almost dangerous.


It was a game they played together, this ‘will we, won’t we’, and Ally understood her role well. She was meant to want him, as she invariably did, but never assume she would get him. She assented, letting the game pick up again. Excitement flushed over her.


‘Come as you are’, he said, ‘now’.


Instead of going home from her classes Ally went straight to his Soho studio. Marcus was an artist, living life in the centre of the London art scene, exchanging ideas and fluids with other sculptors, painters; women, men. Ally’s London was a cramped flat-share, her university college and a flagging rampant rabbit. It wasn’t just the sex that kept her answering Marcus’s calls, it was his ability to take her out of herself, her life. Ally sometimes found the daily grind, the pressure to get her coursework submitted on time, the need to wait tables to eat, unbearable. With Marcus though, her anxieties could fall away. Lying on the studio floor, their bodies rendered in soft shadows, he would tell her she was a Pre-Raphaelite beauty, his only voluptuous flame-haired muse. Soft lies where the words didn’t matter.


Ally crossed London on the cramped tube then emerged into the constant throng around Leicester Square. She wove through the milling tourists in Chinatown, then on through the back alleyways of Soho, dimly lit by the neon signs for sex shows. The studio was hidden away, an impossible large white space behind a shabby doorway. The lights were on. Ally didn’t knock, she never did.


At first she didn’t see Marcus. Spaced around the cavernous room were his sculptures, life-size human figures of wire wrapped in bandages. He had made them with plaster with hard, moulded hair. They looked like classical figures, except their faces were covered by white plastic masks, and their postures were somehow more erotic. She recalled Marcus trying to explain once that he was subverting the classical forms of art, making them lewd, more overtly sexual. Set on metal poles atop wooden plinths, they towered above Ally, powerful and intimidating.


Marcus eventually appeared, rekindling her hopeful desire for tonight. He was tall, lean but muscled from his work. His dirty blond hair was tousled and streaked with plaster. Ally realised he was dressed in crumpled, well-worn clothes that meant he really was working on his art tonight. Her heart and pussy sank.


‘Ally, I thought you’d never arrive.’ Marcus kissed her in greeting, his lips grazing hers too briefly. Fleeting electricity. ‘I have plans for you.’ He smiled in that predatory way of his, all teeth. His marble-green eyes lit up as he looked at her and she knew that she’d go along with whatever he had in store. Ally felt more alive in his command than she had all day, the constant stresses of life diminishing.



OEBPS/images/9781907726699.jpg
Object of Art

Alana James






OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

   
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





