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  Dedicated to all the muses of inspiration




  




  



  Synopses:




  Nina’s a young attractive girl who’s got to search for the love of her life, according to a mysterious airtight female clairvoyant, sooner than three days from now. In order to fulfil said task, Nina’s scheduled to visit some of the most excellent geniuses and virtuosi of painting, photography and other visual arts alike; some geniuses who would get inspired by her, her glance, the beauty of a muse who irradiates her slightly wavy hair or her fragrant skin of pearly moon. This is, therefore, a story moored in the deepest desires of a damsel who’s been consecrated with such matchlessness and splendour. Or rather, of that woman who could well happen to be the reincarnation of Calliope or, otherwise, at least of all those corporeal shrewd certainties hidden behind the loom of yearning.




  Chapter 1: Desires of an existentialistically-probing dazzling sensual muse




  They met under the luminescent fiery glow of a cerise nightfall, a crimson dusk quivering with passion and overflowing in radiant strokes above life’s very own bewilderment. There was, at that moment, a delightful moon overhead, meaning to bathe herself in the eyes of a star or, who knows, perhaps some infatuated romantic. He approached her having all his senses been somewhat distorted by such reality that can only be woven by longing. He drew near her with remarkable chivalry. He called her Calliope. Some cats meowed in the ceilings, as if they were chasing an utmost bare plucky mystery with their feline music. Shortly afterwards, soon after they’d met each other under the shining sizzling spark of that hitherto crimson dusk, both of them decided to submerge themselves in passionate waters and vertiginous currents, which belonged to the unremitting surge of entreaty. Thus with their lives following that strain of spine-tingling and every so often overpowering breezes, on one occasion of pulsating unswerving collective appetites, while she fondled her beloved’s chest, looked intently into him with eyes of enchanted muse. Then, just some few seconds afterwards, it occurred to her to ask him this:




  —Tell me, my love, why do you call me Calliope? Who is she?




  They both remained still. There was a silence leaning on the fringe of an unsuspecting layer of doubts. However, a fleeting moment later she, supplying her voice with a withdrawn magnetic nostalgic harmony worthy of a tern amidst the zephyr, suggested:




  —Tell me, my love, whether she happens to be another lover of yours.




  —Calliope, sweetheart —he faced up to reply—, is, according to Greek mythology, the muse of poetry and eloquence, the most prestigious and beautiful, you see, amongst all the Olympian muses.




  —I want to know something.




  —Sure.




  —Do you see me in her, or do you see her in me?




  —I wouldn’t be able to tell you.




  As soon as she got out of the sweet bed belonging to that artist who was comparing her to one of the Olympian muses, more precisely to who was supposed to be the most beautiful and prestigious of them all, our beloved beautiful Nina absorbed with her profound rubicund glare the spring warmth through a bevelled window and through the very path of desire’s mystique. A strange silence, meanwhile, swirled around her unstoppably. “What you just said, as if with some poetic tone, my dear artist, makes me think you dream about me”, she said as if just for the sake of it, with her body exposed and removing from her face some wicked locks of wavy hair.




  —That, lovely Calliope —he said— means you are that driving force that turns me into a virtuoso who takes the chisel, shapes the clay and mixes the paint with unparalleled genius yet to be seen in any other artist.
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