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I


	The cricket ringtone chirps from my cell phone, causing me to open my eyes. Pupils dilate, taking in the feel of the room. Stretching along my length, I think for a few moments about what to do next. I know that I’m alone in the apartment; my folks have already left to go about their business. They’ll have drunk coffee at top speed, then quickly gathered up their stuff; elevator down, then to the runaround, in which George will first drive Amanda to work, and then himself. My folks answer to these names, the backdrop to my own life ever since I first drew breath and opened my eyes, perceiving movement and the world around me.


	The melting pot I’m in, which constantly boils and pours forth, is called New York. Its contents are sweet though, at least for me. The exquisite delight of temptation, days and nights lined up like dominoes, one falling after the last…


	A string of men that pass, stop by, leave their mark, or else are forgotten in an instant. Characters that devour me with their eyes, taking me apart in their lurid fantasies. Faces in expensive suits, in threads that smell of money, power. They do turns around me in their plush cars, with their leather seats…


	Yes, the men.


	Older men, younger men. Those with experience, taking their time, and others so much faster and sweeter. A kaleidoscope of figures before me, jostling for position and moving to the rhythm. As horny as pheasants, or as wolves hungry for coupling. I like to observe the expressions on their faces secretly, when they’re at my table, or just in my presence. This is when the scent of my perfume pervades their senses. My honeyed complexion gets under their skin and brings on the madness. They fantasize and then they long for me. Their worlds come to revolve around that desire, their guiding star. How to get me into their beds, how to possess me.


	It’s sweet when they flicker and fade, messy and shivering. They soften then. And my voice, my whisper… In their ears, as my tongue pushes and presses, while I nibble on an earlobe, wandering fingers touching and feeling, seeking to press and to stimulate, to decapitate them like a black widow does her lovers.


	Because that’s where my charm lies.


	My puzzle, their conundrum.


	What I want from them, what I need. While I’m giving myself to them. When I want it in the daytime, when I want it at night. In the car, mad and intoxicated by ecstasy. In the hotel suite, while his mouth waters and he whispers in my ear, leaving his wife forever. I’m listening, laughing, until he arrives at the little death, gasping, and I pick up my fee. At the club, as he gropes my thigh and entreats me – make me come. Let it be, I say, if my price suits. And when afterwards I undress slowly, starting to gleam before his eyes in my nakedness I smile to myself, for I’m celebrating. Another little mouse is in a trap, my tight wet cage. And you, the loser, go right on laughing there on your mattress, lost in lust.


	Because this is New York.


	The city for me.


	Its sounds awaken me time and again.


	The folks are already in the car. I linger a little longer, and then get up. I’ve been sleeping naked since the first time I bled. The feel of the sheets pulls me in, as does the smell of a man’s skin. I’m pulling on a robe and heading for the shower. A million hard chill drops massage my body, and I’m trying to remember what happened yesterday. It’s all a blur, but never mind. There’s always Danielle, Danny, my best friend, to remind me. Pals since high school. Vices remembered, delights from the past. I let thoughts of the past slip back inside the drawer. Such memories need to be filed separately.


	From the cold and bracing water I feel my nipples swell, and my crotch tighten. I’m rubbing myself through the foam, lathering up. Fifteen minutes later and towelled dry, I choose my going-out clothes for the day. Thong and a light bra, though I don’t need one at all for my breasts. They still swell upwards in defiance of gravity, voluminous and surging forward. Not like the plastic ones you see everywhere these days.


	I’m slipping into jeans, sneakers. Shoulder bag, with all the necessary little things. In front of the mirror in the hallway, I check my makeup again, my expression, that certain look. Impeccable, as always. I put on my RayBans and turn the key in the lock.


	And come on, Natasha.


	And that’s me.


	Natalie, Natasha.


	That nineteen-year old doll, searching for herself in the mirror and getting the same answer every day. Sweet and smooth; all heat and honey and daring.


	And then back to the men, all kinds. Alpha males labouring under the delusion that they’re god’s gift in the sack. They’re all there, on the outside.


	They’re in my sights.


	My target.


	One sting from me and then the prize for my sexy styling, practiced and perfected.


	Because they aren’t the ones who choose, it’s me. I let them watch, touch and squeeze. I make their heads spin, luring them onto the hook where they flounder, finally prey caught between my legs, drowning. And then they are done for. That’s how it is.


	The elevator’s taking me down to the ground floor.


	I’m opening the door, sunshine greeting me with a warm kiss on the cheek. In the window across the street I see a lithe predator, a black-widow woman morphing into my own seductive reflection, intoxicatingly sweet and fragrant.


	And go, Natasha.


	And fuck, Natasha.


	I need it so much!




II


	The cricket chirps again in the cab. I’m reading the message, remembering. Heading over to Danielle’s building in Manhattan, I’m thinking over some stuff. Professor from the university, history of art, no less; painting, sculpture; what I’ll soon be studying, when I have enough dough… A whole world of possibilities I’m desperate to discover.


	A tapping in my head.


	The clouds in my mind are clearing, and I’m remembering the guy.


	Of course the character has a name. Robert. Bald patch on top of his head, thick dark hair in a circle around it, sort of like a monk, except for the pretentious ponytail at the back. A cool customer where us chicks are concerned, but with a wicked glint in the eyes that lets you know just what he wants to do with that thing of his. Enjoyed his younger years in Paris, a long time ago now. Montmartre and the left bank, all those attics and lofts. Spent time goofing off big time, apparently, till some washed up old dowager plucked this spring lamb from the field, got him to iron out the creases in her dry old glory hole. Or maybe she preferred the action of a fresh young tongue. Who knows. I was told, and this came from someone who used to bang the guy, that only glowing reviews in the Sunday broadsheets float his boat nowadays. A douche bag, but still a star from the NYC suburbs. And how did he make it so big in the City of Light? Did Paris discover him? No, he went to town in that great city, made it his own. Maybe the taste of that dried up old hinny wasn’t so fine, but he pretty quickly found his very own attic space, and his first exhibition followed hot on its heels. Next to make an appearance, of course, was a whole bucketload of cash.


	And now that goat’s back in the old U S of A.


	No doubt ready to spout his own brand of wisdom, with a sideline in licking sweet innocence from as many nubile young pussies as possible. Where was it that he said he lives? As the taxi slows down in front of Danielle’s building, I’m remembering. Penthouse in Manhattan, plush villa in Long Island. A choice of cribs and the choicest pussy to shag. The morning, daytime and night-time fucks. Holed up in the villa there’s a shrew to boot, all wrapped up in mink, always ready to howl at an exhibition like the horny, hungry bitch that she is. Our very own wicked witch of the West Village.


	Danny’s opening the door. Smack some kisses and straight to her room. All the right curves peeking out from her babydoll negligee, all drowsy and sexy and smelling of bed.


	- Sit if you can – she says to me with a wave of her hand. – I have to get this mess cleaned up some time today.


	I’m showing her the message.


	- Whoa! Well, the old goat’s overheating, baby! The looks he was giving you! He had you in his sights big time back at the gallery…


	- But how did he get my number?


	She giggles and goes through the motions of trying to find something in her purse.


	- Hey, I was a little spaced, you know… You’d long gone. He came up to me in the hallway and just like that… – she twists her neck and mouth to take him off – Madam, you know, at the exhibition, that one we just went to… and then, oh, some totally transparent excuse! He’d sensed the inner model in you… And you know, I wanted to tell him to fuck off, but then your sis here thought of your best interests… How much money’s he got anyway?


	I shrug.


	- There you go. That’s how come I gave him your number. And that was two days ago, you remember? And he’s there in his studio now for sure, and so he decided to test the water.


	She’s handing me a Xanax. I swallow it straight off, just to get myself together.


	- So what do you think? Should I go?


	- Well yeah, go.


	- I heard he’s a bastard. He wants to do the nasty all for free, then fudges, always wanting more and more.


	- Go ahead and hustle him. Treat ‘em mean, keep ‘em keen. Get him to pay through the nose. Ask for a grand, no less.


	The Xanax is hitting my stomach, melting me. I’m resting my back against the cushions on her sofa, very chilled.


	- I don’t need a fucking grand, Danny – I say, suddenly animated – I need big money, a real cash injection. He’s damned loaded, that motherfucker from Bois de Boulogne! Top of the line Jag, Philipp Plein jeans, I’m letting it go cheap with a lousy grand…


	- Cool it Natasha! He has come a long way in the world, you know. – she changes her tone – I guess he wants to give your tits a good squeeze, probably turn your ass round like this – she demonstrates – set it just where he wants it. He’s a louse, but take him for a ride. He likes to swill expensive French wines, you know – and then – why not take a few snaps with your phone when he gets wasted, make sure you get him right where you want him!


	- As far as I know, models can get a lot of dough posing for artists – I say absently.


	The cricket’s chirping.


	The goat from Paris, New York’s erstwhile enfant terrible again. He’s in the palm of your hand already – says Danielle.


	- Send him a message to let him know you’re on your way. Get him by the balls, beautiful.


	Well, I’ll do that. I’ll get ‘em and keep ‘em in a jar on my mantle!


	I swallow another of Danielle’s pills. This time it’s pink with a playboy bunny embossed on one side. I wash it down with still water from a bottle in the icebox. I feel the pill slipping, dissolving. Sour and then, in a while, oh so sweet. We give each other a wet French kiss, both grinning.


	- This is just foreplay for your time with the prof, kitty. Don’t let the motherfucker catch you off guard. No way’s he thinking you’re an easy lay doing it for pennies and dimes.


	- Fuck him, he ain’t no hero of mine. I’m not giving it away. I want at least a grand in my pocket.


	- And what if he wants to let that horse out of the stable?


	- Well, I’m no black jack card at the table! This artist’s model comes with a price tag on her ass. Mouth play – five hundred. All the way – a grand, minimum.


	- I bet he was jacking off over you till he passed out last night.


	- I’ll catch you later – I say, getting up to leave.


	- Where we headin’ out to tonight?


	- After I kiss him off, I’ll have to swing by home, and then we hit the town. Chill out girl, don’t start rattlin’ like a bottle o’ pills.


	Then I’m leaving the building, skipping down the steps outside, taking them two at a time, floating above the sidewalk just a little.


	A warm, fragrant day in May.


	Walking towards a taxi stand, I’m looking in the shop windows. Jeez, look at those stockings, and those shoes! All shiny and expensive. Foreign labels, highly desirable. And that’s exactly what I fucking need! All of it. Not these tight black jeans that I pretend are still in fashion. As if I don’t notice what the spoiled uptown girls are wearing. My entire wardrobe’s worth about as much as one pair of their summer sandals.


	Until I say to myself: I’ve had enough; it’s reached that point.


	I’ve had it up to here with George and Amanda. Had enough of cheap shops, as well as second-hand, third-hand, fifth-hand so called shabby chic! Of ‘branded’ bags with the whiff of the Yangtze, fresh off the boat from the sweatshops of Beijing. I’m tired of seeing the smiles on those coiffed heads and varnished faces as they pass me by. And why, for what? Some people are loaded, and others ain’t. And that’s why George and Amanda have their heads buried in the sand. But me, Natasha, life owes me so much more!


	And that’s why I am what I am.


	A gold digger with a rich seam at my feet.


	Oh, and is that really what I am? I’m thinking again about my part on life’s stage as the cab takes me to his place. Am I, or am I not? How many of the other women are putting out and getting something in return? My Amanda, for example.


	When she needs a new bag, she forgets about the headache for one night… George, my old pop, a minion in some company that’s older than the shipyards, striving to save it from the march of progress. His lot amounts to the same as mine; he’s digging for gold too. The ‘you scratch my back, I scratch yours’ system. My body’s forbidden fruit…


	So many eyes are looking at me, getting off on what don’t come for free. I’m what they lust for, need and adore, leaving them broken and begging for more.


	No, I’m so much more, I tell myself as I’m walking. And it’s hard not to notice how they turn their heads and stare as my tight ass wiggles. I give them that for free. What’s underneath, well that’s a different matter.


	I’m coming to the Upper West Side, and the cab’s drawing up in front of his building. I pause for a moment.


	The air smells of spring, of May’s recklessly blossoming trees. The river’s near, and reverie spills out from the surrounding bars. I’m getting in the elevator. His is the top floor, and he’s obviously listening for my footfalls, waiting impatiently. Sharpening his fingers and his tongue. And maybe, if he’s swallowed something stronger, there’ll be a stiff prick standing to attention. 


	My pussy’s damp with a sensual dew, and I know he’d like to lick that moisture right off. Well, I’ll let him.


	For half a grand, no less. For twice that, he might even see some action for that old prick of his. So here I am, your Eiffel Tower better be up to it. I’m ringing his bell.




III


	He opens the door, and it seems like he’s alone in the place.


	The smile’s welcoming, the Versace jeans stained. Well, you’re a mighty asshole, I think to myself, getting straight to the heart of the matter as usual.


	- Hi – I say, and he seems a little relieved. My smile and my ripe tits break the ice.


	- Hello, Natasha – he responds and moves to let me pass. – I thought you weren’t gonna come.


	His penthouse has been transformed into a studio. Easels, canvases. Nudes, spread and worn-out pussies in all colors and shades. Is this meant to impress me, or what? Me, a doll and a nut-job, hesitant, standing in the middle of a studio-come-trap.


	- I’m sorry – he babbles hurriedly in a refined, professorial style. – It’s always like this at a painter’s place… Would you like something cold to drink, Natasha?


	I pretend to be looking at the walls. Under the large sloped window, a bed for four. Expensive, real leather. The odors of paint and wine dregs mingle, along with the smell of sex, a musk buried deep in the leather. How many of them before me?


	And he’s already next to me. I take off my sunglasses and put them in my purse. Without them I can see his eyes better, with their slightly narrowed lids. And I’m sure he’s already mapping my body. Putting his tongue in my belly button. Touching my dark rose with the tip of his cock. Taking my nipples in his mouth, talking dirty all the while. But Natasha isn’t a chick on fire, oh, no.


	He’s holding two glasses.


	I have two dimples on my cheeks. My smile makes him ache from wanting, so that he’s breaking out in a sweat. I can see myself tugging at his heartstrings.


	- And what is it, Professor? – I ask. – Hooch?


	- Oh, well, it’s nothing very special. French wine’s my tipple… – he even smiles a little bit. – An aphrodisiac for my muse.


	- Well, I might have just a sip – I’m faking it. – It’s very hot outside. You painting something new?


	His breath fills the air. I’m drowning my senses in fine wine, and no mistake. This is expensive! This hole of an attic, newly transformed into an eagle’s nest for fucking, cost ten times the two-bedroom flat we live in. Smells like money, and leather that’s been soaked in sweat gathered from the backs of a parade of hookers.


	- Oh, and why so formal, Natasha? We can be on friendly terms, right? At least here and now… – a fake smile breaks across his lips, completely insincere. – Who knows, maybe one day we’ll be equals.


	And now he’s stroking my shoulder with his left hand.


	- And why me – I ask. – for your model?


	- Oh, yes, yes… I asked Danielle for your number… I might have acted tactlessly, please forgive me Natasha… I’m still behaving the way I did in France. The rules there are a bit more bohemian – and now there’s the flash of a more endearing smile.


	And I’m smiling a little myself. But I don’t fall into a trance. His fingers are moving down further. And I let them slide a little more. I want to see how turned on he is right now. Should I stay cool, keep a level head? Well, I do want the money. And now he’s pouring another drink.


	- I saw your face in the crowd straight away… – regurgitating the long-remembered phrases, tried and tested hundreds of times – I felt a strange energy coming from you, Natasha, a kind of light… something mysterious.


	Oh, who are you trying to kid, you dick, I think to myself. You’d take the shortest route possible to fresh meat and take it all the way. I know you’d like to put me up on a canvas and brag about it to all your art world buddies.


	But I’m sipping it, and I’m still standing.


	His hand is on my thigh.


	- But Sir, I mean Robert, what do you mean by that? – I correct myself.


	I’m bringing him out of his daydream before his fantasy can come alive, letting him linger on the hook.


	- What’s that?


	- Well, me. As a model.


	He empties his glass and puts it down on a coffee table splattered with paint, where three more bottles stand to attention. Perhaps he thinks that’s what I’m worth. It looks pretty contrived – part of a trap carefully laid.


	- Well, I wanted for us to get to know each other today… To come out with a few sketches… I’m gonna have a new exhibition in September, in the lobby of the Museum of Modern Art… Then the whole shabang’s gonna be transferred to Paris, you know.


	- Oh, that’s great – I say admiringly. – Paris… maybe the Louvre?


	He’s chuckling now at my expense – the clueless bimbo, but I can tell he’s in his element. Him in the Louvre, oh for fuck’s sake.


	- It’s still too soon for that, Natasha, still much too soon. Come on, why don’t you get a little more comfortable.


	- To… undress, you mean?


	The way I hesitate and act all shy, I can see him getting more and more turned on right in front of my eyes. What did he think, that I was coming here straight from kindergarten?


	He takes me by the arm and leads me towards the bed.


	- No, no, just a few sketches… just like that. You can sit… no, no… Better to, you know, act casual… relax. That’s it, stretch out your legs, yes, like that… Undo those buttons on your blouse, like that…


	I unbutton them all, twisting the pieces of plastic between my long fingers before finally peeling off my blouse. The bra I’m wearing is a soft affair, cotton like gossamer between my fingers. And as though the first button on the jeans is too tight, I unfasten it too, instantly striking what I think is an ultra sexy pose. He fills another glass for himself, and one for me as well.


	- You can move if you want, and feel free to drink, it won’t affect the process. Just be cool, relax… let yourself go, Natasha.


	And there he is, I’m watching him. Behind his easel, the great artist sketching. All that’s missing is a smock and a lopsided beret. I’m sipping my drink, babbling something about New York or Paris or maybe nothing at all. I drink it down in the end, handing him the glass. And the puppy’s back again, bottle already angled in his hand.


	- And you? – I ask, turning onto my stomach. I’m gazing through long lashes, flirting for all the world like my life depends on it. He pours for himself and then downs the entire contents in one gulp. He messes around with pencils and paper until the second bottle’s half empty on the table. I get to see one rough sketch. My tits, my smudged face, tongue sticking out. He’s spent a long time on my ass, I notice.


	- Maybe it seems a little much… but it’s just artistic freedom, Natasha… With color and canvas later…


	He sits next to me. I put the glass down, taking out my cell.


	- Time flies, Robert – I say. – I have to go. It was cool being here at your place. You know… this is the first time I’ve modeled for a painter, or anyone who’s well-known like you.


	His touch feels clammy against my skin.


	His veneer’s starting to crack. You can almost hear his persona turning brittle. He’s licking his lips now, fumbling for the words.


	- Have you… do you have to go so soon?


	- I’ve got some stuff to do for my folks at home… – and then I’m talking about going out later, shopping and what not. The buzz from the wine’s still there. I pick up my blouse and hold it in my lap, waiting.


	He looks for all the world like a worm on a line, gutted and ready for penance. He’s lost in rapture from the scent of my body. I’m warm, sweating ever so slightly, so that my morning spray of perfume fills the air around us like a warm glow. He’s gazing at the pale skin under my arm, where my breast starts to swell a little, and then he comes to his senses. He stands and moves towards the corner of the room, where his suit jacket lies draped across a wooden chair. It reminds me of the chair in Van Gogh’s bedroom. Now he’s holding a brown wallet, and as he opens it an assortment of credit cards flashes gold and platinum inside, like jewels.


	- I pay my models. Natasha… I didn’t… I certainly didn’t mean to offend you, you know… And our relationship, the difference in age…


	A one hundred dollar bill. It disappears into my purse, like it was never there.


	I get up and start to put my arm into the sleeve of my blouse, pushing my firm breasts forward in the process. Casually, I take a step towards him and lean forward to peck him on the cheek.


	- This is a new experience for me as well, Robert… I have to say I was a little afraid to come.


	He grabs my shoulders with both hands, pulling me close.


	- Does my reputation precede me Natasha? What am I supposed to be? A devil or a saint?


	I’m laughing, throwing my head back, and now my tits are right under his nose. They shake as I laugh and then draw breath.


	- A little bit of everything.


	This is too much for him to bear, I’ve found his weak spot. Firm young boobs with pert pink nipples. Up close and personal, so that even my goose bumps get him going. He wraps me in his arms suddenly, and starts to whisper in my ear.


	- Stay. Stay a little longer… You’re so different from the others… So beautiful, so special…


	- I think – and now I do the rabbit in the headlights routine, all mesmerized and malleable – that we drank too much… All that French wine’s thrown me a little. I feel like I’m drifting…


	- Stay, stay… I beg you!


	He kneels before me and puts his arm around my butt, burying his nose and then his whole face in the crotch of my blue jeans. He bites there, but gently.


	- I’m going crazy because of you, Natasha… From the moment I saw you… Stay, let me kiss it, give it to me!


	And that’s game over. I’m standing there with my thighs spread wide in front of his face. He’s on his knees, pushing with his nose and mouth, sniffling and choking and letting his saliva soak into my denim.


	And there he is, Mr France. Beau of Montmartre, Paris, the Louvre and the Bois de Boulogne… There he is, the face and name of the capital, so respected. The high-society art-world guru’s off his pedestal, kneeling at my feet to worship at the altar of my sex, face buried where I’m hottest. Gathering his hair between the fingers of my fist, I slowly pull back his head, then reach down and deftly pull apart the buttons on my jeans to slide them down past my thighs. There’s still my thong, see-through though it is. I see his pupils dilate to the size of serving dishes, waiting for my invitation or permission. He’s biting my underwear with his teeth, plucking at the seams, then pulling with his fingers. He wants to be the strong man now, and so he’s pulling with both hands, tearing them off. What’s left of my thong’s crumpled into a ball in his hand and cast away. I wonder idly if he might prefer to eat that, but then I give him what he wants. I plait the fingers of both hands behind his wreath of wiry hair and pull his face into my pussy, wetter now with his saliva and my own anticipation. Let him have his cake and eat it.


	- Kiss it… Lick it… Give me everything you’ve got, make me satisfied!


	This blinded Francophile lapdog’s attacking my crack with his tongue. I hold his head, ruffle his hair with both hands and show him the way to get closer, deeper. His tongue brings to mind a bumblebee mad for nectar, welcomed by the swollen petals of my orchid. He presses his tongue as deep as it will go, swallowing all that he can get of my own sweet panacea. And I’m starting to feel it down there, the old fire. He got pretty good at this over in Paris, those years of practice. He seems to be fighting some inner demon, pushes deeper, then murmurs something about wanting, all the while sucking at what I’ve got. My flame’s burning now, fuelled in no small part by the wine that’s coursing through my veins. And the adrenaline’s flowing too, turning my flame into an inferno. My licking lapdog, the celebrated artist and professor straight from Paris, kneeling and sucking for all he’s worth… saying my name, finding my clitoris with his tongue, squeezing both my buttocks as he hits the spot. This feels good, I think to myself as I look down from above, the all powerful. I let it all go and here it starts, I’m going to come. Everything’s leaving me now and I forget where I am. There must be a fire between my legs to burn his lips, his cheeks and his tongue, but he keeps going. I hold him pressed against my pussy for a long time, until the waves die down and that post-orgasmic chill descends, that river of calm.
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