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The first time I saw him, I was standing in front of an old stone wall looking at the plaques with famous quotes etched in them long ago. There was one in particular that struck me- not because of the words, but the power behind the entire picture… the light cast its glow across the plaque perfectly, warming the raised letters on half the stone and leaving the other half in chilled shadow. I think the thing that drew him to me was my study of the piece, I’m sure my face reflected the awe I felt while looking at it.

“Something has certainly caught your eye,” he said, his light, accented voice cutting through my fuzzy mind.

Absentmindedly, I kept my gaze forward to cement the whole picture in my memory. “It’s not really even that profound; it’s just the whole picture combined… it’s so powerful,” I responded.

I felt him step closer. “‘Through light and darkness, faith will lead you.’ Faith has no home with you?” he asked.

Snorting, I answered, “The faithful are blind.”

He was silent for a second, then said, “And what has cured your blindness?”

His question threw me for a loop. The general response I got to my beliefs on faith were usually in defense of religion or holding onto something that would move me on to various afterlifes.

I dropped my hand and turned to him. My breath was stolen as I took in the sight of him; the sunlight lit his bright hair, illuminating his blue eyes and sparkling on his pale skin. I wanted to paint him. I wanted to put his body on canvas, immortalizing his body and bright eyes forever. I could imagine myself with my brush in hand, stroking his image in oil paints. I could see his pose in my mind’s eye, lounging gracefully on the chaise; better yet, he could rest his frame against the windowsill. So many different poses I could put him in… he’d be my subject for months.

Recovering, I said, “Reality,” snorting again and bending down to pick up my bag at my feet. I started to walk away from him, but to my delight he fell into step next to me.

“And what reality is that, my dear?”

I glanced at him, giving him a look that said, “You really don’t expect me to tell you,” and he chuckled. His voice was soft, almost feminine, when he chuckled.

“May I know your name?” he asked, amusement and curiosity highlighting his accent.

I turned to him again and gave him a small smile. “Jacqueline. And you are?”

“Louis. Nice to meet you, Jacqueline.” He stopped just a half step ahead of me and extended his hand. I reached out to him, expecting a handshake, but when he took my hand, he brought it to his lips and kissed my knuckles lightly. He smiled softly and bowed his head slightly.

There was something in his touch; I don’t know if it was just the silk of his skin touching mine, the gentility of his lips, or the chivalry in the action, but whatever it was, it made me somewhat lightheaded. “It’s nice to meet you, too, Louis. You have an interesting accent, where are you from?”

“I am Dutch, transplanted here for research purposes. On business, of course,” he answered.

“Must be some business to bring you all the way to New Mexico,” I said, raising an eyebrow.

“Yes, it is,” he said, grinning again, but he didn’t elaborate.

“Jack!” My assistant Maggie’s voice rang out across the street, interrupting my conversation. Mildly irritated, I turned stiffly in her direction, then grinned at the group she was with. Maggie was always drawing people to her, and today she had the members of one of the local area bands we’d recently met trailing behind her. They crossed the street and Maggie came to stand next to me while the others stood back. “We’re going to Crup’s. Join?”

My gaze flickered to Louis, then back to Maggie. “Sure. Louis, would you like a drink?”

“Thank you, but I have to get a few things done today. Maybe next time?” he answered smoothly.

“Absolutely. It was nice to meet you,” I said, and extended my hand for a shake.

He grasped my hand in his and brought his lips to my knuckles again, grazing them lightly. “Same to you. I hope to run into you again,” he said, bowing his head.

I smiled and Maggie pulled me away, tugging me towards the group of men. “Who was that?” she whispered when we joined the group.

“Louis,” I answered as we started walking. I turned back to him, hoping to see him still standing on the sidewalk, and sent a small smile back to him when my gaze caught his. He smiled back and wiggled a finger as a goodbye, his thumbs tucked in his pockets. I turned back to my group, thoughts of Louis posing for me whipping through my mind.

* * *

It was three days before I saw Louis again. I was leaving a meeting with a publisher, feeling somewhat giddy with the terms of my contract.

He spotted me before I knew he was in the vicinity and tapped me on the shoulder as I bounced on my heels while waiting for the receptionist to copy my contracts.

I started, turning swiftly as shock swam through my veins. My eyes widened at the sight of him; I couldn’t fathom what he’d be doing in a publisher’s office, and the t-shirt he’d chosen that morning gave me a better outline of his frame than the jacket he’d been wearing the day I met him.

“Hello again,” he said, his eyes twinkling.

“Hi… what are you doing here?” I asked, confusion and delight in my expression.

“Visiting an old friend, but I have decided to alter my plans. Would you care to have lunch with me?”

I answered quickly, “Sure! I just have to get my copies…” as the receptionist handed me the paperwork.

“Thank you, Miss Hallstrep. Rancing is excited to have your work again,” the receptionist said politely.

I nodded my thanks to her and turned back to Louis. “Well, it seems I’m done.”

Louis nodded, his ever present smile twitching his lips, and peered around me to the receptionist. “Could you let Martin know I’ll reschedule with him?”

“Yes, Mr. Van Kasteel. Have a wonderful afternoon,” she answered, smiling at him.

Louis placed a hand on my back and guided me out of the office and onto the sidewalk in the bright sunshine. “Do you have a preference?” he asked.

“Um…” I said, chewing my lip and looking around at the different restaurants on the block, “Something light?”

He chuckled and led me down the sidewalk. “So you never told me… where is your home?” he asked as we walked.

“Oh, I’m from Seattle. I travel a lot, so I don’t technically have a home, but for holidays, I go to Seattle.”

“That’s where your family is?” he asked interestedly.

“You could say that,” I answered with a shrug.

Louis raised an eyebrow and asked, “What else could I say?” his grin twitching again.

I rolled my eyes and teased back, saying, “You could say something about yourself.”

“What would you like to know?” he asked, then stopped in front of a diner, looking up at the sign, then back to me, “Is this ok? They really know how to build a sandwich.”

I nodded and he held the door open for me. We settled in a booth next to a window and gave the smiling waitress our drink orders as we perused the menu. I decided fairly quickly and set my menu aside, then looked over to him. I was able to study the outlines of his face while he looked over the options. He was very symmetrical; I wondered where his imperfections hid. Every piece of his body seemed well pieced together, nicely maintained. No one could be that flawless- outward flaws gave the body character, not to mention I’d never met anyone who hadn’t, at some point in their lives, earned scars, nicks in their skin, bone or muscle damage. He appeared unmarked. How?

“I would like to know if you’ve ever been painted,” I said.

His amused exterior cracked, his face showing surprise at my question. He hesitated for a minute, then said, “That’s an odd question. But no, I’ve never been painted. Why do you ask?”

I blushed and looked down to the table, fiddling with a spoon. “Because… I would like to paint you, if you’re interested.”

I could feel his eyes on me, staring, but I couldn’t bring myself to look up at him to see what those eyes were thinking. I’d never had to ask my subjects to sit for me; they were usually sent by an agency or volunteered for me. And I’d never wanted to paint someone so badly as I wanted to paint him. My mind whispered, “Please say yes… please say yes…”

“Jacqueline.”

I raised my eyes, cheeks flushing a deeper crimson, and just looked at him. His eyes held amusement, curiosity, as I’d known they would, but also a hint of something else… maybe… wanting? The longer I looked into his eyes, the more confident I became that he wanted me to paint him. But after a long minute of hesitation, he still hadn’t answered.

The waitress came back to take our orders, giving me a brief respite from his gaze and his silence. All too quickly, she swept away again, leaving us to our apparent staring match.

He leaned back against the booth and crossed his arms, narrowing his eyes. “I thought you were a photographer,” he finally said, breaking the silence.

“It’s my most common medium, yes, but I’m a jack of all trades,” I said with a slight smile.

His lips turned up again and he chuckled lightly. “Where are your friends today?” he asked, changing the subject.

He dodged. He completely dodged answering me. I felt rejected; the sting of his avoidance started in the pit of my stomach, then worked its way to my brain, making it difficult for me to answer. I looked back down to the table and shuffled my feet. “Maggie is making the arrangements for our next destination… the others are just kind of by- products of Maggie. She’s very charismatic; people clamber for her attention all the time and those guys were just a few examples.”

“So why isn’t she your subject?”

“She has been,” I answered quietly, keeping my eyes on the table, “That’s how she came to work for me. She was sent through an agency and we got along well enough for her to be my assistant. She’s never been safe from any of my ideas.”

Chuckling, he said, “Abuse of power?”

“Ha. No. She’s well aware of what she got herself into.”

His tone turned serious again, and he leaned forward on his elbows, studying my downcast eyes. “What would I be getting myself into?” he asked.

I forced myself to look at his face again, though cautiously. My wrong assumption earlier taught me that I still had plenty to learn about reading his signals. “It would just be posing. I wouldn’t do anything to make you uncomfort-”

“Oh, I’m not worried about you making me uncomfortable. My concern is signing up for posing for you, then have you turn into a tyrant,” he said, amusement in his face again.

I shook my head slowly, our gazes connecting over the table, and I said, “I’m not hard to work for… a bit all over the place sometimes when I get going, but that’s because I can get overwhelmed by ideas.”

His lips twitched again and he nodded. “I see. And when you set off in a flurry, am I going to be expected to keep up without direction?”

I shook my head slowly again, “No.”

He kept his eyes on me a bit longer, then our waitress interrupted our conversation. “All right, here we are,” she said, setting our plates in front of us, “Y’all need anything else?” She beamed at us, and we both said, “No, thank you,” and she walked away.

My throat was still tight from his pointed avoidance of a straight answer, and I could only poke at my lunch.

“Zoet, what is wrong?”

I looked up at him again, and was surprised at the concern creasing his face. All of his teasing smile and amusement had been replaced. Now it was my turn to dodge. “What did you say?” I asked.

His expression only changed minutely as he answered, “I asked you what is wrong.”

“No, the very first thing. What was that?”

“Zoet?” he asked, creasing his eyebrows. I nodded.

“It’s the Dutch word for ‘sweet’,” he answered, keeping his eyes on me.

“Oh,” I said and poked at my plate some more.

“Should I not have…” he started.

“Oh, no, no, sorry, it’s ok, really,” I said hurriedly stumbling over myself and shaking my head, “I was just curious.”

He chuckled. “Endearment. Used for signaling friendship, camaraderie, attraction, even.”

His teasing tone had returned and I tried to keep the dejection I was feeling off my face; I didn’t want him to know I was still affected by his pointed omission. I smiled back and said, “I realize that now… but I’m not Dutch, so…” rolling my eyes and forcing food in my mouth.

“You’ve never learned another language?” he asked.

I shrugged. “Never had the time, really. And I tend to have a one- track mind, usually focused on my work. I may sit down and try, but I usually end up getting inspired by something I see.”

“It hasn’t presented problems with travelling?”

“Not really. Usually everywhere I go has a translator if it’s not an English speaking country.”

“Interesting. I’ve found it very helpful to acclimate myself to where I am, as opposed to hoping the area can suit me.”

“I suppose it would be, but my brain doesn’t agree. My brain prefers to be spoiled,” I said, laughing.

He laughed and said, “Well, you wear it well,” picking up his sandwich.

I blushed. I couldn’t wrap my mind around the way this man made me feel… I’d never felt awkward or uncoordinated around anyone. Somehow, with just a compliment as small as that one, Louis could make me blush like a schoolgirl and throw me off balance. A graze of his hand against mine sent electricity through my blood, a hint of smile on his lips made me salivate. This short time in his presence made me feel alive, jittery even.

“You are very modest,” he said suddenly.

I shrugged and smiled at him. “What makes you say that?”

“You blush very easily.”

“Oh. Actually… that’s only with you,” I said, blushing and casting my eyes down again.

“With me?” he asked, the inflection showing surprise, “Why is that?”

“I’m not exactly sure,” I answered slowly.

He chuckled, saying, “It’s good to know that I can have that sort of effect on a woman. Adds to my ‘Casanova’ complex.”

I laughed. “I find it hard to believe you don’t know the effect you have on women.”

His eyes smiled and he responded, “Well, most women I do know. You are a bit… cloudy to read.”

“I was?”

“Are.”

“I am?”

“Yes. You strike me as somewhat sealed off, coolly detached. You have light in your eyes, yet you’re not overly expressive. Figuring you out is a task, let me tell you,” he said, the sides of his lips tugging upwards.

“I’m a task?” I asked, cocking an eyebrow.

“What do you mean?”

I sighed and leaned back in my seat. “Nothing,” I said, abandoning the subject.

“No no no,” he said, shaking his head and pointing his finger at me, “You’re not going to dodge this one.”

“It’s rude to point,” I said, rolling my eyes. He looked down at his finger, then withdrew his hand from the table. “Besides, you dodged, so why can’t I?”

“When did I dodge?” his eyebrows knitted together, and I added another memory to my stores for sketching. Even confusion was beautiful on him.

“When I asked if I could paint you,” I said simply.

“I didn’t dodge that, I’m trying to figure you out, to see if it’s something I want to do.”

“Then why didn’t you just say that?”

He stared at me for a minute. I was actually kind of amused by his internal struggle for words. I’d caught him off guard. My, how the tables had turned. I softened my expression into a grin and went back to poking my food.

“I… I didn’t want to hurt your feelings. I enjoy being in your company and I didn’t want to risk alienating you,” he said slowly.

I chewed the last bite of my lunch and sat my fork down, blushing again. I reached my hand to his arm on the table and looked at him. “Louis… I’d rather know straight away what you think about sitting for me than sitting here in blind rejection. Next time, just say you want to think about it.”

Louis looked sheepish for a minute, then said, “I’d love to sit for you, Jacqueline,” his voice soft and his eyes burning into me.

My smile was wider than the booth we were in when I said, “Good. You will be a wonderful model.”

* * *

I slid the key to my temporary studio into the lock and led Louis inside. I set my bag down and studied his stride as he walked around the living space, observing the widows and lighting, the furniture, and my easel which supported a work in progress. I walked over to him and looked at the painting with him. He took a breath and said, “You are very good.”

I blushed again and looked at him. His eyes were on mine, and suddenly, I couldn’t think of anything coherent to say. This man was stirring things inside me that had never been touched before, and to be quite honest, I didn’t think I liked it.

He drew his breath again and backed off slightly, giving space between our tensing bodies. “So… what did you have in mind for me?” he asked, glancing over my head to avoid my eyes.

I shook my head and cleared my throat, then said, “Well, um…” and picked up a sketch pad and pencil. I drew his outline and spoke as my pencil stroked the paper with purpose, “I have several ideas… here’s a vague one,” outstretching the pad to him.

He took it from me and looked at it carefully. “I’m dressed,” he said, raising an eyebrow.

I laughed and said, “What made you think you’d be undressed?”

He grinned sheepishly, replying, “I don’t know… I just figured all models were naked these days.”

“Pfft. Not mine. I don’t really like looking at naked people, and I know you personally, so I think that would be somewhat… uncomfortable.”

“Oh. Ok,” he said, shrugging.

“I just… need to get a decent sketch started. Could you go over by the window? I’ll get you a book or something so you’re not bored.”

“Sure,” he answered, walking over to the window and sitting in the chair. I looked through the mess on the coffee table, trying to find something other than Maggie’s fashion magazines, and finally fumbled my way to a book of short stories.

“Um…” I said, turning to him, “All I have is a book of short stories; it’s mine, so it’s not romance or anything like that…”

He smiled and reached a hand for the book. “What are they, then?” he asked interestedly.

“Just a horror collection,” I said, handing him the book.

“Ok,” he said, and rested back against the chair.

I took a seat on the floor with my pad and paper. This angle of him made him seem larger than me, but he still kept the sweet gentility about him, making the overall picture one of comfort and beauty. He had such a natural way about him; I was still waiting for flaws as I worked, my eyes flickering from the paper to the curves of his face, the easy rise and fall of his chest, down his arms, all the way to his feet. After about 20 minutes, I stood. He raised his head and smiled again. “Is now the naked part?”

I rolled my eyes and laughed, answering, “No, it’s not. I’m just moving and getting the paints together. Keep your shirt on, jeez.”

He chuckled and went back to reading as I got a fresh canvas and pulled my paints together. I sat down at the easel and placed the brush to the canvas, dabbing on the first shade of his skin. He sat patiently for a while, and I realized he wasn’t looking around or moving at all. I giggled and said, “You can move, you don’t have to be a statue.”

He breathed a sigh of relief and started fidgeting a bit, crossing his legs and staring out the window from time to time. I worked quietly, capturing the shadows playing across his face, the light shimmering off his hair, the wrinkles of his shirt… I couldn’t help but remember that it was situations like this that got me into painting in the first place. I got to stare at men’s bodies for hours on end, and no one thought I was strange. It was, after all, done in the name of art. And what normal man didn’t want to be immortalized in some way? But after years of studying the human form, I’d seen many different types and I had become somewhat jaded of the body. I hadn’t painted a body in months; none I’d run across had interested me. Louis, however, definitely did interest me, and the more paint I dabbed on the canvas, the more interesting it was becoming to me. I couldn’t help but imagine what was under his t-shirt, I wanted to see the way his lower back curved into his ass, I could picture what his cock would look like at full mast; oh, fuck, I’d just made myself wet with my lusty thoughts.

I took a deep breath and shook my head to clear it. I’d almost forgotten that Louis was sitting there while I was painting and daydreaming; my attention was drawn back to him when his voice cut through my mind with a concerned, “You are alright, zoet?”

I snapped my eyes up to his and smiled lightly. “I’m fine. Are you?” I asked, trying to keep my racing pulse out of my voice.

He flashed a smile at me and stood up, setting the book aside and walking over to me. “Can I see?” he asked, waiting for permission. It was very polite of him, and I appreciated that. I nodded my head and shifted so he could walk around the easel and look at what I’d done in the hour and a half he’d been sitting there.

He stood there, inspecting the painting scrupulously. I watched his face; his eyes narrowed and he tilted his head slightly, and I catalogued that expression for future sketches.

He looked up finally and smiled brightly. “It’s wonderful,” he said, then screwed up his face in confused thought, “Wait; does that make me conceited?”

I laughed and answered, “Depends. Is it you that you’re finding wonderful, or the painting?”

“The painting, definitely,” he said with a grin on his lips.

I blushed and glanced away, but Louis did something I didn’t expect. He raised his hand to my face and turned it back to his. He licked his lips and leaned down to me, covering my mouth with his. My lips tingled at his softness, and my body responded hotly, leaning into him and standing. I don’t know how I stood- my knees felt like jello and I couldn’t feel my feet, but I stood and I pressed our bodies closer, reaching up to his hair and deepening the kiss.

He pulled away from me and looked down into my eyes, licking his lips. His thumb brushed across my cheek and I nuzzled into his palm, locking my gaze on his. He took a deep breath and stepped back, dropping his hands and avoiding my eyes again.

“So,” he said abruptly, “Should I sit back down and continue?”

My head was still spinning, I could still taste him on my lips; there was no way I was going to be able to work now. I made a snap decision and shook my head. I stepped over to him and wound my arms around his waist and pulled him down to me for another hungry kiss. I’ve never been the proactive one when it came to sex and this was all new to me, but I couldn’t help myself. I needed him.

Judging by his reaction, he needed me, too. He pulled me closer to him and tangled his hands in the ends of my hair, tugging gently to turn my face to his more. I felt the heat flushing between my legs, followed by the inevitable wetness in my panties. He pulled away and looked at me, and I could see question in his eyes before he said, “Am I supposed to be straight forward here, too?”

I nodded, too breathless to say anything, and he responded, “I want you to paint me nude.”

I could only stare at him for a minute before I was able to get my bearings, then I ripped his t-shirt off and unbuckled his pants. I heard him groan quietly when his pants fell away and I could see his erection straining against his underwear. I looked up at him again while I hooked my fingers in the waistband of his shorts and slid them down his hips and over his turgid member. Keeping his gaze locked, I kneeled down and took him in my mouth. He inhaled sharply and his eyes closed in pleasure while my tongue licked and lapped at his cock, my hands traveling over his body to cup his ass then back down his legs and spread his thighs. My fingertips grazed his balls and I watched his head fall back. I slid my fingers back toward his hole and he gasped, his hands grabbing my hair. I continued the swirling of my tongue along his shaft, eliciting pleasured moans from him. I watched his face as I pleasured him, I delighted in his ragged breathing, I inhaled the scent of him, salty and masculine. His hands fisted tightly in my hair and I felt his muscles tense. His eyes closed as the waves of his pleasure washed through him, making him even more beautiful, standing there in his natural beauty. His essence shot through my mouth and I swallowed him down, lapping greedily at everything he gave me. And still, I wanted more.

I pulled my mouth away from his cock and looked up at him. His eyes caught mine, and I was taken aback at the dark lust and unfulfilled need that filled them. He smiled slightly at me and pulled me to my feet. He held me close to him, panting heavily, then worked my shirt up over my head and kissed me roughly. He ran his hands over my skin, sending waves of sensation over me. He reached around and unhooked my bra and made fiery trails with his lips down to my breasts, taking a nipple into his mouth and making me gasp sharply. I felt him smile against me, and one hand left my body. I opened my eyes to see him grinning down at me half a second before I felt the thick texture of my oil paint and the rough bristles of a brush make contact with my torso.

“Since you’re worried about painting me nude, I’m going to help you by painting you nude,” he mumbled, running the brush across my belly. Lust lit my eyes and I stumbled back, touching my painting stool and lying down on the floor. He kneeled over me, unzipping my pants and yanking them down with my soaked panties. He tossed them aside and went back to playing the paintbrush across my body. He leaned over me, kissed a spot, then followed the light kiss quickly with a stroke of paint. The feel of the brush traveling over my skin so lightly sent my nerve endings into overdrive, and suddenly I could feel everything, from the thickness of the paint to Louis’ light breaths over me. I couldn’t hold my eyes open; the pleasure was too great. Every stroke was preceded with a touch of lips to skin, moving southward to my sex. He swiped the brush over my thigh, circling around my sensitive spots, and I felt the handle of the brush sliding over my clit, parting my folds, then sliding inside me. I gasped; having the brush use me was a very new sensation. I heard Louis chuckle, then felt the handle slide from my body. I opened my eyes, panting harshly, silently begging him to touch me, kiss me… I needed him to do something; I felt on the point of explosion and his teases were thinning my patience. Licking his lips slowly, he nodded, then ducked his head between my legs and his tongue made contact with my clit. I cried out mindlessly, all of my coherent thought had fled my mind and I could only feel his rough tongue against my sex. My back arched off the floor and I grabbed his hair, forcing his face closer, smothering his breaths with my sex and wetness. His response was to shove his tongue inside me, licking my inside walls and the tip of his tongue finding my sweet spot.

“Louis!” I gasped, my legs tensing, trapping his head.

He hummed into me, vibrating my insides and shocking me into orgasm. I bucked against him, writhing wildly, riding the waves of ecstasy coursing through me. His fingers pinched my thighs as his tongue continued inside of me until I was breathless and pulling away from him before his ministrations turned painful. His eyes flew to mine, questioning,

“I…just…whoa,” I said, trying to catch my breath. He smiled shyly and sat up, his gaze locked on mine for an instant, then traveling down my body. I’d yet to fully see Louis; though we’d been without clothes for a while, I hadn’t had the opportunity to look him over. I was surprised to find long scars and what looked like burns in his skin, random patterns of a harsh life hidden under his clothes. My eyes widened and I sat up to trail my fingers along his skin, but as I reached for him, he grabbed my wrist in his and said, “Don’t…”

I looked up to him, curiosity and concern in my eyes, and he smiled slightly again as he raised my fingers to his lips. “We…don’t…need… to talk about that right now,” he said, punctuating each word with a kiss to my fingertips, “Right now, we need to get me inside you.”

I felt myself pooling again on the floor, then became aware of the hidden request in his words. Quickly, I stood, pulling him with me. “Oh, the bed! It’s in here,” I said, motioning to the bedroom.

He stood and walked closely behind me, and closed the bedroom door behind him. He caught me by the arm, pulling me back to him firmly and planting his lips on mine. His arms wound around my waist and held me to him, his length rubbing against my thigh, hardening again. He moaned, then whispered, “Jacqueline…”

I turned in his arms and pressed our lips together. He wrapped his arms around my waist and pulled my legs around him, walking to the bed. I felt the bed under me, Louis pressing hotly on top of me. His lips crashed against mine, his tongue searching along mine. His hands traced along my painted sides. His hips turned just a bit, nudging my legs open wider. A sharp gasp escaped me as his cock grazed the inside of my thigh and up, brushing against my clit. Louis chuckled lightly and pushed half an inch, rubbing me again. I couldn’t stop the scream of pleasure.

His lips moved down to my neck, leaving a tingling trail in their wake. I wrapped my legs around him, begging for him, needing him.

“Can I…” he started.

“Yes!” I replied enthusiastically, and heard his light chuckle again.

He sat up and gripped my hips. He stared into my eyes as he lifted me lightly and placed the tip of his cock at the opening between my legs. I reached around him, placing both my hands on his tight ass, and pushed emphatically, shoving him inside me. His eyes opened wide, his mouth slackened, then his eyes closed. “Please, Louis, please move,” I begged breathlessly, desperately needing to feel the friction of our movements.

Slowly, he began to push himself in further, his hands grazing gently over my hips, my torso, my breasts, and back down. I arched my back, filled with the pleasure of his size inside me, my fingers tangling in the sheets beneath me. I could barely register his moans, his voice mumbling my name as he sped his thrusts, hitting deeper and deeper inside me; my breaths were getting shorter and more rapid with each thrust, my pleasure rising, coming to a peak. My hands flew to grip Louis’ arms, my fingers gripping tightly as I cried his name with the wave of pleasure washing from my head through my toes.

I felt him thrust harder, then pause, his face contorted in rapture, his hand pulling my hips closer to his. With a final grunt, he fell over me, his head burying in my hair while we caught our breath.

“Wow, Jacqueline…that was…” he said, kissing the side of my head, my neck.

I smiled, then looked down where my hands still gripped his forearms. Little half-moon indentations had left their marks where my fingernails dug in at the height of my pleasure. I sighed with another smile.

“Yeah, it was,” I said.

He leaned up, adjusting himself to rest on his elbows so he could look at me. His eyes were sated, his grin lazy. “Sorry I interrupted your painting.”

“I’m sorry I pinched you.”

He drew his eyebrows in. “Pinched me?”

I motioned to his arms, where the marks I had left were already starting to fade. “Oh. Well, they’re not bad. A reminder that I was here,” he said with a laugh.

He looked back into my eyes again, the amusement returning to his face. “You are a very eager individual.”

I blushed, thinking of the way I begged and shoved…then I grinned. “Totally worth it. You were going too slow.”

He laughed wholeheartedly, a sound that was thoroughly happy, a sound that made me grin wider. He leaned over to my side and collapsed on the bed, pulling his arms around me and hugging me tightly to his naked and delectable body. “Does this count as billable hours?” he asked teasingly.

“Ha! I wasn’t aware the original arrangement was a paid one,” I answered, poking him in his side. The skin beneath my fingers was rough, rougher than skin should be, and I looked down to see one of several burn scars on his ribs. I looked closer and saw the fine lines of scarred cuts, healed long ago, but stretching over his torso, and crisscrossing the tops of his arms. I could barely control the gasp I could feel in my lungs, but I couldn’t keep the curiosity from my face. I looked up, questions forming in my mind, but stopping myself from asking them when I saw the look in his eyes.

I took a breath and said, “Wanna go again?” as I climbed over him, rubbing his spent cock on the softness between my legs.

His face lit again with the fire of lust as I moved my hips in small circles, working him up to full length again. I leaned down and licked his nipple, giggling when he gasped and bucked under me. His hands tangled in my hair and he groaned. “Now who’s being too slow?” he asked, his voice hoarse.

Just to tease him, I hovered over his length, allowing him only a hint of entrance, and nibbled along his neck and up to his ear. I pulled off of him. I traced my hands down his chest, ignoring the marks, down to take him in my hand and started to rub him. His breath sped until it was nothing more than choking need, and he pulled my head away from his neck and forced my lips to his. Growling, I released him and slid down over his cock, my wetness lubricating him until he was fully encased in me. I moaned, the bliss of him between my legs rising rapidly as I rode him. I leaned up, sitting on top of him, and reached around between his legs and grazed his balls lightly, my eyes closed and head tilted back as I rode faster, faster, faster. I could hear his mindless pleas, begging me not to stop, go faster, oh god, he sounded so good. He felt so good, firm beneath my fingertips, warm on my thighs. Suddenly, his hips lifted up as he bucked off the mattress, his hands tightening on my hips as he climaxed. He fell back to the mattress, shuddering in delight, with just enough force to send me over the edge into my own orgasm. Once I could uncurl my toes, I opened my eyes and looked down at him, again, smiling.

“Incredible. Even more so from this angle,” he said, taking in my breasts and the painted expanse of my torso.

I giggled and blushed, swatting at his chest and dismounting. Instead of laying next to him, I scooted to the side of the bed, pulling the sheet around me, noticing the paint smeared on the rumpled bed. I looked down at myself and giggled at the random, irrational lines Louis had painted all over me.

“That sheet isn’t necessary, you know,” he said from the bed, proudly splaying his beautiful form across the bed. Shaking off the sudden impulse to mount him again, I smiled and turned to the door.

“I have to get the turpentine, and I don’t know if Maggie is here. She thinks the sheet is necessary.” That wasn’t entirely true, but Louis didn’t need to know that.

Fortunately, we were alone. I grabbed the tin can from my paint stand and picked up our clothes from the floor. When I grabbed Louis’ pants, I picked them up by the ankle, and his wallet fell out, landing on the bend and opening for me to see the contents.

Oh, how I wish that hadn’t happened.

As I bent over to pick it up, I looked at his driver’s license. Then his other driver’s license. Then his credit cards. The wad of money in the cash fold. A cold chill ran down my back as I slowly started to comprehend- I had no idea who was in my bed at that very moment. The man who was there was a liar, and God knows what else. Shaking with shock, anger, and a hint of fear, I took a deep breath and tried to figure out what to do. Should I run? Was he dangerous? Would he be know that I knew he was lying? Why was I still standing here, naked, with only a sheet around me? If I needed to run, I needed to be dressed to do so. I swiftly dropped the sheet around me and hastily threw my clothes on.

I had to think fast. He was probably starting to wonder what I was doing, so I had to come up with some way to stall him. “Uh…Louis? I have to run and help Maggie…um…she’s lost her credit card and needs to pay for her lunch,” I called to him, hoping he couldn’t hear the wavering in my lie.

I could hear him moving around the bedroom, then he said, “I’ll go with you.”

“No! You stay here…” my stomach turned, “I want you just like that when I get back.”

I heard him chuckle and sighed in relief. “Ok, but hurry.”

“That won’t be an issue,” I mumbled, then called to him, “I’ll run.”

As a last minute thought, I grabbed his wallet from his pile of clothes and swiped the two ID cards, and cataloged the names on a couple of the credit cards. I slid on my shoes and hurried out the door and down the steps, out onto the sidewalk. I looked back up at the window to my bedroom and saw Louis standing there, shirtless, and smiling.

Damn he looked good.

I made myself focus on the task at hand. Something was wrong with him, and I needed to know what it was. The only thing I could think to do was to go to the police station and give them the ID cards and ask if he’s wanted somewhere. Or suspected of anything. Then what? If he wasn’t missing from anywhere and not a criminal, what would I do then? Go back and pretend nothing happened? Forget about his two identities? Forget that he has been lying? Well, lying by omission, but still.

I looked up and realized I had made it to the police station in record time. I guess I really did run. I walked in through the glass pane doors and right up to the counter. Luckily, small town police are hardly busy, so hopefully I wouldn’t be long.

“Excuse me?” It seemed odd that no one looked up when I came in, or greeted me at the counter. Finally, a pudgy guy with a tiny name tag looked up from his comics page.

“Can I help you?” he asked gruffly.

“I was wondering if you could run a background check for me?” I asked as sweetly as I could. I produced the two cards on the counter and slid them to the man on the other side. “I…need to know if I should hire this guy, you know?”

“Background checks ain’t free, ya know,” he answered back.

“Can I start a tab, mister…” I checked his name tag, “Oh, excuse me, Deputy Jenner,” and smiled my sweetest smile.

“What’s your name, miss?” Jenner asked.

“Jacqueline Hallstrep, sir. I’m staying in apartment 3 above the barber shop. I’ll be happy to pay the fee, I just don’t have any cash on me at the moment.”

“Alright. It costs 20 bucks. For each one.” He looked down at the cards in his hand. “Twins? What kinda work do you do?”

“I’m a painter…I lucked out and got a two for one,” I said, laughing, “And I need to make sure they won’t run off with my collection, ya know?”

He finally chuckled and turned around to sit at an ancient computer. “This’ll take ‘bout 10 minutes. Wanna sit down?”

“Yes, thank you, sir!” I said, flashing a grin and turning to sit at one of the seats next to the counter. I had pent up nervous energy, and no outlet…so I drummed my fingers on my knee. Well, at least it was noiseless. I chewed my bottom lip, I fidgeted, I twirled my hair… I twirled my hair. That’s how nervous I was. Do I seem like a hair twirling type of girl?

Finally, after an eternity, the Deputy came back. “These two are squeaky clean. Not even a parkin’ ticket between ‘em. ‘Course, they only got here from Denmark a few months ago.”

Feigning relief, I smiled. “And nothing internationally?”

“Not what I could tell. You picked a coupla good ‘uns.”

“Well, thanks bunches! It’s good to know there are still all sorts of good people in this world,” making sure to wink at him, “And I’ll bring back that fee tomorrow. Is that soon enough?”

“That’ll be fine, ma’am,” he said, and nodded his head.

I left the station even more confused and worried than when I got there. Now what? I knew Louis wasn’t a twin. Or, if he was, his twin was nowhere to be found here. At least, I didn’t think so. So who was this other person, this…“Daniel Van Kasteel?” I said aloud. Is it possible that he does have a twin? Or was he just not very creative when stealing names?

I paced at the entrance of my apartment for several minutes. I couldn’t come to a decision about what to do. I needed to know what was going on with Louis. Or Daniel.

I took a resigned breath and started up to my apartment. What would I say to him?

I was still trying to figure a way to get what I wanted when I opened the door. Lost in thought, I didn’t pay attention to the pile of clothes that were present when I left, but gone now. I didn’t notice the quiet of the apartment when I should have heard a greeting from the bedroom. I didn’t notice any of that, but I finally noticed that my room was empty when I pasted a smile on my face and looked to my bed. It was rumpled and just like it should have been…if I hadn’t left it with a smoldering Dutchman keeping it warm.

What happened? Where was he? How long would he be gone when he realized his ID cards were missing? I stared at the bed blankly for a second, then sat down.

Great. He was gone. I’d never get to ask the questions that I’d worked so hard to figure out on the way up here. He just wanted a one night stand…well, day time, anyway. And now that he’d gotten what he wanted, he left. I felt so stupid, so…bamboozled. How did he know I was an easy target?

A sudden thought made my self- beration turn to anger. He targeted me. Suddenly I jumped up and started going through my paintings and finished pictures. I accounted for everything in my room, then went into the living room. Everything was there, save for the last sketch I made of Louis. Instead, there was a note on the top page of my sketch book.

“I didn’t want to leave without saying thank you…today was the first day I’d felt worth something. I’m usually expected to be just like my brother, Daniel, for whom I work. You didn’t compare me to anyone, and that meant the world to me. But I couldn’t stay. As much as I wanted to, I couldn’t risk dashing the dream I had of you. I knew, one day, that you’d start seeing me the way everyone else does. So I’m beating you to the punch, so to say. I’m sorry I had to leave this way.

-Louis”

Well. Isn’t that just peachy. He didn’t even give me a chance to decide for myself. And I was angry all over again. It wasn’t fair! I wanted to stomp my foot and throw a fit, but there was no one to witness my display, so it wouldn’t have been any fun.

Instead, I took a deep breath and walked back to my room. It was getting late and…wait, where’s Maggie? I picked up the phone to dial her cell, relieved when she answered, though I couldn’t hear her. She yelled that she was fine and going to spend the night with the man she’d picked up and she’d see me tomorrow. I laid the phone down and crawled into bed after undressing. Pulling the covers around me, I noticed that the sheets still smelled like sex and Louis. It made me remember how he felt touching me, kissing me, under me, over me…I brushed my fingertips over my chest, down my stomach, and south, finding the spot between my legs that was tingling. I remembered how it felt when he brushed the paint on my body, the fiery trail his lips left as I touched myself, rubbing more vigorously as my memories led me to the bedroom. I remembered how he felt sliding into me, pushing into me over and over and over, bringing myself to climax with a final gasp of pleasure.

I didn’t think I’d wash these sheets anytime soon.

I guessed the way Louis left was the best way…I’d always remember him under me, not having another memory to replace it with. And, I still had his ID cards. Finally, I rolled over and fell asleep, a smile on my face.
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