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The Price of Desire



When Celine received her first role at the theatre, she decided to study lines with an older, Danish actor. His name was Ulrik, he was in his early sixties, divorced, and – others had warned her about this – doggedly challenging to figure out.

“Well, that isn’t what I need to do, is it,” she had retorted when her friends and colleagues advised her to find somebody else. She had met with him a couple of times over the past three months, and it was going very well, they supplemented each other, and he was impressed with her, even if he didn’t sing the praises. A friendship developed; she, as probably the only person in the world, felt safe with him, not that she couldn’t see what her colleagues had warned her about, and it might very well have turned out like that between them as well if they didn’t have the invisible bond that they did, and if they didn’t enjoy each other’s company.

That night when she was on her way home from the theatre, where she had spent the past two hours watching others perform, she saw that the lights were on in his apartment on Østerbro. She had the manuscript in her bag and all of a sudden she had an intense urge to see him. She loved sitting in his living room, and she loved when he sat in his armchair and attentively corrected her as she would walk back and forth in front of him and show him her progress. Before she knew it, she had her finger on his doorbell. She had slipped into the stairwell when one of the other residents left.

“Hi – oh, is it you – come on in.” He was somewhat disoriented, he hadn’t expected her, and she felt that she owed him an explanation.

“Yes, I was in the neighbourhood, and I saw the lights were on, so I thought maybe you could hear me read… well, I’ve been rehearsing all day, would you please, Ulrik?”

He almost looked defeated, it was late, and he had put his pills out on the table where they sat next to a glass of water. He had heart problems. She asked if he was on his way to bed.

“I was actually… It’s the kind of thing older people do at this hour.”

He studied her. She was unusually attractive. She had long blond hair. Her blue eyes kept changing in shade so that they reflected her mood in a way that made it hard to look away. When her full, sensual lips separated in a broad smile, her eyes shone with a sparkle, which almost made him forget what she had just asked.

“I’m sorry,” she said quietly and opened her bag to put the manuscript back.

It was stupid, really, but she had gotten caught up in the play and thought that she had a good handle on the material. She would have liked to show him, but it was late, and of course, it could wait till the next day.

“No, no… I’ll hear you read, as long as it doesn’t take all night.”

She liked him, she respected him deeply, he had been with the theatre himself, but illness had put an end to it, and now it was far in between he accepted a part. He was a role model to many of the young students, and it had been full of awe that she had sought him out when she as a graduate returned to Copenhagen from New York. She had met him at the theatre right after she got back. He had been there to meet up with old colleagues. When she afterwards sought him out to ask if he would work with her from time to time, he had firmly and almost grumpily denied her. She had nearly been on her knees before he gave in, and she noticed the slight annoyance in his rough voice when he reluctantly gave her his number. He had looked at her with a mix of despise and admiration, divided equally between her ambitions to become a skilled actress and her looks.

“I don’t think it will… thank you, Ulrik.”

He sat down in his armchair by the window, he was tired, she could tell from the look in his grey-blue eyes, and she could hear it in his breathing when he sat down in the chair. He was almost bald. His characteristic face still showed that he had once been a handsome man. He had nice lips, and she could see a little piece of gold in his well-cared-for teeth. He wasn’t very tall, five feet eight she guessed, he still had a nice body, as far as she could tell, even though he was wearing jeans and a shirt. The collar of the shirt was unbuttoned, and she could make out some grey chest hair against his tanned skin. He was still a little muscular, and she thought it was odd that he didn’t have a girlfriend, but it was probably because of his difficult disposition.

He lit a cigarette and put on his reading glasses. “So, how about it, Celine?”

She was going to play the part of the cook, Kristine, in Strindberg’s Miss Julie, and Ulrik was to hear her read the scene when Kristine has just found out that Jean has been unfaithful with the promiscuous Julie. He was fascinated by the young girl, who with a significant amount of sympathetic insight gave it her all as Kristine, he tried to focus on the task at hand, but he said the first thing that came to mind.

“You should be playing the part of Miss Julie… who the hell saw a cook in you?”

She stopped mid-line, he had moved to the edge of the armchair. She felt an overpowering tenderness for the ageing actor, and before she knew it, she was kneeling in front of him.

“Why do you say that, Ulrik… you have to tutor me, right?”

He reached for her face, carefully brushed a lock of hair away before he regained his composure and leaned back in the chair.

“Yes, of course, you would be the perfect Julie, but if we leave that out of account… then, yes, you are good, Celine.”

She stood up, and he watched her again in the role of Kristine, roaring at Jean, who had spent the night making love to the count’s disgraceful daughter.

“You have what it takes, my friend… you will go places. Next time, ask for something bigger, alright?”

She put the manuscript back into her bag, she didn’t want to leave, but she could tell that he was tired, and she didn’t want to make him upset. “Sure.”

She smiled her seductive smile, and for the first time in a very long time, he sensed that he was still a man.

“On you go.”

He tried to sound playful, but she could see the seriousness in his beautiful eyes when she said goodbye and closed the door behind her.

 

She had a disquieting sensation in her body when she let herself into the apartment. It was close to midnight and Michael could get back any minute, so she hurried into the bathroom so she could get to bed before he arrived. For some reason, she didn’t feel like telling him where she had been. Of course he knew that she met with Ulrik, but not at this hour, he would question that, and she could see why.

Michael and Celine lived in her apartment, and it was a beautiful neighborhood, especially in the summer when the weather was excellent, and all of the café guests were sitting outside. It was an oasis in the middle of the big city. It almost looked like a French artist quarter with the crooked old houses and the uneven cobblestones. As they were on their way back from the movies on Friday night he pushed her into a small alleyway by a café.

“What are we going in here for?” She asked, taken by surprise, while his hands edged her short summer dress up over her butt-cheeks.

“I want you… right now, right here…”

He kissed her forcefully, and she let herself get carried away by the mood and his enthusiasm while he pushed her now naked butt-cheeks against the night-cold wall.

“Take off your panties, baby…”

He studied her carefully as he slowly opened his jeans. His dick was hard when he flipped it over the edge of his briefs, and she kneeled in the dark alleyway and put him in her mouth. He took her head in a firm grasp and pushed eagerly in between her lovely lips. The thought of her vulva being exposed made him even more aroused and soon he pulled her up. He kissed her excitedly as he picked her up and pressed her against the wall. She was dripping wet, and when she felt his dick against her cleanly shaved slit, she moaned softly. He let her slide down on his dick, and he felt her pussy in while he breathed heavily. It was terrific, nobody else existed at that moment, and nothing could have stopped them in their chase of the release.

He moved her up and down on him while they kissed each other passionately, the position wasn’t comfortable, so he put her down and pushed her down on top of a dumpster, which was standing by the wall. He grabbed firmly around her small butt-cheeks and penetrated her again. He had to put a hand over her mouth so she wouldn’t wake up the entire neighbourhood as he banged his dick into her wet vulva. He felt how she pushed against him, and he knew that she was just as turned on as he was, he could see that she was wet down her thighs. It didn’t take long before she was close to climax, and he had to press his hand even harder against her mouth when the orgasm washed through her magnificent body. She exploded in front of him while she struggled to breathe; it was so intense… so great that he couldn’t contain himself, and in that cool, dark alleyway he shot his semen far into her while trying to suppress a hoarse roar.

Afterwards, he kissed her tenderly and asked if she had enjoyed it.

“It was great, honey… naughty, huh?”

He laughed and put his arm around her waist as she pushed her panties into the pocket of his jacket, they were almost home, and the panties didn’t matter.

“You are naughty, beautiful… I love you,” he said as they turned down her street, entangled in each other.

An hour later, when they sat in her little kitchen eating shrimp sandwiches, she thought about the impending premiere, she hoped that it would open doors for new assignments.

“What are you thinking about, beautiful?”

She couldn’t help but smile, he was so observant and so obviously attracted to her that it sometimes moved her. “The premiere.”

“What does Ulrik say? Is he satisfied?”

“Yes, he says I’m good… well, of course, he corrects me here and there, he has to, but he is satisfied.”

“If he only knew how good you are.”

He sent her a sexy smile, and he got up and pulled her up from her chair. “I believe you aren’t wearing any panties…”

He lifted her onto the kitchen counter and pulled her out to the edge while he opened his jeans.

“Are you ready again already?”

She spread her legs so he could get in, and she gasped loudly when he let his dick slide into her slit.

“I am always ready… how about you, baby… do you want to?”

She closed her legs around him and pressed against his dick while whispering that she always wanted him. He pulled the little dress over her head and let it fall to the floor. Then he tipped her beautiful breasts over the edge of her bra. He eagerly sucked her nipples, and she pressed against him even more, begging him to get it into her.

She liberated him of his shirt, kissed him on his neck, and bit his nipples gently with her lips. It was wonderful. She turned him on in no time and as often as he wanted it. He let his jeans fall and kicked both them and his briefs off, so he had more freedom to move. She felt his hands around her butt-cheeks as he slowly slid in. He put his arms around her and pulled her close, he clutched her long blonde curls firmly and pulled her head backwards, then he kissed her greedily and hard while moving in little, short thrusts. He picked her up without sliding out of her and carried her into the bedroom, where he sat down on the edge of the bed.

“Ride me, baby…”

He lay down, still with his feet on the floor, and she began to move eagerly while watching his face. She hugged her small, round breasts in front of him, pinched her nipples softly with damp fingertips, and he grabbed firmly around her slim hips and held her in place as he moved under her.

“You look so good,” he whispered while watching her breasts move excitedly up and down with his forceful thrusts.

She lay down on top of him and whispered in his ear. “I want to suck you off…”

“Hmm… nice,” he moaned, and she got up on her knees just enough for him to slide out.

She kneeled by his side, and he gathered her long hair so he could see what she was doing. She let her tongue caress him from the base to the glans several times before she closed her lips around him and he slid down her throat.

She let her spit run down his member, and he pushed even further down her throat while giving out hoarse groans. Her fingers played with his testicles. She caressed them tenderly before she let his dick slide out from between her lips so she could lick his balls instead. She took them in her mouth one at a time, and he gasped for breath in excitement when she let her tongue circle them while her hand worked eagerly.

She knew that he would come soon, so she lay down on her back next to him.

“Take me, Michael…be wild…”

He got on his knees between her legs and pushed them out to the sides. He watched her vulva, her juices glistening in the darkness, and he could hear them when he let a finger slide into her opening. He couldn’t hide his smile. He loved when she begged for it, he wanted to see her arousal, wanted to hear how much she wanted him. She massaged her round breast fiercely and thrashed about on the sheet when he let a finger brush against her clit.

She was on the verge of crying with pent-up desire when he finally gave in and penetrated her with such force that it made her give out a loud moan. The squeaking sounds of the bed increased with their pace and mixed with their noises as he fucked her hard to reach the finish line. She whimpered and wailed while he banged his dick far into her, she was so aroused, as only he had managed to make her, and she threw herself from side to side under him while she screamed his name into the darkness again and again. She exploded with ecstasy beneath him. Every muscle in her lower body contracted and liberated her of the painful anticipation that had grown inside her while he, with expert competence, lead her to the finish line.

He pulled back out and sat by her face and asked her to finish him. “Suck me, baby…”

She happily closed her lips around him, and he felt the hard throbbing, which signalled that he would come soon. He grabbed the back of her head with one hand and pushed his dick down her throat, enjoying her gurgling sounds when she couldn’t breathe. She tasted the first couple of drops, and she moved her mouth eagerly back and forth, in and out on him, until he shot out his sperm between her lips. She swallowed some of it, the rest of it ran down her chin and onto her breasts, and she rubbed the warm liquid on her nipples while she licked him clean.

“You are so good,” he said as he collapsed onto the bed by her side.

 

When she pressed Ulrik’s door buzzer on Monday afternoon, she had a peculiar sensation. She was looking forward to seeing him again, and she didn’t even consider what the actual reason was for her being there. She and Michael had had a fantastic weekend, but still she thought about him, she didn’t know why, but it didn’t make anything easier.

“Yes.” His hoarse, familiar voice sounded through the speaker, and she couldn’t suppress a smile of anticipation.

“Yes, hi Ulrik, it’s me, Celine.”

He pushed the button so she could enter.

He unlocked the door at the same moment that she came out of the elevator, and even though he tried to hide it, she could tell that he was happy to see her.

“Are you well, Ulrik?”

“Yes, yes… I’m fine, do you want coffee before we begin or are you busy?”

She thanked yes to the coffee and said that she did have time for it. The door to the balcony was open and allowed a light breeze to enter the living room. It was nice.

She liked spending time with him, and she had sensed a long time ago that he didn’t regret having agreed to tutor her.

“Yes, well you must know it pretty well by now, Celine… I don’t think there is much more I can do with it. Haven’t you had other offers?”

“I have a casting tomorrow. It is for a film role, or, well, it is a series. I hope I get the part. Otherwise, I don’t know what I will do when we are done with Strindberg.”

He admired her in secret, she had a fantastic body, and as she sat there in the chair with her short summer dress and slim tanned legs and bare shoulders, he almost couldn’t take his eyes off her. Her long blonde hair stirred a little in the breeze from the balcony door, and her blue eyes were shining when she looked at him. She was cute, sensual, and damn attractive, even to a man like him.

“Are we not going to see each other anymore then, Ulrik?”

He looked intently at her. He had no reason to believe that the question had a hidden meaning.

“I don’t know, Celine… are we?”

She didn’t know what possessed her, but she got up and walked over to him, she kneeled in front of him and put her head on his lap.

“Yes, Ulrik… I can’t be without you.”

He didn’t know what to do, so he let his fingers run through her silky hair while he told her that she was always welcome to stop by. She raised her head and looked at him, caressed his face with her hand, and she saw that his eyes turned shiny.

“Celine… I don’t do that… I can’t…”

His voice was if possible, even hoarser, and before she knew it, her lips met his.

“Ulrik, I… I don’t know what it is but… well, would you please hold me for a bit.”

He smelled wonderful, he had certain masculinity that she hadn’t encountered in any other man, at the same time he was infinitely vulnerable, and it made her heart melt.

He pushed her away and slowly got up while looking at her. He knew that he shouldn’t, but he couldn’t help it, she was so attractive that it was almost painful. He pulled her close, and she put her arms around his neck, then she parted his lips with her tongue. He was an amazing kisser, and she wondered if it was something you were taught at the theatre.

He moaned softly when she pressed herself against his dick, and soon she felt a slight reaction.

“This isn’t going to work, Celine… I can’t do this, you better leave.” He pushed her carefully away and walked out into the kitchen, where she found him by the window.

“I’m sorry, Ulrik.”

She let a hand run over his back, but he didn’t turn around, and she knew that she should leave. He didn’t answer her, and she closed the door carefully behind her when she walked towards the elevator with tears in her eyes. She did understand where he was coming from, he must feel used, he knew she had Michael, and he knew that it would never be him and her. She had touched upon something that he’d rather keep to himself, and she had done so without asking.

When she closed the door behind her at home, she went into the bedroom and threw herself on the bed, where she let the tears flow freely. She missed him already, but he probably never wanted to see her again. She had ruined the trust between them, abused it and made him upset. You have crossed the line! She knew it, she had sensed it, he was disappointed in her, he might have wanted to, but she should have let him make that choice. She almost couldn’t bear it, and it struck her how unnatural it was that she reacted so strongly. She hadn’t exactly counted on a future with him, she had Michael, whom she loved more than anyone. She decided to call him when she’d had something to eat. He was her mentor; after all, she needed him… maybe in more than one way.

 

Ulrik didn’t pick up when she called him an hour later, so she left a message on his voice mail for him to call her when he got the message. She thought about his kiss, it had been entirely enjoyable, he had touched something deep within her, and she knew that she would miss him. Ulrik was intelligent, they had talked about many things when she visited him, he knew a lot, and she had so much to learn from him. He had believed in her from the very first time they met, even if he didn’t realise, otherwise he wouldn’t have agreed, she knew that much now. It had taken her some time to figure out when he was Ulrik, the actor, and when he was Ulrik, the man, and she knew that when she was able to tell the difference, she had learned something new. That which might come across as mental instability in him was simply a conscious move. He drew on his profession when his private life required it, and it had made an enormous impression on her, he was an actor to his core, training or not, he was at heart, and she wanted to be as well. She decided to take a shower and go to bed. Maybe she would seek him out after the audition the next day. At least if it went well, she would call him, she promised herself.

 

When Michael crawled under her duvet two hours later and put his arm around her waist, she pretended to be asleep. He kissed the back of her neck softly, but luckily he didn’t have any other plans, and shortly after she could hear that he had fallen asleep. The digits on the display of alarm clock read 1.55 am when her cell phone buzzed on the nightstand. She hadn’t fallen asleep, so she quickly sat on the edge of the bed and answered the call.

“What did you want?”

“Ulrik… is that you?”

He was drunk, there was no doubt, and she tip-toed into the living room, she had to buy some time in case Michael woke up and asked her who was calling at this time.

“Yes… I heard your message. What did you want?”

She hardly knew herself. She just needed to talk to him. “I guess I want to turn back time… I am so sorry if I crossed the line with you, that wasn’t my intention.”

He breathed heavily, and she saw him before her, his wonderful eyes, his lovely lips, and she sensed his smell.

“So, you didn’t mean it is what you are saying.”

“I would never do something like that if I didn’t mean it, Ulrik… not with you, I hoped you knew that.”

“Come by tomorrow, Celine… then we’ll see if you feel like doing it again.”

He hung up without waiting for her answer, and she couldn’t help but smile when she with a racing heart went to the bathroom.

“Where have you been?” Michael turned half towards her in his sleep.

“In the bathroom.”

He wrapped a leg around her and kissed her on the neck. She prayed that he would fall asleep without further advances. Her emotions were a mess, she loved Michael, but there was something about Ulrik, something that existed outside of her own decisions, something that meant she just couldn’t let him go. She was attracted to him, there was no doubt, but not only sexually, but it was also more than that, a cohesion that she didn’t even know existed…not before now at least.

 

When she left the film studio later that day, she got on the bus that went to Ulrik’s. She didn’t know if it was the right thing, but she knew that she had to, and when it came down to it, she knew that nothing would have stopped her either. It was hot, and she was wearing a short skirt and a small, loose top. She breathed out in relief when she could finally get off the bus and walk the last couple of yards to the apartment building where he lived. It was a busy street, but despite all of the car exhaust, she enjoyed the cooling breeze, which gently tugged at her hair as she waited to cross the street.

It was with a racing heart that she placed her finger on the buzzer, and she held her breath while waiting.

“Yes.”

She swallowed, she had been standing here so many times before, but today it was different, today would change something, whether it would be in her relation to him or her relationship with Michael.

“It’s Celine… are you going to let me in?”

He was silent for a couple of seconds. Then she heard him disarm the lock. “Yes, come on up.”

The door to his apartment was ajar, and she went in without knocking. “Hello,” she called, as she walked further in. She found him in the living room, where he was standing by the window, he didn’t turn around when he replied to her greeting. She walked over to him and put a hand on his shoulder, he somehow seemed tired, and she felt the tenderness she had for him spread throughout her body.

“How did it go?”

“It went well. I got the part… we start shooting in a month.”

He turned towards her, and she could see that his smile reached his eyes when he congratulated her. It was evident that he was happy for her, he had big expectations for her burgeoning career, and she was flattered.

“Well… you probably aren’t here to seduce me, but I guess you want to have a cup of coffee?”

He looked directly at her, and she picked up on a touch of sarcasm in his lovely voice. Still, she couldn’t help but smile, he was one of a kind, and she found this particular one irresistible.

“Who says I’m not here to seduce you, Ulrik.”

She slowly started undressing right before his eyes and didn’t stop until she had taken all of her clothes off and was standing in front of him completely naked.

“Celine… what are you thinking, girl… I can’t…”

She put her arms around his neck and parted his delightful lips with her tongue. She kissed him seductively while rubbing against him, she wanted him, and nothing could have stopped her. When he finally surrendered, she felt his strong hands around her butt-cheeks, and she moaned softly. She unbuttoned his shirt and kissed him gently on the chest, his neck, and his lips, she opened his pants and let them fall to the floor. She could see that he was starting to get an erection through the thin fabric of his black briefs, and she rubbed against him till he moaned hoarsely.

“Are you sure you want to do this?”

Had had his arms around her waist and pulled her close.

“Yes, Ulrik… I am a hundred percent sure… I have wanted this for a long time…”

He kissed her hungrily. Then he asked her to follow him into the bedroom.

He was younger than she had expected, his tanned skin was still firm, and when she let a hand brush over his dick, she could feel it push against the fabric of his briefs. She had no idea how people Ulrik’s age made love, so she held back a little until he lay down between her legs and his tongue found her clitoris. Soon she was moaning loudly, he was a fantastic licker, and she pushed herself up from the sheet and felt his hands around her butt-cheeks. He grabbed her firmly as his tongue explored her vulva, and it didn’t take long before she was writhing lustfully while she hugged her breasts tight.

“Oh… oh, Ulrik… it is so good,” she whispered.

He sucked her clitoris in between his lips and bit softly into it, and she felt how his tongue circled her opening before he let it slide in. When he let two fingers slide into her, she gasped loudly while she pushed herself further up towards him. He was amazing, she was surprised at how confident he was in what he did, and soon she felt the orgasm draw near.

“Ulrik… oh, oh… I’m coming…”

She whimpered and squirmed as the liberating contractions of the orgasm made her body tremble.

He lay down by her side, and she could taste her juices when he kissed her demandingly. Her hand closed around his dick, he wanted her, there was no denying it anymore, and he breathed heavily when she got on her knees and bent over him. When her lips closed around him, and she slowly let him slide further in, he moaned deeply while grabbed her buttocks and fondled them eagerly.

“Celine…”

His voice was hoarse, and she sensed his vulnerability. He had given in, had let her in, all the way to where it could get excruciating. She knew that it was something that happened very rarely, and she knew that he had resisted it, it hadn’t been his intention for it to develop this way, not at all. His fingers slowly brushed over her wet slit while her tongue and lips were working on him, she moaned softly when he let them slide in, and she could feel him.

He slipped out from between her lips, and she straddled him, and very slowly while looking into his grey-blue eyes, she slid onto him.

The moment was intense. The room was completely silent, aside from their heavy breathing there was only the faint sound of traffic from the street below.

“Ulrik.” Her voice was but a whisper, full of tenderness and sincere desire, at that moment she couldn’t remember that she had ever wanted a man as much as she wanted him. He grabbed her breasts firmly when she started to move. She closed her eyes and rode him with excitement while moaning softly. She enjoyed seeing and hearing what she did to him; again and again he shot off, while she eagerly continued. Soon she felt the muscles of her vagina excitedly contract around his remaining erection, she rubbed her clitoris against him, and soon the orgasm rushed through her for the second time.

He caressed her buttocks as he watched her finish, she was wonderful, but this wasn’t a good idea, he knew as much.

 

She kissed him with tenderness as she lay in his arms afterwards, he had been entirely unbelievable, she would have never guessed that it could be like that with him.

“It was lovely,” she said quietly while her fingers played with the grey hair on his chest.

“It was Celine… but let’s leave it at this one time, I’m no good for this.”

She was upset, not that she had had other plans, but still… she would have liked to do it again, the thought of being without him wasn’t exactly any easier now. She had made love to him. He had been inside her. He had shot his semen into her. She wasn’t ready to stop it now, not at all. She stayed in bed while he got dressed. He didn’t look at her, and she knew that he meant it, this was not to be repeated, and she was more hurt than she remembered ever being. It was suitable revenge on his end, and she struggled to not break into tears.
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