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When I moved to Lisbon to take up a professorship, I started going regularly to the lunchtime piano recitals at the conservatorium, partly to encourage my student performers, since the audience was small, but also to enjoy the music. One week we had a new audience member – a nervous-looking man in his mid-fifties, a few years older than me, with round glasses and long fingers that occasionally stroked the back of his neck when the music was particularly intense. I went to welcome him at the end of the concert and learned he was a mathematics lecturer. Next time he sat next to me and we had coffee later, sharing our love of Chopin. His name was Fryderyk.

We began to sit together regularly at the concerts and I felt increasingly attracted to him, but he showed no romantic interest in me. One night after the concert, however, he suggested we have a drink in a wine bar instead of our usual café. He talked earnestly about Chopin and his lover, and told me about his visit to the monastery where they stayed in Mallorca. It had made a big impression on him, he said, and after that he had determined to make the most of his life and follow his passions. I was surprised, as he seemed quite shy and conventional, with his spotless white shirt and carefully pressed linen trousers. Only his long, wavy brown hair and jazzy tie suggested he might have more bohemian leanings. I realised this mixture of styles echoed my own, with my short neat hair, floaty dresses and, in summer, an ankle bracelet. People probably regarded me as shy and unadventurous too. Before we parted that night, he gave me an appraising smile, then seemed to pluck up courage and asked reticently if I would accompany him to a concert of Chopin’s Nocturnes at the Town Hall.

The concert was beautiful. We sat together at the back, our shoulders almost touching. I willed him to lean nearer to me, but when he did I wondered if it was accidental. Although he was slim, his shoulders were broad, and I didn’t know if I should lean towards him or if he would like that. I let my hand rest on the arm of the seat. I wanted to reach out for his hand, but he seemed absorbed in the music. Afterwards, we again went to the wine bar, and as we parted he invited me to another Town Hall concert, this time of Chopin’s Preludes.

I was feeling increasingly attracted to Fryderyk. I loved the way he tossed his hair back slightly when he got animated over the connections between mathematics and music. I thought often about the tautness of his thighs straining against the linen trousers when he leaned forward to underscore an important point in our discussion, and I imagined myself gently licking the vulnerable spot at the base of his throat. At the concert we sat together once more at the back of the hall, in semi-darkness. The musical atmosphere seemed to pulse with energy, I myself seemed to pulse with energy, but I didn’t dare touch him. It was only our second date, if indeed it was a date. So far, not a touch, not a kiss. Would he think me too forward? Or was he not interested? I didn’t want to chase him away, but I didn’t want to lose him. He was intelligent, funny, good-looking, well educated. What did he think of me? Did he think of me when we weren’t together, as I thought of him?

The concert ended. It had been such a good performance that on the way out he bought a CD of the soloist playing the Preludes and then smiled and gave it to me. We both laughed at our old-fashioned use of technology – CD players. We waited to cross the street, and when finally there was a gap in the traffic he grabbed my hand and we ran for it, laughing. I kept hold of his hand as we walked towards my home. His hand was alive. I could feel his little pressures and slight caresses on mine, and my whole body tingled. We parted outside my block and he kissed me quickly but firmly on the lips. I wafted up to my apartment on a cloud of incense and worshipped all night at the temple of desire. I sent a thank you message on my phone and risked a single kiss at the end of the text. He responded at once and raised me two kisses.

Next day was the start of the Christmas holidays. He came up to my little apartment that night for the first time, with a bunch of roses, and kissed me again, this time more lingeringly, his hand stroking the lid of the piano just inside the entrance door. I had put his Chopin CD on to play just before he arrived. We stood listening, admiring a mediaeval psalm manuscript on the wall, and his hand brushed mine. I moved closer to him, feeling a magnetic field drawing our bodies together. The gauze of my dress brushed his linen trousers, lingering over the fabric, sticking to his legs, while the silk on my arm lightly touched his cotton shirt sleeve. He didn’t move towards me, but he didn’t move away. I moved imperceptibly closer and he turned to look at me, at once smiling and serious. I had thought he was shy. Now I knew he was thoughtful, and I liked that. This was desire more than lust; respect, not vulgarity. I wasn’t used to this, but I appreciated it.

The music had reached Prelude number 2 – lento. He traced a finger delicately around my lips, then opened them gently and put his finger just inside. I licked his fingertip slowly, all the time feeling my body beginning to melt. Then he put his hands on my shoulders and kissed me unhurriedly on the lips. I responded. His lips were larger than I thought I liked, but they were firm and soft. I had never been kissed like this before. He teased me with his tongue, then withdrew and again traced my lips with his finger before pausing, as though to gauge my response. He was only a few inches taller than me. I liked that. He looked slowly towards the bedroom, then back at me, and raised an eyebrow. I nodded and he picked me up and carried me to my bed. He was very strong.

It was a warm evening and not quite dark and I, who am so careful of the neighbours, did not bother to close the curtains. I could think of nothing but this sensual man who placed me gently on the clean, tightly stretched sheets, undid his belt and trousers and placed them carefully on a chair, next to his shoes and socks. I had imagined a mad tearing off of clothes and a hot, sweaty coupling before we lay back satiated on the sheepskin rug. That was my previous experience, and I had enjoyed it. But this slow anticipation was exquisite. 

He looked at me as though deciding which part of my body to savour first, and began by softly kissing my neck, brushing it with his lips, sometimes licking my skin gently, until my whole body yearned for him. His hands slid to my breasts and his thumbs gently caressed my nipples through my clothes. I undid his shirt and he stood up and removed it, stepping out of his boxer shorts. His was a beautiful body, firm and muscly and ready to meet mine, to explore every inch of me, inside and out. I could feel my heart racing as he reached beneath my dress and unhurriedly felt the contours of my hips through my silk underclothes, the soft fabric rubbing against me as he kneaded my warm flesh, now separating and now pushing my buttocks together. Then he placed a finger delicately inside the silk, at the top of my leg, and instantly I came, shutting my eyes and absorbing the deliciousness of his touch. Prelude 8 – molto agitato – faded away on the music system.

He kissed me gently and I could feel his warm breath coming faster on my cheek, and his leg nuzzling my leg. Then he turned me over, unzipped my dress and ran his lips across my back, up and down, as lightly as a feather, his hands under me, stroking my breasts. He undid my bra and kissed my shoulders, lingering at the base of my neck. Then he slid the silk from my hips, and his tongue followed it down my legs, brushing my thighs, my calves, my feet. He sucked each toe, then turned me over again before pulling me down the bed so that I could reach out my tongue, feeling him harden and quiver towards me. He licked me too, pushing his tongue inside me, probing, pushing, probing, while I took him inside my mouth and ran my own tongue over his hardness, rubbing him gently upwards from the base with my forefingers and sucking him into my mouth. Prelude number 15 changed from the soft sound of raindrops to the insistent strength of the C sharp minor section.

He arched his back and knelt above me, turning so that we were face to face. Then he held my wrists on the bed, firmly but gently, on either side of my head, nudged my knees wide apart, and I felt him hard against me, touching me inside my thighs, entering me, withdrawing, entering, withdrawing. I pushed my body up against him, trying to envelop him, to keep him inside my wetness. When he entered, he filled me, the lips of my sex taut against him, my body moist around him. He was touching inner parts of me I didn’t know existed, making me thrill with pleasure. Again the kisses on my neck, my face, my breasts, more and more passionate as he thrust deep inside. I climaxed again, great shuddering pulses throughout my body as Prelude 18 – molto allegro – reached its culmination. He smiled and kissed me and we lay for a moment in each other’s arms. I touched the insides of his ears with my fingers and he breathed more heavily. 

Then he sat up and drew me down onto him. Never had I felt such a sensation inside me. His strength, his hardness, his size. Every part of me strained to be absorbed into him, to become one with his beautiful body. Now he smiled again and moved me up and down, away from him and down onto him, firmly drawing my hips onto his thighs so that we were locked tightly together, my legs around him, my feet pulling him even closer. Then, at last, he uttered three long deep groans and climaxed with a great shudder, triggering such a pulsating response in me that I cried out loud, delirious with rapture, as the final notes of Prelude 24 – allegro appassionato – faded into the night.
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