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  Chapter one
The Unveiling Canvas


The studio reeked of turpentine and linseed oil, the kind of chemical stink that stuck to your skin and hair no matter how many showers you took. Martha stood behind a flimsy folding screen, hands shaking as she fumbled with the knot of her silk robe. The robe slipped off her shoulders and bunched at her elbows before she let it drop, leaving her naked and shivering as the cold air hit every inch of her body. 
At thirty-six, Martha's body had gone soft in all the places that came from years of sitting around the house—tits that sagged a little, hips that spread out wide, and the stretch marks on her belly from two kids. She'd never thought of herself as beautiful, not really, but tonight, with James staring at her and a bunch of strangers about to do the same, she felt a weird mix of humiliation and power.
She stepped out from behind the screen, bare feet silent on the worn hardwood floor. The main room was larger than she remembered from the few times she’d dropped by before—high ceilings, north-facing windows now dark, a dozen easels arranged in a loose semicircle around the low platform in the center. Spotlights bathed the platform in warm, unforgiving light. Classical music drifted from a small speaker on the windowsill: something slow, cello-heavy, almost mournful.
James was already at his easel, sleeves rolled to the elbows, charcoal-stained fingers tapping nervously against his thigh. When he saw her, his expression softened, then heated. He crossed the room in three long strides, cupped her face, and kissed her—slow, possessive, tongue sliding briefly against hers before he pulled back.
“You’re sure?” he murmured, thumb brushing her lower lip.
Martha nodded, throat tight. “I’m sure.”
He guided her to the platform. She climbed the two low steps, feeling every eye in the room shift toward her. Most of the students were older—retirees taking night classes, a couple of serious amateurs—but they all watched with the same quiet hunger artists reserve for a new subject.
Lia was waiting beside the platform.
The instructor was smaller than Martha remembered from the website photos, but her presence filled the space. Platinum hair cropped short and sharp, blue eyes that seemed to see straight through skin, a black silk blouse unbuttoned just far enough to show the delicate hollow at the base of her throat. She smelled faintly of jasmine and something darker—smoke, maybe, or expensive leather.
“Martha,” Lia said, voice low and slightly husky, as though they’d already shared a secret. She offered her hand. When Martha took it, Lia’s grip lingered, thumb stroking once across the inside of her wrist. “Thank you for trusting us with your body tonight.”
Martha felt heat crawl up her chest. She managed a small smile. “I’m… glad to be here.”
Lia released her hand and turned to James. “And you, darling,” she said, laying a palm flat against his chest as though measuring his heartbeat, “you’re going to paint something extraordinary tonight. I can already feel it.”
James’s laugh was short, almost nervous. “We’ll see.”
Lia’s smile curved sharper. “We will.”
She stepped back and waved Martha over. Martha climbed onto the bench, spreading herself out—one leg bent, the other stretched, her arm across her stomach, fingers just above her pussy. She tipped her head back, throat bare, feeling like she was on display in the most obscene way possible.
The room quieted. Pencils scratched. Brushes whispered against canvas.
Martha tried to breathe slow, but every breath just made her more aware of the sweat, paint, and bodies in the room. She could feel her nipples getting hard in the cold, her thighs starting to fall open without her meaning to, and the pulse in her neck thumping like she was about to get caught doing something filthy.
She watched James.
He worked with fierce concentration, jaw tight, eyes flicking between her and his canvas. Every so often he glanced toward Lia, who had moved behind him, one hand resting lightly on the back of his chair.
At first the touch seemed innocent—professional guidance. Lia leaned over James’s shoulder, pointing at a particular stroke, murmuring something too soft for Martha to hear. James nodded. Lia’s fingers drifted down to rest on his trapezius, kneading once, twice, the motion slow and deliberate.
Martha’s breath caught.
A hot, wet ache started low in her gut. Her clit throbbed, sharp and needy, like someone had just flicked it. She squeezed her pussy muscles, trying to get control, but it only made her want it more.
Lia’s hand slid lower, tracing the line of James’s spine through his shirt. She spoke again—something about shadow and form—and James turned his head slightly, lips parting as though to answer. Instead he exhaled, a soft, ragged sound.
Martha’s mouth went dry.
She knew she should be pissed off, or at least embarrassed, but all she could think about was Lia's hands on her husband, Lia's mouth right up against his ear, Lia's tits pressed against his back so close he had to feel them. The thought made her cunt clench even harder.
The minutes stretched. The music looped. The spotlights grew warmer against Martha’s skin.
Lia straightened, but didn’t step away. Instead she circled behind James again, this time letting her palm settle openly on the top of his thigh—just high enough that her fingertips brushed the inseam of his jeans.
Martha’s pulse hammered in her ears.
She couldn’t move. The rules were clear: once the pose was set, the model held until the timer sounded or the instructor called a break. Moving would disrupt every painter in the room.
She had to stay still.
She had to watch.
James shifted in his seat, hips rocking forward almost imperceptibly. Lia’s fingers flexed, pressing deeper into the muscle of his thigh. She leaned down again, lips so close to his ear that Martha could see the strand of platinum hair that fell across his cheek.
Whatever she whispered made James’s shoulders tense, then relax in a long, shuddering breath.
Martha's pussy squeezed tight, even harder than before. She felt a slick line of wetness run down her thigh and just hoped none of the old men with their sketchpads would notice how turned on she was.
Lia finally stepped back, but not before dragging her nails lightly along the length of James’s thigh as she withdrew. She turned toward the class, clapping once.
“Alright, everyone,” she said, voice bright and professional. “Let’s take this opportunity for a live demonstration. James has been struggling with the curve of the hip—such a beautiful, difficult line. I think we can help him feel it better if he comes up here and poses beside Martha for a moment.”
The room murmured approval.
James looked at Martha. His eyes were dark, pupils blown, cheeks flushed high on the cheekbones.
Martha couldn’t speak. She could only stare.
Lia extended her hand to him.
“Come on, darling,” she purred. “Let’s give your wife something truly inspiring to look at.”
James stood.
Martha’s heart slammed against her ribs so hard she was sure everyone could hear it.
He walked toward the platform.
Lia followed close behind, one hand already resting possessively at the small of his back.






  
  Chapter two
Brushes of Temptation


The timer hadn’t gone off yet, but everyone in the room knew something had changed. Martha was stuck up on the platform, legs spread just wide enough that the cold air from the heater blew right onto the wet mess between her thighs. Her muscles screamed from holding the pose, but that pain was nothing compared to the throbbing heat in her cunt. 
James was right next to her now, so close she could smell the mix of sweat and whatever soap he used. Lia had shoved him into place, one foot out, hips pushed forward, his hand on his hip and the other just barely not touching Martha’s shoulder. It was supposed to look like some old statue, but with him this close, it just felt like he was about to grab her.
She could feel the heat pouring off him, saw his fingers twitching like he was barely holding himself back.
Lia prowled around them, heels clicking, looking them over like she was picking out which part to bite. The students had all gone silent, just staring, pencils and brushes forgotten, like they were watching porn instead of a class.
“See how the light catches the iliac crest here,” Lia said, voice smooth as oil. She stepped behind James and placed both palms flat against his hips, thumbs pressing into the hollows just above his belt. “The body wants to twist toward the light. Let it. Don’t fight the pull.”
James inhaled sharply. Martha watched the muscle in his jaw jump.
Lia’s hands slid upward, slow, deliberate, tracing the ridges of his obliques through the cotton of his shirt. “Breathe into it,” she murmured, mouth close enough to his ear that her lips nearly brushed the shell. “Let the breath move the body. That’s where the truth lives.”
Martha’s nipples ached, so hard it was almost painful. She wanted to squeeze her thighs together, grind against something, anything to take the edge off, but she was stuck. The rule was simple: the model doesn’t move, no matter what.
She had to endure.
She had to watch Lia’s hands roam her husband’s torso as though mapping territory she already owned.
Lia stepped to James’s front now, standing between him and Martha so that Martha could see only the instructor’s back and the way James’s chest rose and fell too quickly. Lia reached up, fingers curling into the open collar of his shirt, tugging lightly.
“Unbutton the top two,” she instructed, tone casual, as though asking him to adjust a brush stroke. “The line of the throat needs to be visible. Shadow and light, James. Always shadow and light.”
James’s hands moved without hesitation. The first button slipped free. Then the second. The shirt parted just enough to show the dark hair dusting his chest, the rapid flutter of his pulse at the base of his throat.
Lia hummed approval. Her fingers followed the newly exposed skin, tracing a slow, lazy circle around one flat nipple. It pebbled instantly under her touch.
Her cunt clenched so hard she almost moaned. She could feel more wetness leaking down her thigh and just hoped nobody in the class could see how much of a mess she was.
Lia’s voice dropped lower, intimate. “You feel that, don’t you? The way the body answers when it’s seen. When it’s touched.”
James swallowed. “Yes.”
“Say it louder,” Lia coaxed. “For the class. For your wife.”
James’s gaze flicked to Martha. His eyes were nearly black, pupils swallowing the irises. “I feel it,” he said, voice rough. “Everywhere.”
Lia smiled—a slow, satisfied curve. She stepped back half a pace, giving the class a better view, but kept one hand splayed possessively over James’s sternum.
“Now look at Martha,” she said. “Look at how beautifully she holds herself open for us. That’s courage. That’s surrender.”
Martha’s face was on fire. She looked at James and saw everything—hunger, guilt, need, all of it. He was hard, his cock bulging against his jeans, so obvious under the lights that it was almost funny.
Lia noticed too. Of course she did.
She let her palm drift downward, skimming over his abdomen, stopping just above the waistband. Her fingers tapped once, twice, a playful little rhythm against the denim.
“Such discipline,” she murmured. “Holding still while your body begs.”
James exhaled through his nose, a shaky sound.
Martha’s brain was splitting in two. Part of her wanted to yell, to tell them to stop, to take back what was hers. But the other part—the filthy, desperate part—wanted to see how far Lia would go, how much James would let her do, and just how soaked Martha’s cunt would get while she sat there, not allowed to touch herself.
Lia leaned in again, lips brushing the shell of James’s ear as she spoke too quietly for the class to hear, but Martha caught fragments: “…later… promise… let you taste…”
James shuddered visibly.
Then Lia stepped away completely, hands falling to her sides as though nothing unusual had occurred.
“Excellent,” she announced to the room. “James, you may return to your easel. Martha, hold the pose just a few minutes longer. We’re almost at the break.”
James moved stiffly, erection still obvious, cheeks flushed crimson. He didn’t look at Martha again as he walked back to his station.
The scratching of pencils resumed. Brushes moved.
Martha didn’t move, legs shaking, clit throbbing and swollen, every inch of her body begging for something, anything, to rub against.
The timer finally chimed.
Lia clapped once, bright and cheerful. “Break, everyone. Ten minutes. Stretch. Hydrate. James—” She turned to him, smile widening. “—stay a moment? I’d like to give you some private feedback on your progress tonight.”
James hesitated. His eyes darted to Martha.
Martha couldn’t speak. Her throat was too tight
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