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 Prologue

 


prick (noun,
vulgar slang) a man’s penis
(OED)

tease (verb) to make fun of, to be
provocative or playful (OED)

prick-tease(r): (noun) a woman who leads a man to the
mistaken belief that she is likely to have sexual intercourse with
him (OED)

 


It is a widely
held belief that being a prick-tease is a bad thing. But is
it?

You could argue
that it is fun. That it is a welcome form of flirtatious attention
and that, for some, being a prick-tease is the very essence of
power.

 


***

 


Ignoring the buzz of her mobile phone, Maddie placed the worn
stub of charcoal to the side of her easel and took a step back from
the girl before her.

She nodded with approval as her newest model – a petite blonde
– flexed the muscles she’d been keeping stock still for the
previous half hour.

“Control, Freya – at least the appearance of control – is
everything.” The artist reached out an affectionate hand to her
muse.

Freya rocked a little on her bare feet as Maddie touched her lightly
freckled cheek. “No need to look so worried, honey. You are doing
brilliantly. It’s a difficult pose to hold for so long.”

“Thank you.” Blushing an endearing shade of pink, Freya lowered the
hands she’d nervously clenched before her, giving her employer
another chance to see the neat triangle of her semi-shaved
pussy.

Maddie, her jeans and t-shirt smeared and spattered with
all the mediums of her trade, did not feel the need to mention to Freya that
her own knickers were sodden, nor that beneath her holster bra, her
nipples were rock hard.

A further buzz from her mobile alerted Maddie to the
arrival of another text message. In fact a steady string of
muffled noises from her mobile, coming from the pit of her handbag,
had been announcing the arrival of texts every ten minutes or so
throughout the morning.

Smiling to herself, Maddie continued to disregard her phone
and considered the exquisite outline of her companion’s porcelain frame. Most
people came to Maddie to be drawn or painted, sometimes as a
commission for a lover, husband or wife. Some, however, like Freya,
came to the studio as a way of improving their self-confidence.
Despite her generally shy demeanour, Freya had proved to be very
good at posing as Maddie required and the artist had offered her an
occasional job as a life model.

Sometimes Maddie felt she was more therapist than artist –
specifically a sex therapist – as men and women alike shared
their most
intimate secrets while standing on the other side of her easel.
Maddie’s studio certainly had the air of an erotic fantasy
confessional about it. She wasn’t complaining, however. No other
life would do for her now. The job satisfaction Maddie achieved
from listening to the dreams and fantasies of others while she
recreated them onto canvas, went hand in glove with the personal
physical gratification it gave her.

Money being either plentiful or non-existent, depending on
the current success of her commissions and sales, Maddie had been forced to
develop an alternative form of payment for her models – a reward
system for good work. Maddie could tell from the rise and fall of
Freya’s chest and the glistening damp skin at the top of her
thighs, that she was more than ready to be paid for today’s
session.

Closing in on her model, Maddie simultaneously
cupped
Freya’s slick pussy and left breast with her charcoal-blackened
hands, causing an involuntary shiver to ripple through the younger
woman’s body.

“Your
progress really is outstanding, honey. Few of my models can stay as
motionless as you can.” Congratulating Freya on her skill, Maddie
left a dark palm print on the girl’s tit and tapped at the inside
of her legs. “Open up. I think you have deserved a treat after all
your hard work.”

Gliding her palm over Freya’s mound, Maddie slid a gentle finger into
the slippery canal of the model’s frantically clutching sex,
enjoying the murmured mew of contentment that escaped from her
lipstick-free mouth.

Pumping gently, the artist brought Freya close to orgasm with steady
increases and decreases of pressure – her own mind straying to her
mobile. Maddie wondered where Theo was and what he was doing. She
knew what he was thinking about. She always knew that. Theo thought
about her.

Pushing her happily sex-drugged model onto an armchair, Maddie’s own
arousal kicked up a notch as she bent to lick Freya’s nub, swiftly
bringing her to the dawn of a shuddering release.

While continuing to take pleasure in the sweet taste
of another woman on
her lips, Maddie considered how she’d phrase her responses to all
the messages Theo had sent and how she’d tell him precisely what
and who had held up her replies.

Inhaling Freya’s climactic scent, Maddie’s hands roamed up
and over the small, orgasm-jacked body, her thoughts still with Theo.
His work-calloused right hand was probably on his dick at that very
moment. A heady hit of power consumed Maddie – a power as intense
as the climax of the woman panting hard in the chair before
her.

Maddie
loved making him wait.


 Chapter
One

 


Theo: Tell me where u are

Theo: Tell me what u are wearing

Theo: I bet ur fucking someone

Theo: Who is it? Who are u fucking?

Theo: I can see u in my mind – ur hair is in a ponytail isn’t
it?

 


Maddie had deliberately turned her phone to silent as she’d pushed
her overfull supermarket trolley around the packed store. Sitting
in her car now, she couldn’t help but smile as she read the five
messages while running a hand along her ponytail. She knew Theo
couldn’t actually see her. He’d be fixing up new lighting in
someone’s house somewhere. But her favourite electrician didn’t
seem to have the ability to consider her other than in a sexual
situation.

“I do have to eat like everyone else, Theo!” Maddie spoke
to herself and the steering wheel before tucking the phone away
without answering his list of texts and heading back to her
home-based studio to get ready for work.

An hour later, dressed in the attire she’d been requested
to wear by that day’s model – a black pleated mini-skirt, a long baggy shirt and
absolutely nothing else – Maddie sat at her cluttered desk to read
the handwritten notes she’d made after Sara’s last
session.

 


Issues involving going commando

Has a partner (Jake) who wishes her to live out erotic
fantasy
scenarios for him

She wants to oblige, but lacks the nerve

Sara’s compromise is to have a picture of herself going commando – she
hopes it will give her confidence

Almost there – just need her to be brave enough to uncover
her pussy for me to draw

 


Working with Sara had been slow progress at first. Now, three
sessions in, at least she was happy to walk to the studio in
trousers or leggings without wearing underwear. Maddie wondered if
Sara would hold her nerve today and wear her partner’s favourite
skirt with nothing beneath, as they’d arranged during their last
meeting.

Relaxing back in her chair while she waited for Sara’s knock at the
door, Maddie picked up her mobile and sent Theo the reply she had
no doubt he would be waiting for.

 


Maddie: I’m waiting for a client. She is beautiful. U would love
her.

 


His response came almost instantly and Maddie
grinned as
she imagined his workman’s hands diving towards his phone as her
message reached him.

 


Theo: What’s her name?

Maddie: Now now honey – client confidentiality...

Theo: Spoil sport

Maddie: Ur dick hard for me?

Theo: Yes

Maddie: Good boy. U out on the road?

Theo: Yes

 


Maddie checked the time. Sara was never late. In fact it was
rare for her not to be at least ten minutes early. That meant she
had approximately five minutes before Sara’s arrival in which to
play with Theo.

 


Maddie: I am going commando. I want u to do the same.

Theo: Fuck woman, I’m on my way to a customer!

Maddie: Park the van and take ur boxers off.

 


The pause before Theo’s reply confirmed for Maddie that he was doing
exactly what she told him to. When his text did come through, it
seemed almost as breathless as she guessed he was.

 


Theo: Done. Now what? Tell me!

Maddie: Sorry honey – got to get to work – think of me fingering my
client’s pussy – then later u may masturbate.

Theo: What!? U can’t say that and then go!

Maddie: I can. No playing until I say so.

 


The moment she’d pressed the send button on her last text,
Maddie threw her mobile carelessly onto the desk. She knew Theo
would reply,
but he’d have to wait. For now she had work to do. The double ring
of the doorbell told her Sara had arrived.

As arranged, Sara had dressed just as Maddie had, including the
similarly styled short, pleated skirt that she had declared to be
Jake’s favourite. One glance at her backside however, told Maddie
that her client’s underwear was still firmly in place.

Careful not to make Sara feel ill at ease, Maddie said nothing about
her model’s overdressing and gestured towards the stairs. “Come
through, we’ll get you more comfortable.”

The nervous yet happy energy that was radiating from every pore of
Sara’s skin was a familiar condition to Maddie. Nearly all her
visitors had the same excited yet apprehensive aura about them.
Only when that apprehension had been replaced entirely with
excitement, did Maddie consider them ready to be properly painted.
Otherwise there was no way she could capture the essence of their
sexuality on canvas.

Sara risked an anxious smile as she walked up the narrow
stairway that separated Maddie’s living quarters from her studio – a studio
which held everything that might come in useful. There was a double
bed, a battered yet comfortable sofa, and a multitude of different
chairs, so her clients could choose where they wanted to be while
they posed for a portrait. As well as the furniture, there were
stacks of discarded empty frames and potential props, a battered
metal trolley holding Maddie’s artistic supplies, as well as a
kettle, toaster and small sink where she cleaned her
brushes.

Next to the bed stood an old-fashioned chest of
drawers.
Unbeknown to many of her customers, its three drawers contained
every instrument of domination and submission imaginable – from
tubes of lube, condoms, countless packs of batteries, dildos,
whips, paddles, vibes, ropes, blindfolds and gags. Thus, Maddie was
always prepared for any request from her clientele.

Ignoring the flashing light on her muted mobile, telling her she did
indeed have more messages from Theo, Maddie addressed her
companion. “So, Sara, how have things been for you this
week?”

“Okay, thanks. Jake is really pleased I’m for doing this for him.”
The smile that wasn’t quite as shy as it had been in previous weeks
became wider as it spread over Sara’s neat Asiatic
features.

“And so he should be. Hundreds of women say they’ll carry out their
partner’s fantasies. Very few ever actually have the will or
courage to go through with their promises. I have always thought
that, if you make a promise, then you must do whatever it was you
agreed to. Even if it takes some time to fulfil your
oath.”

Sara
knew Maddie was probably right, but she refrained from comment as
Maddie placed the large canvas that held her work-in-progress onto
the easel.

The artist let Sara nervously pace the room while she
selected the
handful of chalk pastels she’d need to finish the basic design of
her work. With the background and outline of the picture already
complete, Maddie could go no further until Sara was comfortable
enough to show the feminine folds hidden under the black knickers
she wore.

While Sara fiddled with the high wooden bar stool she would be leaning
over once the session began, Maddie ran a critical eye over the
canvas. She’d chosen pastels instead of oils or charcoal to best
capture the mocha lustre to Sara’s skin. Some blocks of colour were
already filled in – her subject’s jet-black hair shone from the
page and the crisp white of her long t-shirt, rucked up at the
waist, contrasted perfectly with the beauty and lustre of her
flesh. The artist reached out a finger and ran it over her
representation of Sara’s toned thighs and legs, and the varnished
wood of the stool over which she was bent. All that remained was
the gap in the middle of the canvas. A space that Maddie fully
intended to sketch today.

It was a shame, Maddie thought as she nodded encouragingly to
Sara, who was gesturing towards the CD player in the corner of the
room, that she was drawing her client’s back view. Consequently,
the girl’s exotically feline, emerald eyes, which suited her
perfectly and yet somehow seemed startlingly at odds with her skin
tone, would be missing from the finished scene.

Once Sara had chosen some light, almost ethereal, music to play
softly in the background, Maddie took charge. “Would you like to
remind yourself of what we’ve produced so far?”

Standing next to each other before the canvas, the blankness in the
middle of the nearly-finished piece virtually screamed out loud.
Tentatively, knowing the importance of keeping her model relaxed,
Maddie reached out and took Sara’s hand in her own. “If this is
going to be completed in time for Jake’s birthday, then I have to
draw the rest of you today, honey.”

Sara tightened her grip on Maddie’s hand, the pulse in her
wrist hammering against the artist’s. “I know. I haven’t
stopped
thinking about what I have to do since I was here last
week.”

Gently taking Sara’s arm, Maddie manoeuvred her to stand directly in
front of the stool. Taking a pace closer, so that her chest was
pressed against Sara’s back, Maddie wrapped her arms protectively
around the younger woman’s waist.

“It isn’t that scary, honey. All you have to do is take off those
panties and lean over this stool just the same way you did during
the last three sessions. In only half an hour, I will have all I
require to complete the picture, which I can do once you’ve gone. I
can make it even quicker for you if you allow me to take a couple
of photos.”

Sara said nothing for a moment, secretly relishing the heat
of the curvaceous body behind her. “I know but, well…what if
you don’t
like what you see? What if I’m ugly down there?”

This was a fear that Maddie had heard many
times before.
She neither laughed, nor scoffed, nor judged. As an erotic artist,
this was something she came up against a lot. Everyone seemed to be
afraid that they might be abnormal or insufficient in some way, be
they male or female.

“Honey, I have seen all sorts in this studio. Trust me. I am sure you
are exquisite. Jake loves you down there doesn’t he?”

Sara blushed coyly as she remembered the countless
times her man had
worshipped her with his tongue from between her spread legs. “He
certainly seems to.”

“There you go then.” Maddie took hold of Sara’s shoulders and firmly
but gently turned her so that they were face to face. “I am happy
to do what I suggested last week, if you think it would
help.”

Sara dipped her eyes to Maddie’s skirt. She knew without asking that
there would be no knickers under its short pleats.

The air of eroticism that was a permanent feature of
the studio took on a
sharper tang, as if it was now something solid that could be
grasped. Sara had been thinking about Maddie as much as she’d been
thinking about the prospect of having to reveal her pussy, and she
was afraid of giving herself away. She knew that if Maddie looked
at her pussy, she would see how it glistened – wet with the hope
that the artist’s slender fingers would touch her.

Realising Sara was lost in her own thoughts, and fairly confident
those thoughts concerned sex with her, Maddie adopted a firmer
tone. “You do want to get this done for Jake, don’t you? If you
have changed your mind about going commando, then I have to know
now so we can change things.”

Visibly pulling herself together, Sara took a deep breath.
“No, I haven’t changed my mind. Jake will love it – I just
have stage
fright, that’s all.” She forced herself to raise her eyes to meet
Maddie’s and, with her chest tightening, said, “And yes, if you are
still up for it, then the plan we agreed last week would be
good.”

“Excellent.” Maddie stood up straight and
dropped her
hands from Sara’s shoulders. “Well, as you can see, I am wearing
similar clothes to your own, as discussed. I, however, have gone
commando. You, I can see, have not. I understand that it isn’t
exactly nice weather out there today, which is presumably why you
didn’t walk here panty free?”

Both women knew that the fact it was unseasonably cold for a summer’s
day was not the reason that Sara had failed to leave off her
undergarments. But Sara was grateful for being given the
opportunity to blame the dull drizzle for her last minute failing
of nerve before she’d left home.

“Exactly. I didn’t want to catch a cold.”

Keeping up the pretence, Maddie picked up the high, pine barstool
Sara was to lean over and put it exactly where it had been
positioned during the other three sittings. “Well then, if you take
off those undies and stand by the stool we’ll crack on?”

Sara’s hands shook as she edged down her knickers, trying not to
notice that the fabric was rather damper than it should have been
as she slid them to the floor.

Once the small scrap of black material was placed gingerly on the end of
the bed, Sara walked to the stool and hovered uncertainly,
wondering if Maddie really was going to do as she’d promised last
week or if, now she’d got her model this far, she wouldn’t feel the
need to keep her side of the bargain.

Maddie picked up her mobile. “Do excuse me for a second, Sara. I must
answer these two messages before we start.”

Theo had
been getting impatient...

 


Theo: What are u doing?

Theo: I have work too woman – and I can’t concentrate with this
bloody hard on! For fucks sake Maddie – tell me what u are doing
right now!

 


Maddie smiled as she typed.

 


Maddie: I’m about to calm a nervous client by showing her my
pussy.

 


Keeping the phone in her hand, she walked toward Sara. With each stride
Maddie lifted the hem of her skirt a fraction at a time, aware how
much she was teasing Sara with every centimetre of flesh she
revealed. As she reached the end of the bed, Maddie, keeping her
bare feet inflexible on the floor, flipped the remainder of the
skirt up to show her rounded peach of a backside. Then, spreading
her legs, she leant over the end of the bed, her chest buried in
the duvet, her back arched upwards so Sara could clearly see her
pussy.

The sharp intake of breath the model gave echoed around the room,
but Maddie pretended she hadn’t heard it. “Do you want to look
closer, honey? You could reassure yourself that we are all the same
underneath. We are all vulnerable, all written to the same design
code and yet somehow we are all unique.” The artist spoke softly,
but with a matter of fact nature that belied the provocativeness of
what she was doing.

Her fingers parted her butt cheeks so that Sara could see
her vulva in all its majesty. “If all our cunts
were the
same, then I would be able to draw in any old pussy. And where
would the fun be in that? How fabulous that we are all different –
all those new, stunning, unique and tasty treats to
explore.”

Maddie said nothing else. Every word she had uttered
had turned
her on and she hoped that she was having the same effect on
Sara.

Taking a step towards the artist, her heart thudding, her head bursting
with a curiosity that wanted to touch as well as see, Sara crouched
behind Maddie. Allowing the haunting music emanating from the
stereo to wrap around her, Sara’s eyes took in every fold and
shining wet line of the inviting flesh before her.

Twisting her neck round so she could watch Sara examining
her with wide, emerald eyes, Maddie eventually broke the
silence. “You
can if you want to.”

“I can what?” Sara’s voice was husky as she asked, even though she
knew the answer to the question.

“You can touch. See what it feels like. It seems only fair
because I shall be examining you intimately as I prepare to capture
your sexual
essence on the canvas.”

“Will you need to touch me, then?” Sara couldn’t quite keep the edge
of longing from her voice. Maddie was sure that the girl hoped and
feared in equal measure that the answer would be yes.

Expertly keeping her own desire under control, Maddie’s reply was
uncaringly breezy. “I would never dream of touching anyone if they
didn’t wish me to, but I find I can get a better idea of the type
of stroke to use with my pastel or paints if I can feel the texture
for myself. It is always up to the individual model
entirely.”

“Oh.” That was all Sara could say and Maddie privately speculated how
much sweet honey was already flowing from her model’s private
parts.

Sara’s fingers were only inches away from the artist. It
wouldn’t have taken much for her to lean forward, touch Maddie’s flesh and
discover what another woman felt like for the very first
time.

Finally, breaking the silence, Sara whispered, “I’m pretty
sure my boyfriend would be willing me on if he was here. Jake is
pretty much into everything, women, men, straight, kinky; and he’s
always had serious fantasy issues about seeing me with another
woman.”

Maddie
smiled kindly. “I honestly don’t think I’ve met a bloke who doesn’t
hope to see his woman with another female, honey.”

Dropping her eyes to the floor, not daring to look at the
artist’s succulent folds any longer, Sara spoke as if thinking out
loud. “But would he be quite so pleased, if he wasn’t able to
witness it for himself? I don’t think Jake would like me to have a
woman without him watching.”

“Then don’t tell him.” Letting her matter-of-fact answer sink in, Maddie
let go of her rump cheeks, and while she lay waiting for Sara’s
decision, she quietly tapped into her phone.

 


Maddie: I am laid across my studio bed showing another woman my
pussy. I am so wet.

 


Knowing that Sara was too wrapped up in her own battle between
wishing to touch and being afraid to, Maddie read and responded to
Theo’s instant reply.

 


Theo: If u fuck her will u tell me about it
afterwards?

Maddie: If ur good. But she has to decide.

 


Maddie broke the silence. “You don’t have to touch me, honey. But if
it would relax you before we begin the session, then please do.
Otherwise we’d better get on.”

“Actually,” Sara came to a decision. “I think Jake would
quite like it
– if I told him. Which I might…or might not.” Reaching out a hand,
not allowing herself time to change her mind, Sara placed a single
finger directly onto the very centre of Maddie’s labia.

The sigh of bliss that shot from the artist’s lips
at the tender
nature of the furtive touch was all Sara needed to embolden her to
explore further. Now the first move had been made, she was
immediately more confident and soon her hands were exploring
Maddie’s vagina, smoothly luxuriating in and widening her
creases.

As she let Sara explore and abandoned herself to the
exquisite
touch, Maddie tapped out another message, her fingers misspelling
things as her concentration began to fracture.

 


Maddie: There’s a par of bashful fingers paying with my
slit.

Theo: Fingers? – Tell me more

Maddie: She is exploring me

Theo: Feel good?

Maddie: Amazing.

 


Despite the fact that the light on her mobile was again flashing to
tell her Theo had sent another instant reply, Maddie put down the
phone. Sara had brought her face so close to Maddie’s nub that the
artist could feel the other woman’s gulps of air on her slit.
Without even slightly betraying how badly she wanted Sara to
manipulate her clit, Maddie asked, “Have you ever touched a woman
before?”

“Never.” Sara inhaled, loving the sweet, almost fruity, aroma that she
found between her companion’s thighs.

“Well, what you are doing to me is probably what Jake does to you, so I
don’t have to tell you how good it feels. You are obviously a
natural.”

A flush of delight enflamed Sara’s chest as Maddie’s words extinguished
her few remaining nerves. As she said, “Thank you,” Sara leant
forward and blew a sharp gust of breath onto Maddie’s
clit.

“Oh my God!” Maddie shuffled down the duvet, pushing her
mound closer to Sara’s face. “I should tell you, honey, that if you don’t
stop that right now, I am going to have to fuck you properly before
the sitting.”

A massive grin crossed Sara’s face as she blew over the other
woman’s nub again. With every instinct in her body telling her
exactly what to do, she gripped Maddie’s bare buttocks. Pulling the
lush oval cheeks apart, Sara took a long lick of the other woman’s
pussy from bottom to top.

The model’s mumbled sigh of “Wow, you’re delicious – sort
of fruity and almondy at the same time,” hadn’t fully left her lips when,
without warning, Maddie twisted around and grabbed Sara by the
waist.

Hoisting the model onto her lap, so their black skirts bunched
up against each other, Maddie pressed her mouth against Sara’s,
revelling in the taste of another new set of lips. As she worked,
she pictured Theo. She knew how badly he wanted her lips, her body
and her sex. But unlike Sara, he hadn’t earned his reward
yet.

Trailing fast moving fingers over her Malaysian companion,
Maddie pushed her palms up under the baggy white t-shirt, popped down the bra
Sara wore and freed the succulent breasts from confinement. Sara
required no further encouragement and quickly reciprocated the
move, gasping as Maddie’s heavier bra-free tits sprang to attention
under her touch. The older woman’s nipples, large and pleasingly
rough, pushed up at Sara’s hands greedily, as if asking to be
pinched and rubbed.

All cohesive thought gone, the women fell back on the bed,
a tangled mass of arms and legs, hooking around each other,
touching
every inch of flesh they could reach. Once the initial wave of lust
had passed, however, Maddie regained her habitual self-control,
flipped Sara onto her front, sat astride her legs and pinned her to
the bed.

Maddie, seeing her guest through artist’s eyes, made her first proper
hands-on inspection of the backside she was supposed to be drawing.
It was rounded, without an ounce of extra fat – suggesting regular
gym sessions. She ran her palms over the proffered smooth skin,
taking pleasure in how Sara’s breathing changed depending on how
she was touched. The artist smiled as she spotted a telltale blotch
of darker flesh, the signs of a bruise fading away. “Jake beats you
sometimes? For fun, I mean.”

“How do you know that?”

“That’s a paddle bruise. I would know it anywhere.” Maddie kissed the
faint mark.

Sara asked, her voice breathless, “You like paddles, too?”

“I like everything, honey.” Maddie licked the bruise, working her
tongue over and around where her temporary lover’s boyfriend had
made his mark. “I think we should include this in your commission –
prove to Jake I didn’t draw any old arse.”

Sara could feel the pulse in her chest pounding against the
bedclothes. “But you can hardly see it. How can you add it
in?”

“Easy, we’ll just put it back.”

Climbing off the model and giving her a stern look that told
her in no uncertain terms she should not move, Maddie went to the
chest of drawers by the bed and pulled out a palm shaped black
paddle. “This should work well.”

With no other warning and no gentle strikes of preparation, Maddie
brought the leather down hard onto the exact spot of the first
bruise.

Sara gulped, her hands grasping at the rich purple duvet beneath her,
as Maddie expertly punished her, making her simultaneously beg for
the pain to be kissed away and for her never to stop the
strikes.

Only when Sara’s right buttock glowed with the indicators of a
coming bruise did Maddie stop beating and Sara stop pleading. With
contrasting tenderness, Maddie brought her mouth to the shining new
mark, licking it better. She snaked her right hand up between
Sara’s legs.

Raising her bottom a fraction, Sara eased her legs open to grant Maddie
better access. A gentle cry escaped from the model as her artistic
partner kissed her buttocks while sending a finger to polish over
and around her slippery clit. Almost as soon as her nub was touched
Sara started to twitch – her breasts, arse, and pussy feeling drawn
together as if an electric current had connected them and turned
the spaces between into one almighty erogenous zone.

“I’m coming – oh fuck, I...” Sara’s words morphed into groans as
Maddie slotted a finger inside her, caressing her thumb over the
model’s nub, her lips still nibbling and nipping at Sara’s
rump.

As her model shook and cried out her release,
Maddie brushed
herself down and prepared to start work. Manoeuvring a dazed Sara
over to the barstool, Maddie, forcing down her own craving to come,
positioned the girl over the seat as required.

Leaving Sara to gather her breath, the artist picked up
her pastels,
ready to capture the sex-swollen lips on the gap in the canvas –
lips that she was determined to taste as a reward once her work was
done.

 



 Chapter
Two

He knew
it had to stop.

Everyday Theo told himself that it would be the last day
Maddie played
games with his head. Not to mention his groin.

Angrily he stuffed his mobile into his overall pocket and tried
to give all his attention to the lighting circuit he was fixing
within the walls of his latest customer’s new conservatory. As he
examined the spotlight-style fittings, Theo cursed again – they
were almost identical to the ones he’d added to Maddie’s studio six
weeks ago. It suddenly felt as if the bundled collection of wires
and switches he had installed that day were entirely responsible
for the constant state of frustration he’d found himself in ever
since.

How was he supposed to focus on cable runs and on not short-circuiting
the whole property, or worse, electrocuting someone, when all he
could think about was the last text message the artist had sent
him?

Carefully letting go of the thin wires, Theo
leant against
the wall where he was working and squeezed his hazel eyes shut. The
memory that flooded his mind was abrupt and vivid.

He was standing in the centre of the wooden floor that
formed the
right hand side of Maddie’s studio, gawping at what he saw. Lined
up around two sides of the room, propped against the corresponding
stark white walls of the artist’s creative space, were a dozen or
so completed and semi-completed paintings and drawings of men and
women in situations that went way beyond compromising.

Theo recalled how his eyes had lingered over every brush stroke, every
strike of charcoal, which had merged – not with vulgarity, but
sensuality – to create illustrations of sexily twisted bodies.
Sexy, but with more than a touch of erotic, perhaps even
pornographic, kinkiness. Everything about the pictures had seemed
to be alive to him. He’d felt as if the participants were about to
move for real; as if the models involved really had been screwing
whilst the artist captured their essence on canvas or
paper.

When he’d eventually managed to drag his eyes away from the artwork,
Theo remembered how he’d surveyed the remainder of the room, in a
vague attempt to appear as though he was assessing the best place
to install the extra lights rather than scanning for additional
artwork. He’d been pretty sure that Maddie hadn’t been fooled,
however, and knew very well that his mind had been on things a
great deal more exciting than optimum bulb wattage.

In contrast to where Theo had worked, the other half of
Maddie’s
workspace had been thickly carpeted and painted in a restful cream.
A plush double bed, covered in a maroon duvet, sat next to a low
plum-coloured chaise longue. Normal furniture that should have been
items of relaxation seemed hungry somehow. As Theo had stared at
them, recognising them from scenes in the works of art he’d just
seen, his cock had begun to stir.

Theo snapped his eyes open and forced his mind back to the
job in hand. Damn that woman.

Stripping back some wires, Theo felt his dick quiver
against the
inside of his underwear-free jeans. Thanks to her texts he knew
that at that exact moment Maddie was lying on the studio bed with
another woman.

His hands shook a little. Theo took a protracted exhalation of air.
This was ridiculous – he had to have her. He simply
had
to. Nothing else
would stop these thoughts – thoughts that he now recognised had
tipped from being merely keen to being frankly
obsessive.

Another
text came.

The electrician retrieved the phone from his pocket. “Shit!” Theo
cursed as his commando state became harder to disguise. Thankful
that his client had gone out to work, he read the latest text for a
third time.

 


Maddie: I made her come.

 


Knowing he would have to masturbate before he had any chance of doing
anything remotely productive, Theo walked towards his customer’s
bathroom.

He had his hand on the bathroom doorknob when another text
came.

 


Maddie: Don’t u dare wank – I haven’t given u permission
yet.

 


“Fuck!
How does she always know?”

The very first time Theo had seen Maddie,
standing in
bare feet, stained faded-blue jeans and an over-large long purple
t-shirt, he’d felt it – her blatant, self-assured sexuality. It
seemed to escape from every pore of her body. He’d no doubt she
knew of the effect she had on other people. And the fact she
dressed down and had a level of self control that would make a
saint jealous made her an even more attractive proposition. She was
a woman that almost everyone would want – at least once – just for
the challenge of trying to make her lose control for a millisecond,
if nothing else.

It should have been so simple. Theo was a tall, well built, confident
guy, with the sort of rugged, ugly-handsome appearance which, over
the past twenty of his thirty-five years, had never failed to
attract a host of willing partners. Maddie Templeton, however, was
something new. Without even realising what was happening, Theo had
found himself entwined in (and trapped under) her spell. A fact
that was reinforced as he found himself obeying her command and
going back to work, his unsatisfied erection chaffing the inside of
his denim trousers. He swore under his breath.

Screwing the first of three light fittings against the
conservatory walls with rather more force than was strictly necessary,
Theo considered for the hundredth time exactly how he’d become such
a puppet to Maddie’s whims when he hadn’t so much as kissed
her!

 


Six weeks earlier

He had been running late, but as it was only a quote she
was after, it
had seemed logical to slot his potential new client in before
beginning the day’s work in earnest. Parking his van in the one
remaining space outside the row of Victorian terraces in the city
suburbs, Theo had easily found the door to number thirty-eight, but
was mildly confused. He’d been told by Miss Templeton that he was
to provide her with a price for putting additional spotlighting in
her artist’s studio, and yet this was an ordinary town house, not a
business premises.

Knocking on the door, wondering if perhaps he’d written the address
incorrectly, Theo was soon confronted by a slim shapely woman in
clothes that were too big for her, but whose appearance alone
reassured him that he had got the location right. The tell-tale
smudges of ink on her hand as she reached out to shake his, along
with the mild aroma of paint that wafted through the door, gave it
away. Theo had never before considered the smell of oil and
turpentine to be an erotic scent. He did now.

The woman’s slim yet strong hand felt both warm and cold at the same
time as she greeted him. Grasping his palm for a fraction longer
than most people would have done, she welcomed him inside,
explaining as she did so that she lived downstairs and had
converted the entire upstairs of the terrace into a studio where
she worked.

Following her into the narrow hallway and up the stairs that divided her
home from her working quarters, Theo had found himself faced with a
space that only partly matched the assumptions he’d made in his own
mind. He had expected a large airy space, with the work of the
proprietor covering the walls. He had expected that work to be
landscapes, perhaps the occasional portrait, commissions of
much-loved pets or family homes. That was not what he
saw.

It was a few minutes before Theo registered that he’d been gawping
at the pictures on the walls and those lined up around the edges of
the room. He’d missed absolutely everything his potential client
had been saying to him about lighting, including her questions
about what he would consider a safe maximum wattage for daylight
bulbs.

“What do you think, Mr. Hunter? Can you fit extra lighting in here, or
would it mean tackling the entire wiring system? I realise the
house is quite old and I couldn’t afford to pay for a total rewire
just now.”

“Theo, call me Theo.” As he’d spoken, Theo knew he
sounded a bit
lame, a bit like he was giving his name as a limp handshake, but
the artist responded gracefully.

“I’m Maddie. You like the art?” She spoke with a smile that
seemed entirely genuine, but was somehow knowing. He felt as if she and
she alone, were party to a private joke.

“Very much.” Theo walked nearer to the pictures propped on the
wooden-floored side of the room. “May I look closer?”

“Of course.” Maddie, totally at ease with
showing a
male stranger around her blatantly erotic art, spoke casually as
she gestured to those to their right. “These are commissions and
those to the left are practice pieces.”

“It doesn’t look to me as if you need any practice.”

Laughing, Maddie appraised the electrician more shrewdly. “You are very
kind, but no one is ever so good at something that they can’t get
better, and besides, when I practise my technique, I train up life
models at the same time. It’s a win-win situation.”

His voice became huskier as Theo replied rather more wistfully than he
intended, “You have life models in here?”

“Sometimes. How do you think I manage to draw people with no clothes
on?”

“I...” Theo stammered, aware that his usually
un-embarrasable face was colouring. “I guess I
assumed you
used photographs.” He pointed to a large pin board on the furnished
side of the room. “You seem to have a good many umm…action shots,
over there.”

“True.” Again Maddie was unruffled by his observation. “I
like to get a few stills taken in case the models have trouble holding the poses
they wish me to recreate. As you can see, a few of the positions
can be awkward to maintain for the periods of time
necessary.”

“I’m sure.”

Feeling far more awkward than he had done in years, Theo
tried not to look at the art again. He dared not let his brain consider what
sort of activities had taken place in the room in which he was now
standing, or he’d never have been able to address himself to the
issue of improving the room’s lighting.

The job should only have taken twenty minutes to assess. But it took
almost twice as long, such was Theo’s self-consciousness as the
quiet Maddie Templeton watched his every move. He was surprised to
find that his hands were clammy and his shaft was pulsing within
his trousers as he hunted down the fuse box to a cupboard full of
shoes and coats in the far corner of the studio.

At last Theo pronounced his conclusions to the waiting woman, who
was still standing with infinite patience at the end of the double
bed. “I could put in two extra fittings on the far side but, as you
said, the circuits in here are old. To avoid rewiring, your best
plan would be additional free-standing lamps.” Theo gestured to the
three tall, thin stainless steel lamp stands stacked out of the way
in the corner of the room. “Although I appreciate that they can
throw shadows you may not want.”

The whole time he spoke, all Theo could think about was how easy it
would be to push the artist back against the bed and shove his hand
between her legs.

“So how much would the two spotlights cost?”

Theo tried to blank out the vision of his
companion’s naked
pussy. “It would depend on how long they took to fit, but
approximately eighty pounds, including fixtures, fittings, my time
and VAT.”

“And if I said yes, how soon could you get the job done?”

“Tomorrow.”

Maddie’s eyebrows rose. “Really? So soon? You don’t have a job already
lined up for tomorrow?”

Feeling his crotch stir again, as the artist’s piercing
chocolate eyes reached into his soul, Theo knew she saw exactly how
badly he
wanted an excuse to return to her studio as soon as possible. He
felt caught out, like a teenager whose first unwise crush had been
discovered.

In his efforts to seem sincere Theo’s words came out far
faster than they should have done. “I’ll finish the job I’m currently on today
and I have a gap tomorrow morning. If you’d like this doing soon I
can slot you in, otherwise it would have to be next month I’m
afraid. Should you be happy with my quote, that is.”

Hoping Maddie wouldn’t comment on his lie
and also hoping the
clients he was supposed to see the following day would forgive him
for being ‘unexpectedly delayed’ the next morning, Theo kept his
facial expression as neutral as possible as he waited for her
decision.

“Can you be here early?”

“Anytime you like.”

“How long should it take?”

“About an hour; assuming it goes to plan. If the existing wiring
fights back, possibly two.”

Maddie raised the corner of her mouth into an almost smile
and clapped her hands as she came to a decision. “If you can
be here by
eight o’clock tomorrow morning, then maybe you’ll be finished
before I start work?”

Theo returned her businesslike smile and reached out to shake the hand
he was being offered to seal the deal. “Eight o’clock tomorrow
morning it is.”

 


Dressing with her usual disinterest, Maddie had wondered if the
electrician would be early, or if he would make sure the job took
longer than necessary. She had no doubt that one or other situation
would occur, if not both. The studio always seemed to have that
effect on tradesmen. Or on most people that visited, come to
that.

Tucking her hair up into a loose ponytail, Maddie took a quick look
at the clock on her bedside table. It was a quarter to eight. “So,
he’ll be exactly on time, then.” Grinning to herself, Maddie
addressed her reflection in her bedroom mirror. “He’s rather nice.
Should I give him what he wants?” She stroked down her shirt as she
considered how it might feel to take his cock between her teeth. It
had been way too long since she’d tasted male flesh and it occurred
to Maddie that she had rather missed it. Shall I go for a quick fuck, or
should I play the long game?

The doorbell rang at precisely eight o’clock and Maddie strolled
sedately through her hallway, saying to herself, “Perhaps I’ll just
see how this goes? See if he acts as I expect him to act before I
decide what to do with him.”

The approach of Maddie Templeton’s outline through the glass
panel of her front door made Theo’s pulse shoot up a notch.
Immediately he felt cross with himself.

All the previous evening, he’d gone over and over how ridiculous
he was being in rearranging his work schedule just because he
fancied a customer. How stupid to act so unprofessionally over a
fantasy featuring a woman he’d known for less than an hour and with
whom he hadn’t exchanged more than a handful of words.

Eventually, Theo had managed to convince himself that he didn’t want
anything to do with a woman who could evidently observe other
people having sex and be completely unmoved by the event. Falling
asleep on the sofa, his television left talking to itself, the
electrician’s dreams had immediately made a mockery of the hours
he’d spent convincing himself to do the right thing and cancel his
newest client’s appointment.

In the safety of his sleeping state, Theo had held Miss Templeton
against the double bed, her arms above her head, her wrists trapped
beneath his hands as he pumped his solid dick between her thighs,
his eyes locked into hers. He’d turned her over and serviced her
doggy style while she cried out his name. He’d tied her up and
licked her breasts until she squealed and begged for the dick he
teased her with to be inserted down her hungry throat.

Now, the creature that’d haunted his waking and sleeping
life for the past twenty-four hours was ushering him up the stairs. Theo barely
dared to look at her. He feared that if the artist’s shrewd eyes
saw his face, she would read his every thought.

 



***

 


Maddie was more amused than offended that the electrician
was hardly acknowledging her existence. Years of painting people in the throes
of sexual excitement had taught her a thing or two. He clearly
desired her even more than she had thought. Maybe the waiting game
then...

Observing Theo as he set up his equipment, Maddie took pity
on him. She was sure his hands wouldn’t have been so unsteady if she wasn’t
hovering nearby, so she left him to it. Moving to the opposite side
of the large room, Maddie set up her easel and chalk pastels for
the continuation of her latest commission – a woman’s open legs and
naked pussy.

Briefly studying what she’d already created, the artist
began to add
dabs of chalk here and there to enhance the depth of colour of her
subject’s curves, increasing the shadows that contrasted with the
summer-tanned flesh.

Lovingly tracing a finger over and around the pinky-cream vulva she’d
outlined, Maddie smudged it just enough to produce the correct
texture and tone to the flesh that, after the particularly
rewarding session the day before, she knew to taste
delectable.

 



***

 


Theo’s head was thudding from the effort involved in not
glancing towards either Maddie at her easel, or at the erotic
moments caught forever on the canvases stacked directly to his
right.

Having quietly prepared both sets of lights, Theo was about
to drill into the wall when he thought he ought to warn his silent companion
that he was about to create a lot of noise. After all, he didn’t
want to take her by surprise, make her jump and cause her to ruin
her work.

“Excuse me.” He spoke clearly, but Maddie was so
engrossed in
what she was doing that she didn’t hear him. Realising he would
have to actually go over to her, Theo got up and crossed the room,
very conscious of the noise his work shoes made on the wooden half
of the studio floor – a noise that was suddenly stifled as he
stepped onto the carpeted side of the room.

Still Maddie didn’t seem to notice him. He had intended to politely
cough, or say “Excuse me”, keeping himself entirely professional.
Instead, Theo expelled an involuntary gasp. The artist was running
a chalk-dusted digit over the folds of another woman’s
pussy.

It didn’t matter that what he was witnessing was simply an artist
forming the picture she’d been paid to draw. The way his nether
regions were responding made him feel as if he was standing before
two women fondling each other. It took several gulps before his
throat was sufficiently moistened for him to actually speak. “Miss
Templeton? Maddie?”

A few more seconds passed before Maddie lowered her hand
from the picture and refocused her attention on the man beside her. “Oh sorry.”
Suddenly attentive, Maddie wiped her hands over her thighs,
carelessly dirtying her clothes. “I get a bit involved in what I’m
doing sometimes.”

“Well, yes. I can see why.” Theo tried to keep the licking
of his rapidly dehydrating lips a secret, looking away and gesturing across the
room as he did so. “I’m about to use the drill. I didn’t want to
start it up without warning and give you a fright.”

Maddie’s smile hit her eyes and Theo’s chest tightened at
the effect it had on him. He couldn’t help thinking that perhaps she didn’t give
out many genuine smiles.

“That’s really thoughtful of you. Thank you.”

Emboldened by her gratitude, Theo felt more like his usual
confident self in the face of an attractive woman. “It would
have been a
shame to ruin your work. It’s exquisite.”

Maddie glimpsed up at the face of the electrician from under her
eyelashes. It appeared he had given up on his determination not to
acknowledge the presence of her art. “You are very kind, but this
one is far from finished. My model will be here later for another
sitting.”

Mentally digesting the fact that the owner of the succulent
thighs and pussy that covered the page before him was
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