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         “No, I just thought you were horny,” he said as he looked into my eyes.

         I had lied. We were talking about how I’d stopped in front of his drawing a while ago, and I had said I was fascinated by his use of light.

         The point was that he'd gone way beyond a natural rendition. A young assistant teacher can easily be thrown off, and my voice was probably a bit too husky. Not only had he given the model a pair of erect, blood-filled nipples on her plump breasts, but he'd drawn an open and inviting sex as well, and portrayed her as if she was about to give herself what she needed. I thought that he'd given the woman my traits rather than the model's, but I kept it to myself, it was a sensitive issue. After all, it could be just my subconscious, wishfully thinking that he'd chosen to draw me rather than the gorgeous woman on the pedestal. But I could see that he'd given her my plumper chest, that her mouth and face had features more similar to my own curves than hers. And if he'd guessed that my sex was concealed by a more generous tuft of hair than the young model's, then he'd guessed correctly.

         Apart from these matters, that didn't have much to do with art, he was extremely gifted. And experienced. I'd seen his throbbing hard-on in his trousers when I stood next to me and pressed my hip against his shoulder. And he wasn't shy either, because he didn't draw back. Instead, he grabbed my hand and used it to point to the drawing as we discussed it as if he were checking my temperature.

         So now he had come up to my studio up in the attic of the school, and if he had found his release in the meantime, he was nonetheless erect and ready again. He wanted to know whether I was bisexual, but I told him that he still had a lot to learn as a painter before he could give his attention to this sort of thing. The truth was that it was him, rather than the picture or the model, that got my juices flowing. I felt somewhat naughty and self-centred as I asked him if he’d allowed himself to do some imagining and guessing, since he hadn’t painted the model the way she was sitting. He was silent for a second, but his eyes were not. “I paint what I have inside,” he said, “so I guess I’m not guessing?”

         His eyes didn't budge from my breasts. They weren't exactly visible through my tank top, but it was still low-cut enough to draw the attention of all these simple-minded guys. I pulled him close and kissed him warmly, and he slid a hand underneath my top to place it firmly on my lower back. I didn't take my time, I kneeled down right away and pulled out his cock. It was a thick, almost downcast proboscis, slightly wet on the tip, still soft, but blood-filled and large. He carried me over to the sofa, and his gorgeous rod soon became stiff and ready with just a few helpful strokes. The promising painter pushed his long cock inside me, letting it gently tear me apart with slow, dragging movements. He was panting and thrusting furiously, but he had excellent control and took notice of what I seemed to like best. I let him know that I needed slower, deeper movements from his cock, and he obeyed instantly.

         After a while, he flipped us over so that I was straddling him, and I received the most delightful kisses on the neck as his fingers teased and caressed my lustful areas around his shaft. Again I thought of a proboscis because it felt as if he was blowing and slurping inside my pussy down there. But he heard me. For long seconds he was almost still, waiting, pushing himself against my pubic mound. Since I was straddling him, we were so close and intimate that we both felt crazy rushes of pleasure in our bodies as we moved. Eventually, he began using his hands and thigh muscles to move again. I held him tight, both inside and outside, and felt his slightly wider tip carefully explore my innermost areas. When the delightful trembling waves of orgasm first broke through my body, they spread like rings in the water. He was also ready to lose it, and pushed inside me in quick, boyish thrusts, far beyond his consciousness. I'm sure my fingers could also feel our bodies quiver and shake as the waves washed over us and ebbed.

         Now, though I’m not qualified to give grades, I had to congratulate my outstanding student. “Well, in that case, I can continue to paint you,” he replied naughtily. “You can wait for me tomorrow.”
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