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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.








