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    Life Model


    by Izzy French




    It had all been Shelly’s idea.




    ‘Go on, you can do it. Artist’s models just sit still, naked, showing off their assets, and you’ve plenty of those,’ she’d said. ‘How hard can it be? You’re an exhibitionist, after all. I’ve seen you up on that podium at Caesar’s on a Saturday night. A couple of vodkas and you’re down to your undies. Mind you, not sure how good you’ll be at keeping still for hours. Generally you writhe around like a pole dancer. But without a pole. Most of the men in the place have their eyes out on stalks.’




    And she was right. I am a bit of an exhibitionist. I got a thrill from it. And I’m always a little bit short of the cash required to keep me in the kind of underwear I was proud to have on show in Caesar’s. And there was an artistic streak in me too. Maybe I’d be able to trade some modelling for art lessons. So I answered the ad in the local paper. ‘Life Model required for professional artist’, it said. And that’s how I found myself in Mark’s draughty studio; dressed only in the silk kimono he’d thrown over the screen whilst I got undressed.




    ‘Can I keep my underwear on?’ I’d asked when I arrived, feeling a little nervous. Mark had taken me straight into a little office with a screen in the corner. We’d discussed terms. His payment was modest, but he’d agreed to throw in a few free lessons too.




    ‘I’m employing you to be a life model,’ he replied smiling. ‘Need you to be completely naked, I’m afraid. Is that a problem?’




    I shook my head.




    ‘I’ll see you in the main studio when you’re ready, just through that door. Take your time.’ His smile was friendly and warm. And very gorgeous indeed. I dived behind the screen. Folding my jeans and T-shirt, I placed them on a chair. Just my underwear to go. I hesitated. Just got to do it, I told myself. Too late to back out now. Once I’d removed my black lacy panties and bra I felt exposed, but sexy somehow. And the thought that my body would soon be immortalized in paint made me feel good. The kimono slid over my skin as I pulled it across my body and tied the belt. A loose bow, soon to be undone. I took a deep breath and stepped out from behind the screen.




    Mark was just my type. I wasn’t sure if that would make it easier to pose in front of him, or not. He was a fit, tanned, blond Brad Pitt look-alike. Well, at least I had someone good to look at whilst I sat still for hours watching him watch me. But I was a bit taken aback when I opened the door to a circle of expectant men and women standing behind easels, apparently waiting for me.




    ‘You don’t mind do you, Lisa?’ Mark had asked. ‘I usually allow my students in for an hour or so when I’ve got a life model sitting. They’ll all just do a quick sketch then they’ll be gone. I want them to get used to really looking at the human form in all its variety. To see what makes us what we are.’




    What could I say? They were only going to sketch me, after all. And I was proud of my voluptuous, firm body. Like everyone I’d got my less good bits, but we’re all human and generally I felt good showing it off. So I slid off my kimono and lay on the couch in the middle of the studio. Five pairs of eyes, two male and three female gazed at me appraisingly. Mark came over and positioned me carefully, laying me back on the couch, one slim ankle crossing the other. And he sketched quickly alongside his students, broad strokes criss-crossing his canvas, in charcoal I thought. Every so often he smudged his work with a finger. I wondered what body part he was re-creating, a nipple maybe, the shadow of a fold at my waist? He issued me with instructions every few minutes.




    ‘Could you move your arm a little, Lisa, place it across your abdomen?’




    I moved my arm and, grazing it over my stomach, I could feel my body heat rise. Warm air from a small fan heater licked across me. My nipples hardened. My breathing quickened. I had a sudden desire to touch myself, to allow my fingers to graze over my breasts, my thighs, my mound. To explore what Mark and the others were studying so intently. And the knowledge that Mark was issuing the orders made that need feel more urgent. I tried to focus on a corner of the room to distract myself, not to meet anyone’s gaze.




    After an hour, Mark dismissed the students.




    ‘Could you stay where you are a moment, Lisa? I’d like to capture you in paint.’ His voice was firm, strong, brooking no argument. I nodded my agreement. His gaze was intense, admiring. I enjoyed watching him explore every curve of my body, as if he was touching me, gently, sensually with his brushes. He painted with confidence. I watched his brush flicker over the canvas, the movement was hypnotic. He knew what he was doing. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the moment, becoming increasingly aroused. I had always enjoyed being looked at, but the setting was rarely so tranquil, quiet and erotically charged.




    ‘Lisa,’ I opened my eyes as I heard him whisper to me. He was resting on his knees next to me. ‘May I move you?’




    ‘Of course,’ I replied. He laid his canvas on the floor took my hands and gently helped me to a sitting position. His hands were surprisingly soft; his fingers long, and smudged with charcoal.




    He held my shoulders as he helped me sit up and positioned me carefully with my legs parted slightly, shoulders back, nipples proud and alert. His sensitive artist’s fingers ran enticingly over my breasts, and I shivered with relish under his touch.




    ‘Cold?’ he asked.




    ‘No, not cold,’ I replied, unsure about adding that I was merely aroused, but I saw from his smile that he understood. Moving back to the easel he took a brush in his right hand and applied some swift strokes to his canvas. I savoured the silence for a few minutes as he slowed down, added detail to his work. Again he dipped his brush into paint, but this time, instead of returning to his canvas he approached me. I was still, but alert when he touched the tip of my nipples with his brush, loaded with scarlet paint. The paint was cool as it touched my skin, which was now hot with desire. I gasped at the sensation and my nipples tightened and stood proud from my breasts, as if beseeching him to continue.




    ‘More,’ I whispered, but he laid down his brush. I felt disappointed. I wondered if that was it, was I to be dismissed now?




    But then he knelt in front of me. His eyes searched mine for consent. I nodded. He leant forwards and began to lick around my painted nipple, sucking gently then tracing his tongue all over my breast. My body tingled with pleasure. My thighs parted further and I leant back against the soft velvet pile of the couch. I was moist with desire. I resisted the desire to reach down and touch myself, to bring forward my, hopefully, inevitable climax.




    Feeling bold now, I pulled his head up and kissed his mouth, thrusting my tongue in deeply, exploring. He returned my kiss, for a moment, but then pulled away to devour my other breast with more intense fervour. I threw back my head, pushing my breast into his mouth, encouraging him to gorge himself on my heavy softness. My breasts had always been one of my most erogenous zones. His hands caressed them, taking their weight, and he covered them in tiny kisses, then nibbled, feasted, sucked. I was becoming frenzied with desire. The warm air blew across my exposed pussy. I felt it tingle and throb.




    ‘You’re beautiful,’ he said, raising his head to look at me.




    I needed to return the pleasure I was receiving. This was a contract between artist and model, after all. I had my side of the bargain to fulfil.




    ‘You too, but I want to see more,’ I pulled his shirt over his head and admired his strong, lithe body for a moment, before kissing his chest and gently taking his nipples between my teeth. It was his turn to throw back his head and his arousal was apparent through his soft linen trousers. He began to unbutton them. I stopped him.




    ‘Let me,’ I whispered and I undid the zip, pushing his trousers to the floor, then pulling down his shorts, allowing myself first to admire his hardness, to squeeze it gently with my fingers. I felt it lengthen and stiffen with every touch, which I was careful to keep feather light. Then I leant to take it into my mouth. He allowed me to caress him, to run my tongue down his length, along the ridges of his cock, slowly increasing my pressure and rhythm, until tiny pearls of desire oozed from the tip. Panting and groaning he pulled out of my mouth. I imagined he was close to coming, to losing control. And having seen him work I knew he was a man who liked to remain in control, though he painted with a flourish.




    ‘I haven’t finished with you yet,’ he whispered hoarsely. ‘Turn over.’




    He rotated my hips so I leant over the couch, my butt raised high. Unable to see him I felt the touch of a brush again, tiny circles being painted onto my firm rear. The cool wetness of the paint was echoed in the moistness between my legs. I was aching with desire and moved my hand down to feel my succulent, tight pussy. He was a confident artist and an accomplished lover.




    ‘No,’ he said his voice firm. ‘Don’t touch.’




    I pulled my hand away in surprise. But his insistence excited me more. He parted my legs further and I felt a brush draw long lines on my thighs, up towards my sex, the paint mingling with my juices and dripping to the floor. I glanced around. Mark had dropped the brush and was moving closer to me. I looked away.




    ‘Touch me,’ my voice was hoarse now. His cock was erect and he was caressing himself, a look of longing on his face.




    He knelt behind me and ran his fingers down my butt and between my thighs to the point of me that throbbed with wanting him. I pushed back to increase the sensation of his fingers exploring my pussy, wanting to feel his fingers inside me.




    ‘No,’ he said. ‘I set the pace.’




    But his desire was mounting too. I guessed his climax was close. He continued to caress himself, pulling his hand along his cock, his eyes closed. His fingers found my clit and he circled it slowly, then increasing his rhythm. I parted my thighs further, raised my butt. I wanted him inside me and, my hands free; I began caressing my breasts, feeling their firmness. His hand pulled away from me. Then I felt his tongue lick my juices, part my folds and push inside me. I gasped with pleasure when two fingers joined his tongue, opening me up, then reaching forward to my clit, massaging it gently until sparks of rapture shot through me, and desire threatened to overwhelm me. I was so close to coming and I wanted to be fucked. Hard.




    ‘Please, Mark,’ I pleaded. ‘I’m ready. Take me.’




    He reached for a condom pulling it over his throbbing erection, pushed me further over the couch and thrust into me, my folds easily giving way to his driving cock. I pushed back onto him. As soon as his fingertips touched my clit again I surrendered to the waves of pleasure which shuddered through me, my juices flowing over his hand. As I lost myself in my orgasm he thrust himself faster and deeper into me, his own climax intense, impaling, intensifying my gratification, sending more shudders through my body. Then we were both still. After a few moments we turned and rested, entwined together on the couch, kissing first gently, then deep and strong.
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