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Other Embarrassing Stories by Sonja Sable 


Aroused at her Art Class

Gabrielle settled onto her stool, arranging her charcoal pencils and sketchpad on her easel. The studio smelled of turpentine and chalk dust, the late afternoon sun filtering through tall windows to cast long shadows across the wooden floor. Around her, other students chatted quietly as they prepared their materials, but Gabrielle kept to herself, tucking a wayward strand of wavy dark hair behind her ear.

Professor Winters clapped her hands for attention. "Today's session will be two and a half hours with a break in the middle and shorter pauses in between poses. That should allow for two full hours of sketching. Our first model should be arriving any moment."

Gabrielle nodded absently, already mentally rehearsing the techniques she'd need to employ—proportion, negative space, the subtle play of light across skin tones. She'd improved since her first awkward attempts, though she still struggled with hands. Maybe today she would finally get them right.

When she’d mentioned the class to her housemate, Geoff, over breakfast, he’d teased her, warning her “not to get too excited” when the model stripped off. But by this point in her fine arts degree, life drawing had become just another technical exercise to Gabrielle—an important skill to master, but hardly a titillating experience. The last two models had both been in their seventies. The extra wrinkles added a degree of interest to the task, but beyond that it was actually quite an unremarkable endeavour. It was, after all, merely a matter of honing one’s skills.

She busied herself with adjusting her easel, concerned with getting the right angle, the optimal lighting. She was practically in her own world as she sharpened her pencils in preparation. When the studio door opened, Gabrielle glanced up automatically, more out of politeness than anything else, since she knew the models donated their time. It didn’t really matter to her who the model was.

Her pencil and sharpener clattered to the floor.

Adam.

It was Adam.

Adam, with his confident stride and easy smile. Adam, who had made her cheeks flush at that party last month when he'd leaned in close to hear her over the music. Adam, who had texted her twice since then, messages she'd read a dozen times but could never find the courage to reply to.

He wore a burgundy robe that hung to his knees, his dark hair slightly damp as if he'd showered not long ago. Gabrielle's heart hammered against her ribs. Surely he wouldn't recognise her, not after a month, not in this setting, not when she was just one face among many. She ducked her head, feigning intense fascination with her pencils.

Adam’s gaze swept the room as he entered—and then stopped, directly on her. A flash of surprise crossed his features, followed by something warmer, something more deliberate. The corner of his mouth quirked up in that half-smile she knew too well.

He did remember her.

"Everyone, this is Adam," Professor Winters said as she directed him towards the raised platform in the centre of the semicircle of easels. "He'll be our model for the first half of today’s class. After the break, he’ll be joined by a second subject for a joint pose. As always, please remember this is a professional environment…"

Professor Winters’ voice faded to background noise in Gabrielle's ears as blood rushed to her cheeks.

Adam was going to get naked. He was going to get naked in front of everyone—in front of her. And she was expected to somehow maintain professional detachment.

He moved with easy confidence to the platform, listening to the professor's instructions about the first pose—a simple seated position, twenty minutes.

Gabrielle couldn't breathe. Her heart pounded in her chest as Adam untied his robe, his eyes finding hers again. There was something in his gaze—a question, perhaps, or a challenge. He shrugged the robe from his shoulders, and Gabrielle's world narrowed to the smooth planes of his chest, the defined muscles of his abdomen, his strong thighs and—

Oh god.

The charcoal pencil in her hand snapped in two.

He folded the garment carefully, setting it aside before positioning himself on the wooden chair.

Gabrielle couldn't look directly at him. Or rather, she couldn't look at certain parts of him. Her gaze darted to his face, his shoulders, the wall behind him. Anywhere safe.

"Alright everyone," Professor Winters announced once Adam had adopted the first pose. “You may begin.”

Around her, pencils scratched against paper. Gabrielle forced herself to pick up a new pencil, her hand still unsteady. She started mechanically with his outline, the strong line of his shoulders, the angle of his jaw, trying not to look at him too closely, even as that was precisely the task she had been set.

Clinical, professional. You can do this.

But then Adam's eyes found hers again, holding her gaze with an intensity that made her stomach flip. The corner of his mouth twitched upward, just slightly—a private communication meant only for her.

Her pencil slipped, leaving a dark streak across the paper. Gabrielle hastily erased the mark, her cheeks burning. She forced herself to look at him properly now—as an artist should—but that was her mistake.

In the afternoon light, Adam was more than handsome; he was sublime. His body seemed carved from living marble, each muscle defined but not exaggerated, creating a landscape of valleys and ridges that caught the light in ways that made her fingers itch to trace them, not just with charcoal but with her actual touch.

She swallowed hard, focusing on the technical aspects. Proportions. Structure. Anatomy. Not the way his chest rose and fell with each breath, or how the light caressed the delicate hollow of his throat.

He commanded the room with his mere presence, and Gabrielle found herself unable to look away from him now that she had started. His thighs were powerful, tensed slightly in his seated position. His abdomen showed the subtle ripple of muscles that spoke of natural strength rather than obsessive gym routines. And between his legs…

She jerked her gaze upward, only to find his eyes waiting for hers. There was amusement there, and something else—something that made heat pool low in her belly. Gabrielle broke their eye contact, bending her head to her work, trying to focus. But her body was betraying her. She could already feel her nipples hardening against the cotton of her bra.

How could she be reacting this way? This was an art class, for heaven's sake. She'd drawn nude models before without batting an eye… But none of them had been Adam, with his knowing gaze and the lips that had once brushed her ear as he asked her if she wanted another drink.

She risked another glance. Adam had shifted slightly, his posture relaxed despite his nakedness. There wasn't a hint of embarrassment in his demeanour—if anything, he seemed to be enjoying himself, particularly when he caught her looking. His eyes held a silent conversation with hers, saying things that made her breath catch.

Gabrielle told herself she was being ridiculous. She was an art student. This was her discipline—observing the human form in its entirety, capturing every curve and line with objective precision. Yet she'd spent the last ten minutes sketching Adam's face, his shoulders, his chest, while deliberately avoiding the most fundamental aspect of the nude study.

It's just anatomy, she reasoned. Just like drawing an arm or a leg.

Her gaze flickered downward and away again, catching only the briefest impression. Her pulse quickened.

This is absurd. Just look. Just get it over with.

Taking a deep breath, Gabrielle forced her eyes to travel deliberately down his torso, past the defined muscles of his abdomen, along the narrow trail of dark hair that led downward. And then, with a determination that surprised even herself, she finally looked directly at what she had been trying to avoid since he’d dropped his robe.

She swallowed hard.

Adam was… substantial. More than substantial. And worse—or perhaps better, a treacherous part of her mind whispered—he wasn't entirely at rest. Whether from the warmth of the studio or something else entirely, there was a definite fullness there that suggested the possibility of more.

As if sensing her scrutiny, Adam shifted slightly in his pose. The movement was subtle, barely noticeable to anyone else, but it drew her attention to the way the muscles in his thighs tensed, which in turn made her acutely aware of what lay between them.

Her mouth went dry. The charcoal in her hand hovered uselessly above the paper.

"Remember to capture the interplay of light and shadow," Professor Winters' voice cut through her haze. "The human form is a landscape of contrasts."

A landscape indeed. Gabrielle forced herself to transfer what she was seeing to paper, her strokes hesitant at first, then more assured as she channelled her flustered energy into technique. But each glance between reference and paper required her to look at him again, and with each look, the heat in her cheeks spread lower, warming first her neck, then her chest, before settling as a persistent ache between her thighs.

When she caught his eye again, there was no mistaking the knowing in his gaze. The slight upturn of his lips told her he was entirely aware of her struggle—and he was enjoying it.

"Five more minutes with this pose," Professor Winters announced.

Gabrielle's sketch was coming along, technically proficient but somehow lacking the vitality of the subject himself. She frowned, frustrated with her work, and looked up once more to refine her rendering.

This time, Adam's eyes captured hers and held them. He didn't smile, didn't move, but something passed between them—a current, electric and undeniable. While maintaining perfect stillness for the rest of the class, he managed to convey volumes to her with just the intensity of his gaze.

I see you looking. I like it.

The charcoal trembled in her fingers. She dragged her eyes away from his and let her gaze fall again to that part of him that her artist's eye ought to have been studying entirely objectively. His impressive length rested weightily against his thigh. The sight of it sent a flutter to Gabrielle’s stomach that had nothing whatsoever to do with artistic appreciation.

She remembered that night at the party, how his breath had tickled her ear, how his hand had rested at the small of her back. "You know," he'd whispered, "I'd love to see what you look like when you're not surrounded by all these people." She'd blushed furiously, stammered something unintelligible, and practically fled to the bathroom. Later, she'd cursed her cowardice.

That night in her bed, she'd imagined what might have happened if she'd been braver. Her hand had slipped beneath her blankets as she pictured his body, trying to guess at what lay beneath his clothes. She'd done the same thing several nights since, creating a fantasy version of Adam that she thought might be close to reality.

But her imagination hadn't done him justice. Not even close.

Her breathing quickened as she allowed herself to truly look at him, to appreciate him not just as a subject to be rendered in charcoal, but as a man—the man who had featured in her most private thoughts. The embarrassment that had initially overwhelmed her was fading, replaced by something warmer, something more primal. The tingling between her thighs intensified, and Gabrielle shifted slightly on her stool, the friction sending a small shock of pleasure through her body.

"Time's up for this pose," Professor Winters announced. "Let's take a five-minute break before the next position."

Adam stood, stretching his arms above his head in a motion that rippled through every muscle of his torso. Gabrielle couldn't tear her eyes away. He reached for his robe, draping it casually over his shoulders as he stepped down from the platform. But he didn’t tie it.

And then he was walking towards her.

Gabrielle froze, pencil still in hand, her heart hammering so loudly she had the fleeting thought that her classmates might hear it. The other students were milling about, chatting, comparing sketches, or heading outside for a quick cigarette or bathroom break. No one seemed to notice Adam's trajectory except her.

"Gabrielle," he said, her name a caress on his lips. "I thought that was you."

She swallowed hard. "H-hi, Adam."

"May I see?" He gestured to her sketchpad.

Before she could respond, he moved behind her, standing so close she could feel the heat radiating from his body. His robe was still partially open at the front. Gabrielle's breath caught as he leaned forward, his chest nearly touching her back as he looked over her shoulder at her work.

"You've captured something interesting here," he murmured, his voice low, meant only for her. His breath tickled the sensitive skin of her neck. "Though I think you've been a bit… conservative in some areas." He reached past her, his bare forearm brushing against hers as he pointed to the lower portion of her sketch where she had rendered him with deliberate vagueness.

"I—I'm still working on proportions," she managed, acutely aware of his still partial-nakedness behind her, of the fact that if she were to lean back just slightly, her body would press against his. The knowledge made her dizzy.

"Hmm," he hummed, the sound vibrating through her. "I suppose I could hold a more… revealing pose for you, if that would help with your study."

Gabrielle's cheeks flamed, but she tried to remain calm. "I'm not sure that's necessary."

"No?" His voice dropped lower, becoming almost a whisper. "You seemed quite interested earlier."

She turned her head slightly, intending to deny it, but found his face much closer than she'd anticipated. Their eyes met, and the words died in her throat. This close, she could see the flecks of darker blue in his irises, the slight shadow of stubble along his jaw.

"I've been thinking about you since that party," he continued, his gaze dropping briefly to her lips. "You ran away before I could tell you how beautiful you are when you blush. Just like you're blushing now. It goes well with your lipstick."

Gabrielle felt trapped in the best possible way, caught between her easel and his body, between her embarrassment and her desire. She was painfully aware that they were in a classroom, that other students might look over at any moment, that this conversation was wildly inappropriate. And yet she couldn't bring herself to end it.

"You never answered my texts," he said, a hint of genuine curiosity in his voice.

"I… I didn't know what to say," she admitted.

His smile widened. "How about 'yes'?"

"Yes to what?"

"To whatever I asked." His eyes darkened. "To whatever I might ask now."

Professor Winters' voice cut through the moment. "Let's reconvene, everyone. Adam, if you could take the standing pose we discussed?"

He lingered a moment longer, his eyes holding a promise that made Gabrielle's stomach flip. Then he straightened, casually shrugging his robe closed before walking back to the platform. She released a breath she hadn't realised she was holding, her heart racing as if she'd just run a marathon.

For the next pose, Adam stood with his back partially to the class, his weight on one leg, one arm raised as if reaching for something. When he dropped the robe this time, Gabrielle didn't look away. She watched openly, her initial embarrassment transformed into something more complex—a heady mixture of artistic appreciation and raw desire.

He glanced over his shoulder, catching her eye as he settled into position. There was a slight adjustment to his stance, a subtle shift that seemed calculated to give her the best possible sidelong view. This time, she didn't shy away from drawing every part of him. Her charcoal moved with newfound confidence across the paper, capturing the strong lines of his back, the curve of his buttocks, the tension in his raised arm.

When he turned his head to look at her again, she met his gaze directly. Something had shifted between them—a silent acknowledgment, a mutual recognition of desire. His eyes darkened as they held hers, and Gabrielle felt a thrill run through her body.

"Remember to pay attention to the musculature," Professor Winters instructed, walking between the easels. "Notice how the weight distribution affects the entire form."

Gabrielle did notice—she noticed everything about him now. The way his calf tensed as it supported his weight. The subtle curve of his spine. The breadth of his shoulders tapering to a narrow waist. When Professor Winters moved past her easel with an approving nod, Gabrielle allowed her gaze to linger more boldly on Adam.

To her surprise, she saw a visible response to her attention. Though he maintained his pose perfectly, she could see the subtle change in his breathing, the slight tension that rippled across his shoulders. And when he shifted his weight minutely, she glimpsed the profile of his arousal, more pronounced than before.

Heat flooded her body. She had done that to him. Her gaze, her attention, had affected him physically. The realisation was intoxicating.

The remaining time passed in a haze of heightened awareness. Adam moved through three more poses, each seemingly designed to torment her. In one, he reclined, one arm behind his head, his body fully displayed. In another, he stood with his arms crossed, muscles defined, legs slightly apart. In each position, his eyes found hers at least once, communicating things that made her squirm on her stool.

By the final pose, Gabrielle's sketchbook was filled with the most evocative drawings she'd ever produced. There was a vitality to them, a tension captured in charcoal that spoke of more than just anatomical accuracy. Professor Winters paused longer at her easel this time, eyebrows raised in appreciation.

"Excellent work, Gabrielle. You've really captured the essence of the form today."

If only she knew.

"Five minutes remaining," Professor Winters announced. "Complete any final details you wish to include."

Gabrielle was adding the finishing touches to her sketch when she noticed Adam's gaze fixed on her again. This time, there was something deliberate in the way he looked at her—a silent message. His eyes flickered briefly to the door, then back to her, one eyebrow raised slightly in question.

Her heart raced. Was he suggesting what she thought he was?

"That's all for the first half," Professor Winters called out, clapping her hands. "We'll take a fifteen-minute break before continuing with our paired pose."

Subdued commotion broke out again, many students heading for the door. Conversations bubbled through the room as they discussed their work, compared sketches, or ran to get a quick coffee.

Gabrielle remained seated. Her legs felt too weak to stand. The intensity of what had just transpired between her and Adam had left her feeling both drained and electrified. She busied herself reorganising her charcoal pencils, stealing glances at Adam as he slipped his robe back on.

Professor Winters approached him, her expression serious. She spoke in low tones, occasionally gesturing with her hands. Adam nodded, listening intently. Whatever she was saying seemed to concern him.

Then, to Gabrielle's horror, both of them glanced in her direction.

She quickly looked down, pretending to clean charcoal dust from her fingers. Were they talking about her? Had Professor Winters noticed their silent exchange? The inappropriate tension between model and student?

Her stomach clenched as she heard footsteps approaching. She looked up to see both Adam and Professor Winters standing before her easel.

"Gabrielle," Professor Winters began, "we have a bit of a situation. Our second model has called in sick."

"Oh," Gabrielle managed, relief flooding through her. "That's… unfortunate."

"Yes, quite. But Adam here has an interesting suggestion." Professor Winters glanced at Adam, who was watching Gabrielle with that same intense gaze that had been undoing her all afternoon. "He tells me you've done modelling work before?"

Gabrielle's relief evaporated instantly. "I… what?"

"Adam mentioned that you have experience as a life model," Professor Winters continued. "Given our circumstances, I'd be grateful if you could step in for the paired pose. The department would compensate you, of course."

The world seemed to tilt sideways. Gabrielle's eyes darted to Adam, who maintained a perfectly innocent expression, save for the dangerous glint in his eyes.

"I haven't actually—" she began.

"She's being modest," Adam interrupted smoothly. "I've seen her work with the graduate programme. She has an excellent understanding of composition from both sides of the easel."

Gabrielle's mouth went dry. She'd never modelled in her life. Not even fully dressed, let alone… The very thought of disrobing in front of her classmates made her lightheaded.

"I don't think I—"

"It would really help us out," Professor Winters said. "The paired pose is an important component of today's lesson. Adam suggested you specifically because he said you two have worked together before?"

Adam's smile widened almost imperceptibly. "We have a certain… chemistry that translates well to artistic interpretation."

Gabrielle felt heat rising from her core to her cheeks. She could almost hear Adam's words from earlier echoing in her mind. How about 'yes'? To whatever I asked. To whatever I might ask now. The proposition hung in the air between them, far more intimate than Professor Winters could possibly know.

Gabrielle's gaze darted around the studio. Her classmates were returning from their break, settling back at their easels. These were people she sat with in theory classes, shared coffee with in the campus café, she counted some of them not just as classmates, but as friends. The thought of standing naked before them made her stomach clench with anxiety.

But then her eyes found Adam's again. The heat in his gaze called to something primal within her, something that had been building since the moment he'd walked into the room. That familiar warmth bloomed low in her belly, spreading outward in tendrils of desire that made her skin hypersensitive, made her aware again of friction of her bra against her nipples, the pressure of her thighs pressed together.

To be near him like that, both of them exposed… the thought sent a shock of electric anticipation through her body.

Adam's expression softened, though the intensity in his eyes remained. "I'll guide you through it," he said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to feel as much as hear. "You'd be doing me a personal favour too, not just your class."

Professor Winters looked between them, oblivious to the undercurrent. "It would be tremendously helpful, Gabrielle. The pose isn't particularly challenging—just a simple seated composition."

Gabrielle's pulse marched to a drumbeat, her breaths coming short and fast. Could she really do this? Strip down in front of everyone? But even as her mind raced with all the reasons to refuse, her body had already made its decision. The ache between her thighs, the quickening of her breath—they spoke a different language entirely.

"Alright," she heard herself say, the word slipping out almost of its own accord. "I'll do it."

The relief on Professor Winters' face was immediate. "Excellent! Thank you, Gabrielle. There's a robe waiting in the changing area. Adam can explain the pose while you prepare."

As the professor walked away, Adam's eyes locked with Gabrielle's, his smile no longer hiding the hunger behind it. "I'll be waiting," he murmured, his voice sending shivers down her spine.

On trembling legs, Gabrielle made her way to the small changing room adjacent to the studio. The door closed behind her with a soft click, leaving her alone with her racing thoughts and thundering heart. A simple burgundy robe—just like Adam’s—hung on a hook, clean and crisp, waiting for her.

She pressed her hands against her hot cheeks, trying to calm herself. What was she doing? This wasn't like her at all. She was the cautious one, the one who always thought things through, the one who never took risks. That was her to a fault. That was why she had never amassed the courage to reply to his texts. But now she had actually agreed to do this. There was no going back.

Her fingers trembled as she unbuttoned her blouse, the fabric sliding from her shoulders to reveal the simple beige bra beneath. She hesitated for a moment, then unhooked it, letting it fall away. The cool air of the changing room pebbled her nipples immediately. After kicking off her ballerina flats, she shimmied her jeans down her hips and legs until she stood in nothing but her cotton underwear. Those, too, she removed with a quick, decisive motion, afraid that she might lose her nerve if she hesitated.

Naked now, Gabrielle caught her reflection in the small mirror mounted on the wall. She turned, examining herself critically, running her fingers along the slight indentations where her underwear had pressed into her skin. Would those marks be noticeable?

As she slipped the robe over her shoulders, she realised with startling clarity that her concern wasn't really about whether those marks would be recreated on the page, or even what her classmates might think—it was solely about Adam's reaction to her body. The thought of him seeing those intimate traces on her body sent a conflicting wave of embarrassment and arousal through her.

Would he find her as captivating as she found him? Her lightly tanned skin bore none of the confident perfection of his. Her figure, slim with feminine curves, felt suddenly inadequate by comparison to an Adonis like Adam. And then there was—she glanced downwards—the slight stubble beginning to show again between her legs. It hadn't even crossed her mind until now. Why would it? How could she have known she'd be displaying herself so intimately today? And yet, as foolish as she knew her reaction was, that slight regrowth only served to compound her embarrassment.

Gabrielle cinched the robe tightly around her waist, her heart in her throat. She closed her eyes, taking several deep breaths. This wasn't like her at all. The shy girl who couldn't even text a boy back was now about to pose nude with him in front of an entire class.

A soft knock at the door made her jump.

"Gabrielle?" Adam's voice, low and intimate. "Are you ready?"

No, she wasn't ready. She would never be ready for this.

"Almost," she called back, her voice surprisingly steady despite the chaos inside her.

"Take your time," he said, and she could hear the smile in his voice. "But not too much time. I'm looking forward to this."

The simple statement sent heat coursing through her body once more, pooling between her thighs. She pressed them together, trying to quell the sensation.

With one final glance in the mirror—her flushed cheeks, her wide eyes, her hair slightly mussed from changing—Gabrielle opened the door.

Adam stood waiting, his own robe loosely tied, revealing a tantalising amount of his broad chest. His eyes travelled over her, taking in the tight grip she had on her robe's sash, the nervous way she bit her lower lip.

"You look beautiful," he said simply.

"I'm terrified," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Don't be," he said softly, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from her face. "I've got you."

Something in his tone—the gentle assurance, the quiet confidence—made Gabrielle's resistance melt away. Her shoulders relaxed slightly, and she found herself leaning into his touch.

"Come," he murmured, his hand finding the small of her back as he guided her toward the platform. "I'll talk you through everything."

As they approached, Professor Winters was arranging a cushioned stool in the centre of the platform. "Gabrielle, thank you so much again for stepping in. The pose is simple—just a natural seated position. And you’ll be holding that for the full session."

Adam leaned close to Gabrielle's ear. "Not quite as simple as she's making it sound," he whispered, his breath warm against her skin. With something like triumphalism creeping into his tone, he added, "You'll be sitting on my lap."

Gabrielle's eyes widened. "What?" she hissed back.

"It's a classic composition," Professor Winters continued, oblivious to Gabrielle's shock. "Adam will be seated on the stool, and you'll be positioned on his lap, with his arm around you. Very natural, very intimate. Perfect for studying the interplay between two figures."

Intimate. The word echoed in Gabrielle's mind. She hadn't anticipated this level of contact—their bodies pressed together, skin against skin. The Professor made it sound so clinical, so academic. It might be a simple pose from the perspective of the ability to hold it for an hour, but there would be nothing simple about it emotionally.

"I… I'm not sure I—" Gabrielle began, more to Adam than her professor.

"Trust me," Adam interrupted, his voice for her ears only. "This will be beautiful. You will be beautiful."

Their eyes met, and something in his gaze steadied her. Despite her racing heart, despite the voice in her head screaming that this was madness… she nodded.

"Good," Professor Winters said, stepping back. "I'll give you two a moment to find your positioning while the class prepares. Remember, we're looking for something natural but expressive."

As Winters moved away, Adam's hand remained at the small of Gabrielle's back, a warm, steady presence. "When you're ready," he murmured, "I'll sit first. Then you'll drop your robe and join me."

Gabrielle swallowed hard. "Everyone will see everything."

"Yes," he admitted, his eyes darkening. "They will. But don’t worry about that. They'll see you through an artist's eye. I'll see you differently."

The distinction sent a shiver through her body. "And how will you see me?"

His smile was slow, deliberate. "The way I've been seeing you in my mind’s eye since that night at the party."

Before she could respond, he stepped onto the platform and untied his robe. As it slipped from his shoulders, revealing again the magnificent sculpture of his body, Gabrielle felt her mouth go dry. He sat on the stool, his posture relaxed despite his nakedness.

And then it was her turn to disrobe.

Her fingers trembled on the sash of her robe as she stood before the entire class. Twenty pairs of eyes fixed on her—some curious, some indifferent, some with a hint of surprise at seeing their classmate in this new role. Her pulse hammered in her throat as she quickly scanned the faces before her. To her relief, most wore expressions of detachment, several students already adjusting their easels or selecting their charcoals without paying her much attention.

Though she couldn't help noticing that a few of her male classmates—boys she'd sat next to in lectures, borrowed pencils from, exchanged casual hellos with in hallways—were suddenly sitting up straighter, their gazes more attentive than she'd ever seen them during actual lessons.

"Whenever you're ready, Gabrielle," Professor Winters called gently.

Adam's eyes found hers, steady and reassuring. The heat in his gaze both intimidated and emboldened her. If she wanted what she'd been fantasising about since that party—his hands on her body, his lips against her skin—she would have to push past this moment of vulnerability.

With a deep breath, Gabrielle untied the sash. The robe loosened around her, still clinging to her shoulders. Another breath, and she let it slip down her arms, the soft fabric pooling at her feet. The studio air kissed her bare skin, raising goosebumps across her flesh.

The sound of shifting bodies and clearing throats filled the momentary silence. She resisted the urge to cover herself, forcing her arms to remain at her sides, fighting the instinct to hunch her shoulders or cross her legs. Instead, she lifted her chin slightly, channelling a confidence she didn't entirely feel.

She moved quickly towards Adam, seeking refuge in his proximity. Each step across the platform felt like an eternity, her awareness of her nakedness intensifying with every movement. The gentle sway of her breasts, the brush of air between her thighs—sensations she'd never been conscious of before now demanded her attention.

Adam's eyes darkened as she approached, traveling slowly down her body with unconcealed appreciation. The hunger in his gaze made her skin flush with a pleasurable heat despite her embarrassment. When she reached him, he extended his hand, guiding her.

"Trust me," he whispered, his voice a caress against her ear. "You're breathtaking."

His hands settled on her waist, steadying her as she lowered herself onto his lap. The contact of skin against skin sent a jolt through her system—his thighs firm beneath her buttocks, his chest warm against her back. She could feel every inch of him, including his unmistakable length pressing against her.

She gasped softly, the sound audible only to him.

"Sorry," he murmured, though he didn't sound sorry at all. "Now," he whispered, "lean back against me." His voice was a warm rumble against her ear as his arm encircled her waist.

Gabrielle complied, allowing herself to settle more deeply against him. As she did, Adam's arm shifted upward, his hand coming to rest just below her breast. Not quite cupping it, but close enough that the base of his palm brushed the soft underside. The contact, though seemingly innocent, sent electricity coursing through her body.

"Perfect," Professor Winters called from across the room. "Hold that pose, please. Class, observe how the two forms complement each other—the contrast between masculine and feminine lines."

Adam's other hand settled on her thigh, his palm warm against her skin. "Comfortable?" he murmured, his breath tickling her neck.

Comfortable was not the word. Exquisite torture might be more accurate. Every nerve ending in Gabrielle's body had come alive, hypersensitive to his touch. The slight pressure of his fingertips on her thigh, the gentle rise and fall of his chest against her back, the tantalising almost-touch beneath her breast—it was overwhelming.

"I—yes," she managed, though her voice trembled slightly.

The class began to sketch, pencils scratching against paper. Gabrielle tried to focus on something—anything—besides the points of contact between their bodies. But it was impossible. With each breath Adam took, his chest pressed more firmly against her back. With each slight adjustment of his posture, his manhood shifted beneath her, its substantial presence impossible to ignore.

Minutes stretched into what felt like hours. Gabrielle's nipples had hardened into stiff peaks, a response she prayed wasn't visible to the class but knew must be obvious to Adam at such close quarters. Worse still was the growing wetness between her legs, a warm slickness that made her increasingly aware of how exposed she was.

"You're doing wonderfully," Adam whispered, his lips so close to her ear that she could feel their movement. "You look beautiful."

His fingers on her thigh moved almost imperceptibly, tracing tiny arcs on her skin. The motion was so subtle that no one watching would notice, but to Gabrielle, it was electrifying. Each light touch sent a current straight to her core.

Meanwhile, his other hand had shifted just slightly, the tips of his fingers now definitely brushing the underside of her breast. Not quite enough to be called groping—he maintained the artistic integrity of the pose—but enough to make her breath catch.

"Remember to breathe," he murmured, and she realised that she had been holding her breath. She exhaled shakily, the movement causing her breast to lower slightly, bringing it into firmer contact with his waiting hand.

The room around them faded into a blur of indistinct sounds and shapes. All Gabrielle could focus on was Adam—his breath on her neck, his scent enveloping her, the heat of his body seeping into her like a forbidden embrace.

Time seemed to slow, each second stretching into eternity as they maintained their pose. Her awareness kept returning to that single point of contact where she sat directly on Adam's lap. His manhood, substantial even in repose, pressed against the curve of her buttock. She had been trying to ignore it, to pretend it wasn't there, but that was becoming increasingly difficult.

Because it wasn't just there anymore—it was… making itself known.

Gabrielle felt it first as a subtle shift, a slight firmness developing where before there had been softness. Then came an unmistakable twitch against her skin, followed by a gradual but definite swelling. Heat flooded her face as comprehension dawned—Adam was growing hard beneath her.

Her breath grew heavy. His fingers tightened almost imperceptibly on her thigh in response, a silent acknowledgment. She could feel his heartbeat quickening against her back, matching the frantic pace of her own.

Another twitch, stronger this time, and Adam's manhood was undeniably pressing more insistently against her. The realisation sent a molten wave of arousal through her core. Adam—beautiful, confident, perfect Adam—was becoming aroused because of her. Because of her body against his.

Her own wetness increased in response, a slick heat between her thighs that only served to remind her of how exposed she was. If she shifted even slightly, would the evidence of her arousal be visible to the class? The thought sent a conflicting wave of mortification and excitement through her.

"Stay still," Adam whispered, his voice a strained rumble against her ear. "Unless you want this to get much more obvious."

Gabrielle nodded minutely, though remaining motionless was becoming a sweet torture. Every instinct urged her to press back against him, to seek more of that delicious friction. Instead, she forced herself to breathe evenly, to maintain the pose.

"Twenty minutes remaining," Professor Winters announced, her voice seeming to come from another world entirely.

Twenty more minutes of this exquisite torture. Twenty more minutes of feeling Adam's arousal growing steadily more pronounced beneath her. Twenty more minutes before she could escape this publicly intimate moment—or before she could surrender to it more completely.

"You feel so good," Adam breathed against her neck, his words for her alone. "I knew you would."

The confession sent another pulse of desire through her. His hand on her thigh had begun to move in tiny, imperceptible readjustments, each one venturing a fraction higher than before. The movement was so subtle, so gradual, that from the perspective of the class, the pair remained a perfect, static composition—but Gabrielle felt every millimetre of his advance like fire on her skin.

His other hand, his touch growing bolder, had crept upward until his thumb rested just at the outer curve of her breast. The contact wasn't enough—not nearly enough—and Gabrielle found herself arching her back almost imperceptibly, seeking more.

And then it happened.

Adam shifted beneath her, a subtle movement that, to those watching, would have been mistaken for a simple repositioning. But for Gabrielle, there was nothing simple about it. She felt his length slip from beneath her buttock, slide directly between her cheeks, and nestle precisely between her legs. It had to have been intentional—the placement too perfect to be accidental.

Gabrielle bit her lip to stifle a gasp. Her body tensed, then melted as his hardness pressed against her most intimate place. She could feel him throbbing against her wetness. Adam's sharp intake of breath confirmed what she already knew—he could feel her arousal coating him, slick and hot.

"Gabrielle," he breathed, the word barely audible, a prayer against her skin.

She couldn't respond, couldn't form words. All she could do was focus on not moving, not giving away what was happening between them to the twenty pairs of eyes studying their forms. But inside, she was combusting, every nerve ending electrified by the press of his hardness against her core.

With each heartbeat, he seemed to grow firmer, longer, more insistent against her. The pressure sent waves of pleasure radiating outward, making her thighs tremble slightly. Adam's hands tightened their grip, steadying her, a silent reminder to maintain composure.

"Remember," Professor Winters called, moving around the room. "We're trying to capture the tension between the figures."

Tension. The word almost made Gabrielle laugh. If only the professor knew the true tension coiled between their bodies, the primal energy threatening to explode at any moment. This wasn't just artistic composition anymore—this was foreplay, conducted in full view of an oblivious audience.

Adam's lips brushed the shell of her ear, ostensibly part of the pose. "You're so wet," he whispered, his voice strained with restraint. "I can feel it. Feel you."

The words sent a fresh wave of heat through her body, and a new pulse of wetness that she now had confirmation he could feel. She shifted minutely, unable to help herself, and felt his length slide fractionally against her slickness.

His fingers dug into her thigh, a warning and a promise. "Be careful," he breathed. "Or I won't be able to control myself."

The thought of Adam losing control—of what might happen if he did—made Gabrielle's inner walls clench with want. She imagined him lifting her slightly, positioning her, then lowering her onto his full length right there on the platform, in front of everyone. The forbidden fantasy was so vivid she barely retained enough self-awareness to suppress a moan.

As the minutes ticked by, Adam's arousal continued to intensify beneath her. What had begun as a firm pressure had transformed into an unmistakable ridge of hardness, running perfectly along her most sensitive flesh. She could feel every inch of him now—fully erect, straining, his manhood no longer just pressing against her but aligned precisely with her opening, separated only by the thinnest barrier of restraint.

Gabrielle swallowed hard. The sensation was maddening—his shaft hot and hard against her slick folds, positioned so perfectly it seemed designed for her pleasure. With each breath she took, her body rose then lowered infinitesimally onto his length, creating the slightest friction that sent sparks dancing across her nerve endings.

"Ten minutes remaining," Professor Winters announced from somewhere distant.

Ten more minutes of this sweet agony. Gabrielle wasn't sure she could endure it without combusting. Adam's breathing had grown heavier against her neck, his control visibly fraying. His fingers on her thigh had inched higher, dangerously close to where his manhood pressed against her wetness from below.

"I can feel how much you want this," he whispered, his voice rough with desire.

Something snapped inside her then—a final thread of hesitation giving way to raw need. If he could be bold enough to position himself so intimately against her, if he could make those subtle shifts and adjustments without detection, then… perhaps she could too.

Gabrielle inhaled deeply, using the natural motion to drop her weight slightly, pressing down more firmly against his shaft. The increased pressure drew a sharp breath from Adam, his fingers digging into her flesh.

"Gabrielle," he warned, but there was no real admonishment in his tone—only a strained desperation that matched her own.

Emboldened, she exhaled and with it, rocked forward by the barest fraction. The movement was minimal—imperceptible to anyone watching—but the sensation was explosive. His hardness slid against her wetness, the friction sending a jolt of pleasure so intense she had to bite her lip to keep from gasping.

Behind her, Adam's entire body tensed. "What are you doing?" he breathed, his voice a mixture of warning and excitement.

Gabrielle didn't answer. Instead, she waited a moment, then used another breath to rock backward, dragging her slick heat along his length. She felt him twitch violently against her in response, his manhood jumping with need.

"Two can play this game," she whispered back, surprising herself with her boldness.

Adam's grip tightened on her thigh, not to stop her but to steady himself. "You have no idea what you're starting," he murmured, but made no move to halt her actions.

Emboldened by his response, Gabrielle continued her subtle movements—a gentle forward tilt with each inhale, a delicious backward slide with each exhale. To the casual observer, she was merely breathing deeply, perhaps maintaining her pose, trying to find comfort through deep breathing. But to her, she was gently caressing his length, kissing it with her hidden lips, the sensitive flesh between her thighs embracing him in the most intimate way possible save for actual penetration.

Each subtle movement sent shockwaves of pleasure through her core. The slick heat of her arousal coated him, making his hardness glide effortlessly against her. Her inner walls clenched with each pass, aching to be filled, to take him inside completely instead of just this forbidden external touch.

Adam's breathing grew ragged against her neck. "You're driving me insane," he whispered, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining control. His fingers on her thigh inched higher, until his thumb rested dangerously close to where his manhood pressed against her. The heat from his hand seemed to brand her skin.

Gabrielle continued her almost imperceptible rhythm, her body singing with tension. Each rick forward sent jolts of pleasure so intense she had to concentrate fiercely on keeping her expression neutral. Each backward motion dragged his length along her opening, the head of his manhood catching slightly on her entrance before sliding upward.

"Five minutes remaining," Professor Winters called, her voice cutting through Gabrielle's haze of arousal.

Five more minutes of this exquisite torture. Five more minutes before she would have to break this connection, this perfect alignment of their bodies. The thought spurred her to grow bolder, her movements becoming slightly more pronounced.

Adam seemed to sense her increasing abandon. "Careful," he warned, his lips brushing her ear. "They'll notice."

But his warning only excited her further. The risk, the possibility of discovery, added a forbidden thrill to each subtle rock of her hips. Her wetness increased, coating his length more thoroughly, making their secret dance slicker, hotter.

In spite of his words, Adam pressed upward slightly, his manhood throbbing against her, impossibly hard now, his head swollen and slick with her arousal.

The evidence of his own desire, of how much he wanted her, sent Gabrielle spiralling closer to the edge. She could feel pressure building low in her belly, a gathering tension that threatened to break with each subtle movement. The realisation shocked her—could she possible take this to its natural conclusion like this, secretly yet fully exposed before an audience, before her classmates?

"I can feel you trembling," Adam whispered, his voice thick with need. "Are you close?"

Unable to speak, Gabrielle gave the barest nod, imperceptible to anyone but him.

His thumb extended ever so slightly, finally making contact with her from the front. He began to move it in tiny circles, matching the rhythm of her subtle rocks, pressing against her thrumming bundle of nerves. "Let go," he encouraged, his breath hot against her neck. "No one will know.”

The moment shattered like glass. Adam's thumb pressed firmly against her most sensitive spot, his erection throbbing beneath her, and his voice—that voice—telling her, commanding her to surrender. It was too much. The tension that had been building inside her snapped, pleasure exploding outward from her core in violent waves. Her inner walls contracted rhythmically, pulsing with an intensity that stole her breath.

Gabrielle's thighs trembled against Adam's, her body vibrating with the force of her climax. She bit down hard on her lower lip, desperately fighting to maintain the pose, to keep her face composed even as ecstasy tore through her. Her eyes widened slightly, her pupils dilating as she stared straight ahead, seeing nothing.

A small, involuntary sound escaped her throat—a tiny, breathless moan that seemed deafening to her ears. Panic flashed through her pleasure-addled mind. She quickly disguised it with a cough, her hand flying to her mouth in a gesture that might have seemed natural to anyone watching.

"Water?" Professor Winters called from across the room, concern in her voice.

Gabrielle shook her head slightly, forcing a smile. "I'm fine," she managed, her voice tiny, but steadier than she had any right to expect.

Behind her, Adam's body was rigid with tension, his manhood pulsing insistently against her still-quivering flesh. "That was the most beautiful thing I've ever felt," he whispered, his voice strained with barely contained desire.

Gabrielle couldn't respond. She was still riding the aftershocks of her orgasm, each one sending smaller ripples of pleasure through her sensitised body. She could feel her wetness coating him now, undeniable evidence of what had just transpired between them.

"Two minutes remaining," Professor Winters announced.

Two more minutes to recover her composure, to slow her racing heart, to pretend she hadn't just experienced the most intense climax of her life while posing nude for an art class. Gabrielle took slow, deep breaths, willing her body to still its trembling.

Adam's hand on her thigh gave a gentle squeeze—reassurance, understanding, and something more. Something that felt like possession. "Stay after class," he murmured against her ear. "This isn't finished."

The promise in his words sent a fresh pulse of desire through her recovering body. She nodded minutely, unable to deny what they both knew—that this moment had irrevocably changed something between them.

"And time," Professor Winters called. "Excellent work, everyone. Adam, Gabrielle, you may relax now. Thank you again.”

Gabrielle remained frozen for a moment, suddenly contemplating the logistics of their situation. How could she possibly stand without revealing the evidence of what had just happened? Her thighs were slick with her arousal, and Adam's manhood was still rigid beneath her.

As if sensing her dilemma, Adam reached for the robe that lay pooled at his feet, sweeping it up with one fluid motion and draping it over Gabrielle's shoulders in a practiced gesture. Simultaneously, he wrapped his arm around her waist, using the movement to conceal his obvious arousal as he shifted her slightly to the side.

"Ready?" he whispered, his voice rough with barely contained desire.

Gabrielle nodded, grateful for his quick thinking. She clutched the robe tightly around herself, painfully aware of the slickness between her thighs. Adam stood smoothly, remaining close behind her to hide his erection as he retrieved his own robe and quickly wrapped it around himself.

"Excellent work, both of you," Professor Winters called as they stepped down from the platform. "The class produced some truly remarkable sketches today."

Adam nodded politely in acknowledgment, his hand never leaving the small of Gabrielle's back. "We'll just get changed," he said, his voice impressively steady given the circumstances.

They moved toward the changing room with measured steps, neither rushing nor lingering. Gabrielle could feel curious eyes following them, but no one seemed to suspect what had transpired between them. The moment the changing room door closed behind them, Adam turned the lock with a decisive click.

Their eyes met in the dim light, both of them breathing heavily. Adam reached for her, his intention clear as he moved to pull her into his arms, his lips seeking hers.

"Not yet," Gabrielle whispered, surprising herself with her boldness as she placed a hand on his chest, stopping him.

Adam paused, confusion flickering across his features. "What's wrong?"

"Nothing's wrong," she assured him, her voice steadier than she'd expected. "I just… I want to continue what we started out there."

His eyes darkened with understanding. "You mean—"

"I want to do it exactly the same," she confirmed, heat rising to her cheeks even as determination steeled her voice. "I want to imagine we're still out there now, in front of everyone."

A slow smile spread across Adam's face, appreciation and desire mingling in his expression. "You continue to surprise me, Gabrielle."

She moved past him, locating a wooden stool in the corner of the changing room. "Sit," she instructed, pushing it into position.

Adam complied without hesitation, watching her with hungry eyes as she untied her robe and let it fall to the floor. Standing naked before him again, she felt none of the embarrassment she'd experienced earlier—only power and a burning need.

After locking the door securely, she turned back to him. Adam had already discarded his own robe, his magnificent erection standing proudly, even more impressive now that she could look directly at it without pretence.

Gabrielle approached him slowly, savouring his gaze as it travelled over her body. When she reached him, she turned and lowered herself onto his lap, positioning herself exactly as before—her back to his chest, his manhood pressing horizontally between her folds. She settled against him, feeling his hardness nestle perfectly along her slick entrance, just as it had been moments before in the studio.

"Put your hands where they were," she instructed, her voice soft but commanding.

Adam's breath caught audibly. "Are you sure?"

"Yes," she whispered, leaning back into him. "Exactly where they were."

Unlike in the studio, there was no hesitation now, no need to be subtle or evasive. Adam's left hand moved directly to her breast, cupping its weight fully, his fingers immediately finding her nipple. His right hand slid between her thighs, no longer pretending to rest innocently on her leg but moving with purpose to the wet heat at her centre.

"Like this?" he asked, his voice rough as his fingers began to circle her throbbing clit.

Gabrielle gasped, arching into his touch. "Yes," she breathed. "Just like that."

His skilled fingers moved against her sensitive bud in deliberate strokes while his other hand kneaded her breast, rolling her nipple between his fingers. The dual sensations sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her body. Without the need for restraint or subtlety, she began to rock against him, grinding her wetness along the length of his shaft.

"I want you to imagine we're still out there," she whispered, closing her eyes. "All those people watching us. All those eyes on me… on us."

Adam groaned against her neck, his hips lifting to meet her movements. "They'd see how beautiful you are," he murmured, his lips tracing the shell of her ear. "How perfect. How wet you get for me."

His words sent a fresh surge of arousal through her. In her mind's eye, she could see her classmates, their expressions shifting from artistic detachment to shocked fascination as they realised what was happening before them. The forbidden fantasy made her movements more urgent, her hips rocking more insistently against his hardness.

"They'd see everything," Adam continued, his voice a seductive rumble as his fingers increased their pace against her clit. "How your body responds to mine. How desperately you want this."

Gabrielle moaned, the sound echoing in the small changing room. Her head fell back against his shoulder as pleasure built within her once more, even more intense than before now that they were free to express it fully.

"Would you like that?" he asked, his teeth grazing her earlobe. "Them watching as you come for me again?"

"Yes," she admitted, the confession sending a thrill through her. "I shouldn't, but I would."

His cock twitched beneath her at her words, sliding slickly between her folds. The head of his manhood brushed against her entrance with each rock of her hips, threatening to slip inside with each movement.

"I felt you come out there," he whispered against her neck, his fingers still working between her thighs. "I felt your body shaking, felt how wet you got. It was the most erotic moment of my life."

Gabrielle turned her head, capturing his lips with hers in a deep, hungry kiss. Their mouths met with an urgency that had been building since the moment he'd walked into the studio. His tongue slipped between her parted lips, tasting her, claiming her as his fingers continued their relentless rhythm against her sensitive flesh.

She moaned into his mouth, her hips never ceasing their movement against his hardness. The kiss was everything she'd imagined it would be—passionate, consuming, perfect. Her hand reached up to tangle in his hair, holding him close as their tongues danced together.

When they finally broke apart, both breathless, Gabrielle's eyes were dark with lust. "What were you thinking about out there?" she asked, her voice husky with need. "When everyone was watching us. What did you want to do to me?"

Adam's fingers slowed their pace, teasing her now as his other hand continued to caress her breast. "You were driving me wild," he confessed, his voice low and rough. "Every little movement, every subtle rock of your hips. Your teasing was too much." His teeth grazed her earlobe, drawing a gasp from her lips. "It took every ounce of willpower I had not to lift you up right there and then and drive myself into you in front of everyone."

The confession alone sent another bloom of heat through Gabrielle's body. She turned to him again, still rocking in his lap. Her lips brushed against his as she urgently whispered, "Do it now."

Adam's eyes darkened at her words. "Are you sure?"

In answer, Gabrielle shifted her position, lifting herself slightly and reaching between them to grasp his length. The feel of him in her hand—hot, hard, throbbing—made her breath catch. She positioned him at her entrance, the head of his manhood pressing against her slick opening.

"I'm sure," she breathed, her eyes locked with his.

He didn’t ask again. With one fluid motion, Adam gripped her hips and pulled her down onto him as he thrust upward. Gabrielle gasped as he filled her completely, stretching her, the sensation overwhelming in its intensity. Her hands clutched at his thighs, her nails digging into his skin as she adjusted to his size.

For a moment, they stayed perfectly still, joined completely, the sensation too exquisite to disturb with movement. Then Adam shifted, spreading his muscular legs apart and leaning back slightly. The repositioning left Gabrielle suspended above him, her body now supported entirely by his thick shaft inside her and his powerful hands gripping her buttocks.

"Oh fuck, Adam," she gasped, the new position driving him impossibly deeper.

“With pleasure,” he replied wryly. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her ass as he lifted her slightly, then guided her back down onto his length. The control had shifted—she was now completely at his mercy, balanced on nothing but his manhood and held steady by his strong hands.

"This is what I wanted to do to you out there," he growled, lifting her again and bringing her down more forcefully.

Gabrielle cried out as he established a rhythm, raising and lowering her onto his rigid shaft while simultaneously thrusting upward to meet each downward motion. Each impact sent jolts of pleasure radiating through her core. The changing room echoed with the unmistakable sounds of their coupling—the wet slap of flesh meeting flesh, their mingled gasps and moans, the creaking of the wooden stool beneath them.

"Can you imagine if they could see us now?" Adam's voice was strained with exertion as he controlled her movements. "If they could see you like this?"

The fantasy sent another rush of wetness coating his length. Gabrielle surrendered completely to his control, her head falling back as he quickened his pace. His hands guided her movements precisely, angling her so that his thick shaft hit exactly the right spot with each thrust.

"Adam," she moaned, her voice breaking. "I can't—it's too much—"

"You can take it," he insisted, his fingers digging deeper into her flesh as he lifted her almost completely off him before slamming her back down. "Just like this."

The wet sounds of their bodies meeting grew louder, more obscene. Gabrielle was beyond caring, beyond embarrassment. All that existed was this moment—his hands controlling her, his manhood filling her, the delicious friction building toward another explosive release.

"Everyone would see how beautiful you are," Adam continued, his words punctuated by the rhythmic slapping of their bodies. "How you were made for this—made for me."

His thrusts became more urgent, more powerful. Gabrielle's breasts bounced with each impact, her entire body jolting with the force of their coupling. The precarious balance—supported only by his stiff rod inside her and his hands guiding her—added an element of danger that heightened every sensation.

"Touch yourself," he commanded, his voice brooking no debate. "I want to feel you come around me."

Gabrielle obeyed without hesitation, her fingers finding her sensitive bud. The additional stimulation, combined with the relentless rhythm of his thrusts, sent her spiralling toward the edge almost instantaneously. Her inner walls clenched around his shaft, her body trembling on the precipice of release.

Adam slowed his pace suddenly, his grip on her hips tightening to hold her nearly still. She whimpered in protest, so close to the edge that the denial was almost painful.

"Wait," he commanded, his voice rough with restraint. "I need to know something first."

Gabrielle's eyes fluttered open, confusion mingling with desperate need on her flushed face. "Now?” she gasped. “You want to talk now?"

His lips curved into a smile that was equal parts tender and predatory. "Why didn't you ever respond to my texts?" His hips made a subtle, shallow thrust that sent a jolt through her sensitised body. "After that party. I waited for days."

The question caught her off guard. Here she was, naked on his lap, filled completely by him, teetering on the edge of climax—and he wanted to discuss her… communication habits?

"I—" she gasped as he made another deliberate, shallow thrust. "I was too shy."

"Too shy?" He punctuated the question with another controlled movement of his hips.

"Yes," she breathed. "Too unsure of myself. I didn't know what to say."

Adam's eyes darkened as he studied her face, his hands sliding up to her waist. "Well, you're not shy now, are you?" The question was punctuated by a deeper thrust that made her gasp.

"No," she admitted, her voice barely audible.

His pace began to build again, slowly, deliberately. "And it sure seems like you know what you want now, right?"

"Yes," she moaned, rocking against him with renewed urgency, her own fingers resuming their assistance.

"Say it again," he commanded, driving up into her with increasing force. "Tell me you know what you want."

"Yes," she repeated, louder this time, her inner walls beginning to pulse around him.

"Again," he growled, his rhythm becoming relentless, his manhood hitting that perfect spot inside her with each powerful thrust.

"Yes!" Gabrielle cried out as her orgasm finally crashed through her, her body convulsing around him. Wave after wave of pleasure radiated outward from where they were joined, her inner muscles clenching him in rhythmic pulses as she surrendered completely to the sensation.

Adam's control finally shattered. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt inside her, his own release following hers. She felt him throbbing within her, felt the hot rush of his seed filling her as his fingers dug into her flesh hard enough to leave marks.

For several long moments, they remained locked together, both trembling with the aftershocks of their shared climax. Gabrielle collapsed back against his chest, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. Adam brought his thighs closer together, allowing her to rest on them once more. His arms encircled her, holding her close as their heart rates finally slowed to match one another. Gabrielle felt limp with satisfaction, her body simultaneously exhausted and electrified.

With a deep breath, she summoned her remaining strength. She lifted herself slightly, feeling him slip out of her with a small, wet sound that would have embarrassed her an hour ago but now only sent a pleasant aftershock shooting through her. Their combined fluids followed, warm and viscous against her thighs.

Rather than moving away, Gabrielle turned to face him, straddling his lap again. His softening cock pressed warmly against her stomach, still slick with the evidence of their passion. She could feel more of his seed trickling from her, dripping onto him, onto the wooden stool beneath them, forming small puddles on the floor. The mess they'd made would need attention eventually, but that thought seemed distant and unimportant now.

Instead, she wrapped her arms around his neck and drew him into a kiss that was softer than before but no less meaningful. Her lips moved against his with languid satisfaction, exploring rather than demanding. When they finally broke apart, she rested her forehead against his, their breath mingling in the small space between them.

"That was…" she began, searching for words adequate to describe what had just happened.

"Unexpected?" Adam supplied, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on her back.

Gabrielle laughed softly. "That's one way of putting it."

He captured her lips again in a brief, tender kiss. "I've wanted you since that night at the party," he admitted. "But I never imagined it would happen like this."

"In an art class changing room after I posed nude with you in front of twenty classmates?" she asked, her voice tinged with wry amusement.

"After you came apart in my lap while surrounded by oblivious artists," he corrected, his eyes darkening at the memory. "That was the single hottest thing I've ever experienced."

Heat bloomed in her cheeks again, but it was different now—not the burning embarrassment of before, but a warm glow of satisfaction. "I still can't believe I did that."

"And I can't believe you suggested continuing it in here," Adam countered, his hands sliding to her hips. "You're full of surprises, Gabrielle."

She smiled, suddenly shy again despite their intimate position. "Good surprises, I hope."

"The best," he assured her, pressing another kiss to her lips.

They remained that way for several long moments, enjoying the quiet intimacy of their embrace. Gabrielle was acutely aware of every point of contact between them—his strong thighs beneath hers, his chest against her breasts, his hands on her skin. There was something profoundly different about this closeness compared to the dangerous tension of their public posing, compared to the intense passion of just moments before.

This embrace, she thought as she melted into it with a profound satisfaction, felt like… connection.
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