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Exhibition

“Now, this one I love,” drawled the art critic, empty wine glass swaying precariously in hand. “It’s just so decadent, yet with an air of vulnerability. How did you find the model?”

“Oh, the usual way,” Mara answered, trying to maintain an air of mystery. She was in no mood to suck up to yet another pretentious art snob but knew it was part of the game. This particular painting was her pride and joy, the undoubted centerpiece of the exhibition. It depicted the male form at its most vulnerable, a thin and beautiful but undeniably masculine body laid out at an almost unnatural angle, as if broken on the rack. Her use of color and texture served to just shield the figure from any kind of recognition but also managed to highlight some key features - the shape of the hips, chest, and shoulders. A long cock was visible, caught somewhere between hardness and softness, robbed of its previous pride. The mouth open in an unmistakable post-coital O, slack-jawed and vacant. Lewd hints of some translucent droplets, spattering the torso like dew drops on a delicate flower. The word Slut written faintly across the chest. The techniques were subtle, but the image was not.

“Well, you must give me an interview sometime darling. Talk me through your process.”

Ah, the process, Mara thought. The process was the most interesting part.


The Interview

Mara lay on her mattress in the center of her art studio and bedroom, focusing on taking deep and controlled breaths. The morning light came in through the converted loft’s windows unevenly, kissing her skin where its rays landed on her. She allowed her mind to catalog the feeling of the warm sun on her foot, her thigh, her shoulder. This moment, this little moment just for her, was all about feeling these sensations. Acknowledging the experience of being in her body, enjoying it.

She took a deep breath as her hands slid across her slick stomach, rubbing the warm coconut oil into her skin in broad circles. She pressed down as she went, using her instinct rather than any kind of system or plan as she massaged herself. Her fingers explored naturally, moving from her tummy to her waist, her hips, her inner thighs. She was well-practiced at this, her twice-daily ritual.

Mara had last had sex a year ago, another disappointing fumble with a man who barely knew what he was doing but rushed headlong into it anyway. No matter how gently or persistently she explained it these men, even the enlightened, self-proclaimed feminist hipsters she usually ended up with, couldn’t help themselves. She would tell them she wanted them to take their time, to tease and slowly stimulate her, but they just couldn’t get it. They would prod and finger and bang away, trying to provide her with a perfunctory orgasm so they could get off guilt-free. So, she has more or less given up on men, instead satisfying herself with long and increasingly frequent edging sessions.

She was not, she told herself, a chronic masturbator. No, this was part of her tantric practice, a form of ancient massage with myriad health and psychological benefits. It helped Mara to relax and to build her sense of control, one she needed in her often-chaotic life. Sure, sometimes she allowed herself to come, slow shuddering waves of orgasm blasting all the tension from her body. Mostly, though, she just took herself to the edge repeatedly, learning to love and appreciate her body while glorying in her own powers of self-control.

Mara moved her hands to her chest, circling her nipples for a moment before beginning to massage her large, soft breasts. She cleared her mind of everything but the sensation, feeling her breath and her heartbeat. Her nimble artist’s fingers moved back down to her vulva, stroking the labia before moving on to lightly tease her clit.

She didn’t miss men, finding more pleasure in exploring her own sexuality than they had ever given her. She did miss having someone to share that sexuality with, though. Someone that she could tease and pleasure, someone to hold her as she came. It was a vague notion though, and not one that she had time to pursue between her teaching and her art. She didn’t need the distraction.

A distraction is what she got though. Just as she was bringing herself to the crest of her first wonderful wave, a loud and sudden buzz shattered her reverie.

Shit, fuck, goddammit, she thought, her sense of sensual serenity completely gone. It was one thing to deny yourself an orgasm after a long, luxurious session of self-love, but being rudely interrupted mid-flow was infuriating. She suddenly realized the time: 11AM. She had told her prospective new life model to come sometime after 11, but who had ever heard of a punctual art student?

Slipping on a loose summer dress she moved quickly to silence the shrieking of the intercom, buzzing in the interloper before grabbing her futon and moving it to the side of the room. Mara had given up her separate studio space a few months ago, turning her apartment into her teaching and painting space. It made sense financially, and she loved being close to her work, but it didn’t look neat or professional.

Mara answered the door barefoot, frustrated, and disheveled, to the most beautiful man she had ever seen. Shoulder-length hair framed his angular, almost feminine face. His tightly muscled arms were visible in a too-loose tank top which seemed to drown him out and make him look smaller than his 6ft height. He peered at her nervously from under long lashes with wide, open eyes.

“I’m Luke. I’m here for the interview, for the ehem, modeling job.”

Jess’s sense of frustration hadn’t abated, but it had been fortified with some other drive, something buried deep beneath the surface.

“Come in.”

***

“So, are you experienced?”

“Wh-what?”

“As a model, are you experienced?” Mara asked him again, a hint of annoyance creeping into her voice. She already knew that she was going to give him the job, with his striking looks counting for much more than competence. Even so, she would prefer it if he knew what he was doing.

“A little. We all model for each other at the art school. Never, ehm, naked, though.” He spoke quietly and hesitantly, the nerves palpable. Mara rather enjoyed it. Making people uncomfortable was her favorite little vice, and he was clearly going to make it incredibly easy.

“And do you feel comfortable getting naked in front of people?”

“Yes. Well, no. I mean,” he took a beat to compose himself, no doubt knowing just how flustered he looked already. “To be honest, I don’t know.”

His honesty was refreshing, endearing even, although Mara had specified in her advert that she was looking for a life-drawing model who was comfortable bearing all. She probably should have asked this during their brief email exchange.

“Fair enough. Are you willing to do it?”

“Yes, definitely,” he said, too quickly. She needed a model as soon as possible, and he clearly needed money. A match made in heaven.

Moving like a shark, Mara circled around the chair he was sitting in. She needed a model for the class she would run in two days and didn’t have many other options at this late stage. Still, she needed to know he could hack it, or at least that he would turn up. There was no harm and more than a little fun to be had by putting him through his paces.

“OK. There are only three things I need from you. First, show up on time,” Mara patted him on the shoulder, causing him to jump slightly. “I already know you can do that. Second, you need to be able to hold the poses for up to 30-minutes. That’s not too difficult, but it’s very important. Third, I need to know that you are going to go through with it. That you will get naked on the day, in front of strangers.”

“I can do it,” Luke replied.

“Show me.”

“The poses?”

“And your body.”

There was a long pause before he replied. “Really?”

“Yes.”

“Now?”

“No time like the present.”

Luke took a deep breath and started to remove his battered cheap, battered shoes. Mara could tell that he had never done this, or anything like this, before. She felt bad for him, knowing that this work wasn’t for everyone. At the same time, she needed a model that she could trust. More than that, she was enjoying her position of power.

He slipped off his top quickly, revealing a surprisingly fit body underneath. He looked like an archetypal starving artist, but underneath his clothes he was muscular without being bulky, perhaps a keen yoga practitioner or rock climber. His hairless torso was smooth, pale and unblemished like a brand-new canvas. He paused with his hands on his belt, shivering slightly despite the midsummer warmth.

“Listen, I need to know you can do this. I know it might not feel comfortable at first, but if you are going to do this in front of a room full of people then you are going to have to start feeling comfortable with it soon.”

Luke nodded, but kept his eyes downcast. She could have turfed him out there and then, but something about him intrigued her, like a special book on a bookshelf that just begged to be opened and read. Mara was an artist, a woman of passion and compulsion who had made the conscious choice to always follow her instincts. She sighed, and then whipped off her dress in one smooth motion.

“There,” she said, staring back at his gorgeous, gawking face, “now I’m naked, so you have nothing to be nervous about.”

Mara hid her smirk while Luke struggled to muster a response, trying to maintain her sense of professional control. She had worked as a nude model plenty in her younger years, and while it had been a long time since anyone had seen her unclothed, she still felt completely comfortable. Her appearance might have changed and developed as she approached her forties, but she still loved every inch of her soft, curvy body.

“It would be rude not to get naked now, but it still isn’t too late to change your mind.”

“No, sorry, I’ll um…” Luke’s voice trailed off as he got to his task, undoing his belt and peeling off his jeans inelegantly. Mara sat down on a nearby stool, crossing one leg over the other and looking him over with an appraising eye. He hesitated for one moment more when it came time to remove his boxer shorts, but an expectant raise of her eyebrow gave him the encouragement he needed.

Luke had absolutely nothing to be ashamed of, his cock long and well-proportioned like the rest of his body. A lot of men his age would have had a smirk on their face right now, enjoying even the passive attention of a beautiful older woman or covering their nervousness with bravado. He looked demure though, looking down at her feet rather than her face, unable to meet her eyes.

It was that look that send a jolt of arousal through Mara’s body, his demeanor having as much of an effect as the sight of his body.

“Good, well done,” she said, toeing the line between encouraging and patronizing. “Now, can you hold a pose for me? Anything you like.”

Luke nodded and moved his body with surprising grace, striking a simple pose. Hips turned, foot up, one armed curved, like a Greek statue. Maybe he had some knack for this after all, seeming to understand what kind of angles and shapes the artists would want from him.

Mara stood and circled him a few times, admiring the view. He had chosen a good pose, but not an easy one to maintain. He would need her guidance and attention, but would get the job done. The women in the class would appreciate him too. She stood in front of him, stepping into his eyeline deliberately and gauging his expression. Despite his best effort she caught him looking down, not at her breasts but at her stomach, still slick with the oil of her interrupted massage.

“Keep your facial expression still, Luke,” she chided lightly, bringing a flush or red to his cheeks. “Most of my students are women and won’t take kindly to being ogled.”

“Sorry, I , um, I wasn’t staring. I just saw something shiny and –“

“Oh, here?” Mara asked innocently, running her fingers along her belly diagonally, starting at the top and finishing near her hip. “Ah, you interrupted me during my massage, that’s all.”

“Massage?” Luke asked, clearly fighting to resist the urge to crane his head around to find a boyfriend or husband.

“Yes, a little self-massage that I like to give myself. Would you like me to tell you about it?” Mara was suddenly overtaken by a powerful need to fuck with this beautiful, out of his depth boy. To shock and embarrass him. Maybe it was revenge for interrupting her, or maybe some hitherto unknown desire to tease, but all she knew was that she was suddenly having more fun than she had experienced for a long time.

“Um-“

“It’s a tantric massage, a yoni massage, it’s sometimes called. Have you heard of the sacral chakra?”

“Yes, from yoga.”

I knew it, thought Mara.

“Good, then you know what kind of massage I mean. That’s why I’ve got this oil on me. I like to really take my time, make an event out of it. I find it stimulating and relaxing. The best way to start the day, don’t you think?”

As Mara spoke she noticed the effect her words were having on Luke. Men were bad enough at hiding their thoughts at the best of time, but when they were naked it was impossible. They had a lie detector dangling between their legs, and Luke’s was giving him away right now. As the experienced teacher painted a mental picture for the aspiring artist his cock rose inexorably towards full mast. He said nothing, but his eyes told her everything.

“Oh dear. You need to avoid that sort of thing happening during the class Luke. You don’t want to get a reputation.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, face going fire truck red.

“You aren’t one of those perverts who just signs up for this to show himself off are you?” Mara let some mock disdain drip into her voice, keeping him off balance and beginning to circle him again.

“No! I’m not, I promise,” Luke babbled, turning his head to follow her as she moved around him.

“Good boy, I believe you,” she said, unsure where the phrase good boy had just come from. “But you just broke position by turning your head.”

Luke snapped back to his pose, obedient in his embarrassment.

“Switch position.”

He took an easier one this time, legs square with one arm propped up on his hips.

“The erection I can forgive, these things happen. But you must understand the importance of stillness and control to what we are doing here. In life-drawing we are attempting to capture a moment. One single, still moment. It is essential that you embody that moment for me, for all of us watching you,” Mara ran one finger down his arm, tracing from the tricep all the way down to the wrist and drawing a slight shiver in response. “That’s your gift for us. For me.”

Luke fought to maintain his position, but once again his cock said what he couldn’t. It twitched and bobbed enticingly as she teased him with her words, seeming to respond to Mara’s gently dominant tone.

“It’s your job, your only job really, to keep control of your body while you are in our presence on Saturday. You might try practicing the tantric approach, between now and then. I’ve found that it gives me excellent control over my more primal functions,” Mara was whispering close to his ear now, threatening to rub her naked body against his but maintaining an inch of distance. “If you do that, though, it is essential that you do not let yourself climax. You need to challenge yourself to stay right on that edge.”

Luke blinked but held still, beads of sweat forming on his forehead.

“One day, I might even show you how.”

He looked like that suggestion might break him completely.

“Will you try that for me? You can nod.”

He nodded.

“Do you promise?”

“I promise,” he said, his voice quiet but his vow believable.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Get dressed. I’ll see you on Saturday.”


The Class

Ding ding ding

The sound of the bell told Luke to move to his next position, providing new angles and lines for the dozen students arranged around him in a semicircle. The session was going well, better than he had expected in fact, as he confidently struck and held his poses without being distracted by the voice or sight of the group’s illustrious leader. After a short introduction from Mara they had run through a series of on and two-minute poses, allowing the students to warm up and practice their quick sketches in charcoal and pencil.

Ding ding ding

“One more pose and then we’ll stop for a little break.”

Mara had been at the forefront of his mind for the past few days, and how couldn’t she be? The memory of her beautiful body and commanding presence had made him worry constantly about his ability to control himself around her. So far he had managed to embody stillness, fixing his eyes to the middle distance and focusing his mind only on his own body, his own sensations. While the sound of her voice giving instructions to individual students in a hushed whisper occasionally threatened to intrude on him, Luke felt proud of his performance and relieved that he hadn’t come close to a repeat of his embarrassing erection from their interview.

“OK, let’s finish up there. We will have a five-minute break, and then our marvelous model will hold a 20-minute pose for us all. This is an excellent opportunity for you to try out your technique and inject a little vision into your work.”

Luke stretched himself out, feeling a sense of enjoyable looseness work its way into his muscles, before slipping on the robe Mara had provided him with. He took a large glug of water, knowing he would need to be hydrated for the next, more difficult part of the class. Mara had shown him to the bathroom upstairs in her duplex apartment/studio, and he decided to pay a quick visit before the class restarted. This was all going so well, and the last thing he wanted was the distraction of needing the toilet during his long pose. His primary goal was avoiding embarrassment, but he also felt a genuine desire not to disappoint Mara. To please her, somehow.

He decided not to follow that train of thought for now, lest it lead him to distraction. He could examine his strange feelings and indulge his increasingly depraved fantasies in the privacy of his own home later. For now, he had to focus.

***

Luke splashed some water on his face and gave himself a brief pep talk in the mirror. So, you’ve got a thing for the hot older teacher, who also happens to be your boss. So what? It’s cliché, it’s normal, it’s fine. Just focus and get through this.

He slipped out the door but stopped short when he saw Mara leaning against the wall, tapping her sandaled foot impatiently. The teacher, his psychic tormenter, looked stunning in her short and strappy summer dress. She was showing off plenty of skin already, obviously aiming for comfort in the summer heat, but Luke couldn’t help but picture her as he’d seen her on Wednesday. Her large, soft breasts, the dramatic curve of her hips. Her surprisingly strong and muscled thighs, her complete confidence even when bearing all. He envied that attitude, and perhaps feared it a little as well.

“Hey, hi,” he struggled not to stammer.

“Hey, hi to you to,” Mara stepped closer to him, a smile playing at the corner of her lips. “You’re doing great, by the way.”

“Thanks, I’m enjoying it.”

“Good, good. The next part is the hardest though, and the most important. Remember what I said about stillness and control? You need to embody a moment for your artists.”

“I will, for sure.”

“Did you take my advice?”

“What do you mean?” Luke played it off as innocently as he could but knew exactly what she meant. He had, in fact, taken her advice. As soon as he had gone to his dingy student dorms he had balanced his laptop on his chest and fallen into an online rabbit hole, first looking up tantric massage and then following that thread through to edging and orgasm control. Some of it read like nonsense but, nevertheless, the ideas had intrigued and aroused him.

“The massage, of course. It’s a wonderful way of learning about your body and improving your control. Remember, the body is the artist’s first instrument.”

“Yes.”

“Yes, you did take my advice? Did you practice it?” As Mara stared into his eyes, Luke knew that there was no point in lying to save his blushes. She would analyze and deconstruct, peeling back layer after layer of meaning like he was a prize piece in a new collection. He had played with himself frequently over the last few days, thinking of Mara each time, imagining that it was her authoritative voice telling him to stop before he reached the edge. Even as his fantasies had become filthier and kinkier, he had still managed to control himself like she had asked.

“Yes, I did.”

“Good boy,” Mara smiled, and then walked out of the bathroom and closed the door without looking back.

Luke felt shell-shocked, stunned. Hearing the words good boy from her lips did something to him. He wasn’t quite sure what had just happened, what was going to happen, but he knew that the next half hour was about to get much more difficult for him.

***

“Our model will hold the final pose for 25 minutes. This will allow you time to capture the subtlety of the form properly and imbue it with some kind of meaning. The difference between a piece of art and a mere visual depiction is that your art should tell a story. Embody a moment. You take the still form and create a character, a journey.”

Many artists supplemented their uneven income by teaching classes, but not all excelled at it. Mara, or Mrs. Vandermeer as many of the students called her, spoke with firm authority that seemed to impress her students. Certainly, it impressed Luke.

“Our model will take a kneeling position, knees shoulder-width apart, hands behind back, spine straight,” Luke wordlessly responded, placing his knees on the soft padding she had provided. “Try to think about what this position might mean. Is this person defeated, begging on their knees? Perhaps even waiting to put their head on the executioner’s block? Then again, kneeling can have other meanings. Could it be someone in some position of supplication, giving worship to their God, or Goddess? Could it be a knight, a great warrior preparing to receive an honor from their queen? Someone might be on their knees, in front of their lover, for any number of reasons. Begging for forgiveness or… something else.”

Luke heard a snigger from one corner of the semi-circle but didn’t move his head to look for the source. Instead, he kept his eyes focused on an abstract print on the opposite wall, allowing his eyes to absentmindedly follow the pattern. He found that fixing his gaze on a single point helped maintain his position. If he could focus on the patterns and swirls then maybe he could tune out the thoughts and feelings that threatened to derail all his efforts so far. Thoughts of Mara, her sultry and authoritative voice recalling the memory of her circling him, bare but not vulnerable. Feelings of embarrassment at being naked in front of a room full of people, with worse embarrassment if his body betrayed any signs of arousal. Luke resolved not to think about where he was or how he got here, instead trying to drift into something like a meditative state.

She seemed to have other ideas, taking her high painter’s stool and planting it firmly in his eyeline, sitting back with one leg crossed coquettishly over the other. She caught his eye and smiled.

“OK everyone, let’s begin.”

Mara held his gaze as the sound of pencils, ink pens, and charcoal filled his ears. Any hope he had of ignoring her quickly disappeared as she began to tease him with an unmistakable sense of purpose. As the students settled into their task their teacher settled into hers, flirting with him like some film noir vamp.

She began by dangling her sandal off her foot, drawing his attention to her long, smooth legs. Her nails had been painted a matte black since the last time he saw her, drawing a sharp contrast to her pale skin. Had she painted them herself, scantily clad as she relaxed on the couch? Or had some lucky salon worker got to kneel in front of her, cleaning and rubbing her feet before adorning her pretty toes?

After a few minutes, which felt like hours to Luke, she dropped the shoe to the floor before stretching out like a cat with her feet directly in front of her. To any casual observer it would have looked like an innocent stretch, but given her introductory speech the symbolism was unmistakable. It positioned the bottom of her feet Luke’s kneeling eye line, seeming to say you’re beneath the lowest part of me. He felt the playful disrespect of the movement, and an even stranger a desire to pucker up his lips and kiss her dirty soles.

That thought, that dirty, strange, submissive thought, sparked something unwelcome and unhelpful in Luke - arousal. He tried desperately to let go of his thoughts, trying to float languidly on a placid lake of nothingness in his mind. When that failed he went in the other direction, thinking of anything and everything non-sexual that he could. That worked for a moment, helped by Mara taking a brief walk around the class to check in on everyone’s progress. Within a few minutes she was back though, grinning like the Chesire Cat. She crossed and uncrossed her legs, allowing him repeated glimpses of the red underwear at the top of her creamy thighs. Try as he might, Luke couldn’t stop himself from imagining how it would feel to be between those legs, nuzzling and kissing, pulling down her panties with his teeth to earn the taste of her. Slowly, inevitably, the physical manifestation of his fantasizing began to show.

No-one in the room mentioned it, but Luke felt the atmosphere change. The class of mostly women couldn’t have helped but notice his growing erection. Suddenly, he felt embarrassed in a way that he hadn’t felt all day, hadn’t felt maybe ever. Even worse, that feeling of embarrassment only seemed to deepen his arousal, trapping him in a delicious, maddening feedback loop. Mara clearly knew what she had done, blowing him one kiss from her plump red lips as his face showed a rosy blush of humiliation. She stretched once more, this time making a loan moaning sound that dripped of sexual ecstasy to him, even while setting off no alarms for anyone else. It placed a picture in his head, as clear as a photograph, of Mara writhing in the midst of a glorious orgasm.

The seconds turned to minutes as Luke kneeled there, hard cock jutting out lewdly between his legs. He felt defeated and embarrassed beyond belief, but never once considered breaking his pose. Somehow, he still felt the need to please Mara, despite the cruel game she was playing with him. His humiliation hadn’t blunted his desire not to disappoint her. To please and impress her. In fact, it had only served to heighten it.

When the class ended a few minutes later Luke was still in his position: face red, cock hard, his eyes still fixed on Mara. She dismissed the class without mentioning his predicament, and none of the students brought it up as they thanked him on the way out. What he did face, however, was a series of knowing smirks. He quickly scrambled into his robe but couldn’t do anything to hide the embarrassment etched on his face.

“I’m just going to lock up, Luke, then I’ll be back to deal with you.”


The Art of Control

That really could not have gone any better for Mara. Luke had been a wonderful model for her class, showing an instinctual ability to produce intriguing shapes with his gorgeous body while maintain an impressive sense of stillness. She had actually been concerned that he was going to be too professional, denying her the opportunity to tease and torment him in the way she had so enjoyed during their first meeting.

She needn’t have worried though. Once she had his undivided attention he had become clay in her hands. The feeling of power was delicious, intoxicating, living up to all the fantasies she had been indulging in for the last couple of days. Seeing his mind reel at her teasing words and then watching his body react to the flutter of her eyelashes and the sweep of her legs drove her to new heights of excitement. It felt like she was practicing some fresh form of art, finding her flow for the first time. Mara enjoyed the feeling of total erotic control she had over herself when she performed her daily tantric rituals, but the idea of having that power over someone else was becoming an obsession. She had to experience more. As she said goodbye to the last of her students and locked the door behind them, she resolved to do just that.

Luke sat wrapped in his robe on the stool in the center of the room, looking like he was waiting to be called in by a teacher for a thorough telling-off. Mara felt certain that he knew she had deliberately played him, teasing him until his very public and very embarrassing erection was an inevitability. Still, he must be worried that he was about to be dressed down for his involuntary response. She would start there, since she liked the idea of keeping him on the back foot, but had plans that went far beyond that.

Mara’s footsteps were deliberate and slow as she entered the room, like a big cat stalking her prey. She enjoyed the sight of Luke sitting half-dressed and vulnerable on a stool, framed like some kind of performance piece. The room was designed to maximize the natural light, with a beam of sunshine falling directly on her as they made eye contact. It highlighted the subtle mixture of light and dark colors in his long hair and seemed to bring out the sparkle in his eyes. The look of apprehension mixed with arousal on his face told her he was enjoying the view as well.

“So, how do you feel that went?” she asked, a wry smile playing at the corner of her mouth.

“Um, good, I think.”

“Mhhmhm. And did you enjoy it? You certainly looked like you were enjoying it.”

“Um, yeah, I’m sorry about that.”

“About what?”

“About the umm…” Luke clearly didn’t want to have to say it but Mara was content to let the pause hang in the air indefinitely, “erection.”

“Yes, well, I did warn you about that. These students aren’t here for your enjoyment, you are here for their education. Frankly, I’m a little concerned that I’ve accidentally invited a pervert into my studio.”

“No!” Luke was clearly on the verge of panicking, but tried to maintain some composure. “It’s not like that at all, I promise!”

“Then what is it like?”

“I’m sorry, it’s just that I couldn’t control myself when I was looking at you. It wasn’t deliberate.”

Mara affected a look of shock and disapproval. “Oh, so it’s my fault?”

“No, not at all!” he was scrambling for cover adorably, deliciously. “It’s just, you looked so beautiful, I couldn’t help it.”

“Hmm.” Mara took a moment to consider his words. “Well, while I don’t particularly enjoy being objectified, I know when to take a compliment. And I believe you, more or less. So here’s what I’m going to do. I’m going to give you the money, since you did a pretty good job otherwise. I’m also going to let you model for me again, if you would like that?”

Luke nodded enthusiastically, looking like he would gladly fall to his knees and kiss her feet in gratitude. Maybe later, Mara thought.

“But you have to promise me you’ll keep trying those self-control exercises, OK? I can give you more to practice if you like.” Mara was a genuine evangelist for tantric massage and orgasm control, but she was under no illusions that it would help prevent him from getting erections while a hot older woman deliberately teased him. Quite the opposite, in fact. But the idea of him sitting at home, touching himself at her direction, thinking constantly of her, turned Mara on in a way she had never considered possible before.

“I promise.”

“Good boy,” the way Luke started to visibly melt at those words told Mara that he was ready for the next step in her plan. She prepared herself to become a cliché, reminding herself that the classics were the classics for a reason. “But I think that, in addition to your homework, you might benefit from a little punishment. Something that will remind you to focus, and to treat us all with respect. Would you like that?”

Mara’s plan, her desires and her pleasure, all hinged on his reaction. He would be well within his rights to walk out. Luke paused for only a moment before answering in a quiet but clear whisper.

“Yes, please.”

“Stand up.”

She stepped in close, undoing the loose fitting robe to unveil his naked form underneath. His body was tight and lean, the skin clear and unblemished, like a marble statue. His cock showed signs of life and warmth though, springing straight out in response to her proximity. Mara wrapped her fingers around it for a moment and felt Luke shiver, enjoying the warm throbbing sensation in her hand. With her other hand she guided his face down to hers, gripping his hair possessively as she kissed him. His tongue was hesitant, yielding softly to Mara’s aggressive kiss. She quickly released him, drawing a groan of frustration. There would be time for kisses and pleasurable stroking soon, but for now she wanted to make him her plaything. Not her lover.

Mara made her way over to her couch in the corner of the room, enjoying the fact that Luke stood naked and still where she had left him, awaiting instruction. His natural submissiveness was like an aphrodisiac, perfectly complementing and heightening her newfound desire to tease and dominate. She didn’t know where this dynamic had come from, but he seemed to be made for it.

“Come,” she said, patting her lap as she sat down. She allowed her short dress to ride up, revealing the creamy skin of her thighs. Luke made his way to stand in front of her but paused for a moment, unsure what exactly she was asking him to do. “A little spanking is in order. Get over my knee.”

He draped his long body over her lap awkwardly, this not being a position either of them had found themselves in before. However, after a little rearrangement, Mara had him exactly where she wanted. She used her left hand to push his torso and face down into the soft couch, raising his feet off of the ground and making his round butt a perfect target across her lap. Squeezing her legs together, she trapped his erection in between her thighs but left his testicles exposed and enticingly vulnerable. She traced his balls and buttocks with her right hand while drawing a fingernail lightly down his bare back with her left. Luke shivered and throbbed in response to the sensations, his body becoming a well-tuned instrument in her hands.

“Are you ready for your punishment?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, Ms.,” she corrected.

“Yes, Ms.”

Slap. The first spank was fast but light, drawing a jolt of surprise rather than pain. Mara followed it up with some light taps, warming up his skin to avoid excessive bruising. “I want you to count them for me, OK?”

“OK, Mrs.,” Luke replied, his voice muffled as he kept his red face buried in the pillow.

One. Mara’s hand came down hard on his right cheek. She squeezed and rubbed it for a moment, causing Luke to moan.

Two. She struck the same side of his ass. He grunted in pain but then counted out the number, dutifully.

Three. A rosy color was starting to bloom on this pale skin. Mara had the sudden urge to bite him, but resisted it. Instead, she started to lightly stroke and scratch his back. Luke responded with a moan, gently writhing and thrusting.

Four. She spanked his left cheek now, but it didn’t arrest Luke’s mindless thrusting. With his hard cock caught firmly between her thighs he was effectively fucking her legs, his sex-addled mind seeking out the sensations necessary to get himself off. Mara enjoyed the feeling of him wriggling about in her lap, and the fact that he had been driven to pathetically grind on her legs was deliciously depraved. She knew, though, that she had to let this happen on her terms.

Flick. She caught him by surprise, foregoing the expected spank and instead flicking firmly at his full, exposed balls. Luke yelped in pain and stopped thrusting but made no effort to get up.

“What do you think you are doing, you horny little slut?”

“I, um,” Luke was shocked, caught red-handed following his body’s primal instinct while his mind had taken a leave of absence.

“Were you humping my leg? Pathetic.”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to…” he trailed off, sounding for a moment like he was about to cry. Mara worried for a moment that she had pushed a little hard. She wanted to play with her new toy, not break it.

“Shh, it’s OK,” she cooed, stroking his back gently. “I don’t mind, I just think it would have been polite to ask first. Now, would you like to fuck my legs?”

Luke nodded in response.

“I want to hear you say it.”

“Please, may I fuck your legs Ms.?”

“You may. But I want you to stop before you come. If you orgasm without my permission then you’ll never be welcome back here again, understood?”

“I understand.”

“Good boy,” once again Mara felt him shiver and writhe at her words. God, he is so easy.

She started spanking him constantly, alternating her target until his entire ass was flushed from the strikes. Mara could feel a slick, wet sensation on her skin as his precum started to lubricate her legs. Meanwhile, Luke throbbed and moaned as he rubbed himself against her, seeming to lose all sense of shame. Soon her panties became wet as her arousal grew to match his, as turned on by the feeling of power as he was by his feeling of powerlessness. His thrusts became faster and faster, and it was clear that he was nearing a humiliating climax.

“Slow down,” Mara advised. He did, but it pulled him back from the brink only momentarily.

“I’m so close,” he whispered weakly. Mara squeezed her legs together, holding his cock tight while her hand gripped his balls tightly. He went immediately still, understanding her directions without being told.

“Breathe deeply, control your body,” she said, wondering if he would be able to stay balanced on the edge like this. His entire body felt tight and as hard as steel, and Mara knew that one movement or word could push him into an embarrassing and unsatisfying climax. Part of her wanted to do it, to see the look of adorable humiliation on his face, but she was enjoying herself too much to risk ending it all now.

After a still and silent moment the danger passed, Luke’s body relaxing into her lap. Mara was impressed by his self-control. It would have been so easy for him to come, but he had put immense mental and physical effort into holding back. Holding back for her.

“I’m proud of you,” Mara was aware of how strange a phrase that was in this situation as soon as it came out of her mouth, but it was true. “Now, if you would like, you can leave now. Take your money, go home and do… whatever you would like. I’ll phone you in a week or so to arrange another modeling session. Or you can help me out before you go?”

“Help you out?”

“Yes, help me out with something I’ve been wanting to practice for a while. As a thank you for your punishment, or as a favor to a fellow artist.”

“I would love to help you.”

“Good boy. Now, lie down on the floor.”

***

Mara laid Luke down on the cold floor while she gathered up some supplies. If he was uncomfortable he didn’t show it, seemingly glad to be of whatever kind of service she required. She lit several candles around the room, replacing the smell of paint with the smell of lavender, and popped a small pillow under his head for his comfort. Almond oil was the only necessary ingredient for what she had planned, but she also gathered up a paintbrush and a charcoal pencil on a whim. Mara also brought a long soft rope, although she would leave it up to Luke whether she would use that.

“I’ve told you all about my interest in edging, or tantric massage as I prefer to think of it. I’m pleased that you gave it a shot, and hope you’re coming to understand the benefits,” Luke nodded in affirmation, so she continued. “What I would like to do is to practice my technique on someone else. I want to learn to read your body like I can read my own. Would you like to help me with that?”

“Yes please, Mrs.”

“Good. Now, what I need from you is to be very still and very quiet while I practice this. If you push my hands away or tell me to stop then it will kind of ruin the effect. I need to bring you to the edge on my own. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Will you be able to stop yourself from moving around too much? Or would you like me to tie your hands?”

Luke paused for only a moment. “Tie me up, please.”

Mara wrapped the long rope around his hands and body several times, fixing his wrists to his hips. She had tied up partners in the past, a long time ago, but the technique came back to her quickly. After checking that he was comfortable she stood over him, with a foot on either side of his body. Looking down, she was struck by just how perfect this scene was - a strong, beautiful man allowing himself to be completely vulnerable in her hands. She wanted to exert her power over him in every single way. To give him pleasure and then take it away. To worship him then humiliate him. To tease him and then drive him over the edge. A thousand delicious ideas flowed through her mind, but one stuck.

“If you don’t think you’ll be able to keep quiet I could put something in your mouth?”

The hesitation was longer this time, but he nodded yes with wide and expectant eyes. His face brightened further as she slipped off her dress and removed the now sodden panties underneath. Mara had foregone her bra today, leaving her completely naked as she stood over her prone toy. She lay down on top of him, taking her balled-up panties up to his face. He inhaled her scent greedily and, without being asked, opened his mouth wide. What a needy little slut, Mara thought as she inserted the impromptu gag.

“Grunt three times if you really, really need me to stop. Like if you are getting sore or something. Otherwise, try to stay still, just like during the class.”

Luke grunted once in affirmation, closing his eyes and falling into a pattern of slow and steady breathing. She spread almond oil on her hands and on his body, rubbing his thighs and stomach in increasingly firm circles. After a few moments she moved on to his cock, spreading the oil up and down the shaft with both hands. Mara took her time to run through every technique she had read about over the last few days. She alternated hard and soft strokes, using one hand and then two. With one finger, she teasingly played with the head while firmly massaging the base with her thumbs. She massaged his balls and moved one finger underneath, stimulating the spot just above his asshole. The whole time she focused on feeling out his reactions, learning to read the throbbing of his cock, the tenor of his breathing, and the movement of his muscles.

Mara felt a tightening sensation in his balls and stopped, realizing that he was rapidly approaching an orgasm. She gently soothed and encouraged him, reminding him to breathe while stroking his legs and torso. Luke’s cock twitched, seeming to search out any source of friction or sensation with a mind of its own, but didn’t explode yet. After giving him a moment to come down to Earth, she moved her hands up to his hairless chest, massaging and circling his pecs before beginning to tease his nipples. She was gentle at first but drew muffled moans from him as she squeezed and pinched. She shushed him, fearing that the sexy submissive noises from him could cause her to lose her own sense of self-control as she imagined grinding herself against him and taking his cock inside her.

Mara used her paintbrush to tease and tickle him, causing him to squirm with pleasure and frustration. Luke remained as still and silent as he could, seeming to enjoy or at least accept his role as a passive canvas for her art. He was like a sculptor’s clay in her strong, experienced hands, ready to be shaped and molded. Mara wondered, as she brought him to the edge and back repeatedly, how far his submission would go. Would he be a doll for her to dress as she pleased? Would he worship her for hours while she worked at her drawing desk, using his mouth to please her greedy cunt?

Seeming to read her mind, Luke began to mumble the word please though her panties. It wasn’t the three grunts to tell her to stop, but clearly he had something to say. Mara was tempted to chide him for trying to speak, but she knew that this little game couldn’t go on forever. She pulled the gag out of his mouth and allowed him to speak.

“Please what?” she asked, almost innocently.

“Please let me do something for you.”

“This is something for me! I’m enjoying my opportunity to practice on you very much.”

“I know, but I want to help make you feel good. To thank you, for everything. I could lick you, or touch you? I could do it however you like,” he sounded genuine, and desperate.

“Hmm,” Mara pondered his suggestion. She was more turned on that she had ever been in her life and knew that she would have to come today. What she was less sure of was whether she was ready to give up an ounce of control, to trust her body to him. Lots of men had promised to make her feel good, but few had succeeded. “I’m not sure if you’re ready to give me the kind of treatment I’ve just given you. I could let you lick me though, while you stay down there.”

Luke nodded eagerly, adorably grateful for the opportunity to be used as her sex toy. Mara straddled his face, gripping his hair and looking down into his wide eyes as she brought her wet pussy close to his mouth.

“One warning though, I do tend to get pretty messy down there when I come. Will you be OK with that?”

Luke simply opened his mouth in response, his tongue reaching out to taste her. Mara settled herself down onto his face, initially scared to hurt him but quickly finding herself placing more and more weight down. He licked her with more skill and tenderness than she had expected, teasing her entrance before trying to find her swollen clit. She took the lead though, grinding backwards and forwards on his face, using his chin, tongue and nose for her own pleasure.

It had been a long time since Mara had felt anyone else’s touch on her intimate areas. The sensation was glorious and almost overwhelming, making her struggle not to rush towards her own quick climax. Luke’s constant, awe-filled eye contact was only driving her forward more. He looked like an eager fanatic worshipping at an altar, an image that made Mara feel like a sexy and powerful goddess. His eager and gentle submissiveness only heightened the decedent depravity for Mara. This beautiful man looked genuinely excited and honored to be used as a cum rag for her inflamed cunt, and she was only too happy to disgrace his gorgeous face.

Mara stood, causing him to crane his neck upwards in a desperate attempt to keep pleasuring her. His face glistened lewdly with her juices, but he seemed to wear it with pride. She placed a foot on his chest to guide him back into his prone position and then undid the rope tying his hands to his sides. Luke wiggled his fingers but remained lying where he was.

“I want you to touch yourself while I’m on your face, but you need to make sure you won’t come before I do. Before I say so. Can you do that for me?”

“I promise,” he said, in a voice so serious and solemn that it bordered on ridiculous.

“Good boy. Remember, everything you’ve learned and go slowly if you have to.”

Mara straddled him once again, this time reversing her position so that she was facing his feet. She propped herself up with her hands on his chest while he stroked himself, ever so slowly. Grinning, she lowered herself down onto his face. His tongue instantly got to work, licking excitedly at her lips while she played with his nipples. It felt wonderful, and she could happily have stayed there for hours watching him idly tease his long, shining cock. But Mara wanted more control, wanted to grind her exhilarating new sense of feminine power onto his handsome face. She reached back and pulled her buttocks apart gently, repositioning so that his nose was planted firmly on her asshole. Luke kept licking and stroking diligently even as she squeezed and sat back, cutting off his ability to breathe through his nose. She rocked back and forward like that for several long minutes, using his face like a dildo until she felt the sudden rush of an orgasm. She bucked and writhed on him, not bothering to hold back, deciding that she didn’t want to deny herself release for even a moment. More than that, she wanted to come again, and maybe again after that.

“Don’t stop licking, and don’t you dare come,” she commanded, feeling waves of pleasure rip through her. Luke showed good instincts, licking more gently as she came down from her high but not stopping entirely. Mara knew her body and felt certain that she could reach a second peak again quite quickly. Another benefit of her tantric practice.              

She took a moment to drink in the sight of Luke, slick with oil and sweat, slowly teasing and edging his cock at her command, for her pleasure. It was a beautiful tableau, but she couldn’t spend too long enjoying it. Her body screamed at her to keep going until she was satisfied. Self-control was for her toy to practice. Right now, she needed pleasure.

“Stick your tongue out and make it as rigid as you can. I’ll do the rest. Focus on keeping yourself as close to the edge as you can. I’ll tell you when you can come.”

Luke did as he was told, Mara instantly feeling his tongue enter her wet hole. She moistened her finger and reached down, finding her sensitive clit while rocking once more on her toy. Her other hand found her own nipple and she gloried in the sensory overload. As her juices started to soak him she found herself swiping backwards and forwards on his well-lubricated face. His tongue found its way onto her asshole and she settled there, enjoying a sensation she had never felt before. More than just the physical feeling, Mara was quickly overtaken by the rush of power and satisfaction. This gorgeous young stud could have anyone, but he feels honored to be licking my ass.

The thought pushed Mara over the edge of what she could only think of as a waterfall. As she came screaming she could feel the rush of liquid as all the pressure and tension left her body. Her pussy released a warm gush, and she found herself leaning back to make sure it landed square across Luke’s waiting face. Mara had only let a few men come on her face, many years ago, and had never particularly understood the appeal for them. She did now though, feeling a dominant joy at so filthily marking her territory.

Rather than recoil Luke accepted her humiliating gift readily, opening his mouth to catch her cum as if were some sacred liquid. He waited for a moment as his mouth filled up and then swallowed, before staring back at her hovering above him with a braindead grin. It was both the sexiest and most depraved thing Mara had ever seen.

“You little fucking slut,” she laughed, sitting back down on his face. She heard a half-laugh, half-moan coming from beneath her. “Come for me Luke, come for me.”

He did, responding almost instantly as if her words were a magic spell. Mara laughed as rope after rope of thick cum shot across his taught belly and chest, enjoying the vibrations from his deep moaning in between her legs. She could believe that he had refrained from climaxing for a few weeks rather than a few days, with a seemingly never-ending orgasm tearing through his body. His frenzied tugging slowed as he squeezed out every last drop, causing it to pool around his lower abdomen.

Mara stood up after a few moments, taking in the full view of her handiwork. He looked beautiful, a fragile Adonis framed perfectly in the afternoon sunlight. He also looked utterly pathetic, a broken boy-toy covered in his cum and hers, his face slick and used. Wrapped around her finger and trapped under her ass. It was an enjoyable duality, one that gave her a sudden flash of inspiration.

She picked up a nearby charcoal pencil and etched the word SLUT across his chest. He put up no resistance, seemingly in a complete post-coital brain fog.

“You’ve been a very, very good boy. Would you mind doing me one more favor?”

“Sure, anything.”

“Just lie there for me. Lie there still for a while.”

“OK, I can do that,” he murmured. “But why?”

“I want to paint you.”
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