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    Avery waited impatiently by the wall of mailboxes in the foyer of their apartment building. She was supposed to be getting a letter from The Spectacle, a local avant-garde gallery that most of the students from Blackstar Institute of Fine Art would kill to get into. To have your work displayed there meant that you were an elite artist in the eyes of the local art community. Her pulse quickened as the mailman entered.  He handed her the mail for herself and her roommate Kaleb. She ran up the steps to their apartment.  
 
    Kaleb looked up from his easel as the door opened. He rushed over to her with a goofy grin and hopeful eyes. 
 
    “Did it come?” he asked excitedly.  
 
    Avery waved the letter in the air while tossing all the other mail on the table. Kaleb bounced up and down as Avery tore open the letter and read it. Her shoulders dropped and a slight frown formed on her face. 
 
    “Oh no, Avery, I am so sorry,” Kaleb said, running his hand through his curly hair. 
 
    He truly was; he knew all too well how much a rejection letter could sting, but he also knew this wouldn’t get her down. That wasn’t who Avery was. She would double down and put even more time and effort into her paintings if that was even possible.  
 
    Both of their lives revolved around art. They’d met in their first year at BIFA, in a watercolor class. They became friends from that day on. When Kaleb needed to find a roommate after his friend Jaxson moved out six months ago, it only made sense to ask Avery to take his place. So far, everything had worked out nicely despite Avery being a neat freak and Kaleb being a slob.  
 
    They each had their own bedrooms and work areas, his being on the east wall facing three large windows. Kaleb’s work area, like his art, was chaotic--brushes and paints were strewn across every surface with no rhyme or reason to it all. Avery’s was on the adjacent wall with fewer windows but more daytime light. Everything there had a place, and everything was kept in its place, brushes in jars arranged by size, paints in storage boxes organized by type and color, and the most essential item in her art arsenal: a mini-fridge where she stored blood and other bodily fluids.  
 
    Yes, Avery literally put her own blood, sweat, and tears into her paintings. Her latest work was the one she had just received the letter about. Kaleb thought it was great. The piece was titled MisConception. It was a fetus in the womb with sharp little teeth, hooves, horns, a tiny erect penis, and a little devil's tail chewing on its umbilical cord. The piece was done primarily in blood. 
 
    She reread the letter hoping she had somehow misread. 
 
    Kaleb tried his best to be comforting. “It’s okay, like it says in the letter, it’s just not what they’re looking for at this time. Maybe give it a few months and resubmit.''  
 
    “No, I am fine.” Avery prided herself on always being cool, calm, and collected regardless of what she was really feeling. “I will just add it to the others.”  
 
    Across the room was a corkboard with twenty or more letters pinned to it. All artists know rejection is part of the life. Some can handle it and keep persisting, and others give up and find other avenues to be part of the artistic community. That's what happened with Kaleb's friend Jaxson. He was attending  BIFA’s school for the performing arts. He was really talented but decided to take a job as a co-curator at Spectacle, and really most people would have done the same. At least this way, he was part of the in-crowd even if it wasn’t for his work, and he could still do some performance work on the side in his free time. Not that he had much. 
 
    Kaleb continued trying to comfort her, but Avery didn’t need comfort; she needed to work. She got a fresh canvas and began sketching. Kaleb both envied and felt sorry for her.  
 
    They worked for a while in silence, both getting lost in their own imaginations and drive. The light was fading.  
 
    “Oh shit, we need to get ready,” Avery said. “We’re going to be late for our model sitting.” She started frantically cleaning up her work area. 
 
    Kaleb knew the letter must have really upset her because it was not like her to not be on top of her schedule. Half the time, when they had a shared job like today, he didn’t even bother to write it down, knowing she would take care of it. 
 
    “I will shower first,” he said.  
 
    “Let’s just shower together,” Avery suggested. “Otherwise, we may be late, and we need the money. Also, it isn’t professional.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said, taking his clothes off in the bathroom and leaving them on the floor.  
 
    He got the water started. They had never showered together, and, naturally, it was making him slightly nervous.  
 
    You are being ridiculous, he told himself. After all, they had seen each other naked countless times while doing sittings for body study classes.  
 
    Avery came into the bathroom, removed her clothes, and put hers and his in the hamper. She felt the water.  
 
    “Can we turn up the heat a little?” she asked, looking up at him.  
 
    Kaleb stared into those green eyes of hers. “Yeah, sure,” he said, turning the hot water faucet. 
 
    He stepped into the shower, and she followed. They began bathing, trying not to get their hair wet. There was no time for hair drying. 
 
    “How did you manage to get paint on your back?” she asked, smiling. “Let me clean you up.” 
 
    Her soapy hands on his back felt great and made other parts of his body feel great as well.  Kaleb didn’t think of Avery in that way, but touch was touch, and his body reacted.  
 
    “Do you want me to do yours?” he asked, hoping she would turn her back to him. He didn’t want her to see that he had a huge hardon.  
 
    She turned. Kaleb moved her long, light brown hair over her shoulder and washed her back. Her skin was so soft. He took a step back so as to not bump her with his dick. He quickly rinsed off while she was still turned away, stepped out, and wrapped a towel around his waist.  
 
    By the time she got out of the shower, he was dressed. She walked shamelessly naked to her room, as she often did, to get dressed.  
 
    Finally, they were ready to go. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Avery drove to the campus studio, where they would be body models. They were shown to a little room in the back where they could get undressed and were given robes to wear until the class began. For this class, they were made to sit on wooden stools, four feet apart from each other, with legs crossed at the ankles and hands on laps. The instructor tilted their heads and positioned Avery’s hair to be aesthetically pleasing.  
 
    Sitting perfectly still is more challenging than it seems. Your muscles get stiff and sore. And if you have an itch, you just suffer.  
 
    At least the room was warm this time, but somehow her nipples didn’t get the memo.  
 
    It helped her to let her mind wander during sittings. She could see Kaleb in her peripheral vision. The question occurred to her how Kaleb managed to never get an erection, not ever in all the time they had been modeling. After all, you have a room full of college students giving your body their undivided attention, and many of them are attractive. She felt herself becoming somewhat aroused thinking about it. Was she blushing? It felt like she was blushing. Which was very not like her at all. 
 
    When the class was over, they put their robes back on.  
 
    “Are you okay?” Kaleb asked. 
 
    “Yes, why?” she asked.  
 
    “It's just your face was flushed, and I was worried that you were getting too hot,” he said, concerned. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. It was a little warm,” Avery lied. 
 
    As they were getting ready to leave, a student from the class approached. 
 
    “Hey, I just wanted to say hi, and tell you guys what a cute couple you are,” she said, 
 
    Kaleb and Avery looked at each other and started laughing. 
 
    “We’re not together,” Avery said. 
 
    “Oh,” the girl said, eyeing Kaleb more intently. 
 
    Avery looked at Kaleb and back at the girl, waiting for him to say something, but he didn’t. So the girl said goodbye and walked away disappointed. 
 
    “You are hopeless,” Avery teased. 
 
    “What, what did I do?”  
 
    “She was obviously interested in you.” 
 
    “She thought we were together,” he said. “How is that interested in me…besides I need to focus on my painting. Also, she wasn’t my type.” 
 
    “Your type… I wasn’t aware that you had a type,” she said. “So, what is your type?” 
 
    Kaleb ignored the question. “Anyway… I am going to meet with Jaxson and get some food if you want to come with.” 
 
    “No, I want to get back to my canvas. I hope to have the sketch done by tonight. I can drop you off, though.” 
 
    “Okay, but don’t forget to eat something,” he said. “I know how you get when you’re working.” 
 
    “I will. I will set a timer to remind myself.” She often felt the need to schedule meals and everything else, for that matter. 
 
    Kaleb texted his friend to see where to meet. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Avery drove him to the Paint It Black bar and grill. Jaxson was outside waiting. He was overly dressed, his black hair slicked back into a ponytail, which was his signature look. He also invited her to join them, but she had work to do. He bowed to her dramatically as Kaleb exited the car.  
 
    Jaxson ordered drinks as well as some appetizers for the two of them.  
 
    “So I invited you out because I wanted to talk to you and Avery as well,” Jaxson said after they caught up on what they had been up to lately. “I suppose you can relay the message to her since she’s busy. Anyway, I have a project I am helping with at The Spectacle. I need two models. It’s in your face, pushing the limits, a performance piece. And it pays really well.” 
 
    “Sounds interesting,” Kaleb said.  “What do the models do exactly?” 
 
    “Mostly lie, strapped down on a platform while nude and gagged,” Jaxson said. “Also, are you okay with bodily fluids?” 
 
    “Depends on what you mean exactly, but in general, I am fine with it,” Kaleb said. 
 
    “I don’t want to give you all the details. Your natural reaction is part of the performance, but basically, the two models are human canvases, and the other performers are paintbrushes of a sort.” After a pause, Jaxson went on, “Are you still interested, and do you think Avery will go for it as well because this is an all-or-nothing situation?”  
 
    “I don’t know about Avery, but I am in.” Kaleb was sure she would entertain the idea at the very least. “I will talk to her about it.” 
 
    “Well, a few things that might sell her on it are testing for all involved, contracts, and consent forms. I know how she loves things like that.” Jaxson laughed. “If that doesn’t encourage her, let her know it will be performed at The Spectacle.” He smiled, knowing how hard both of them had been trying to get their work displayed there. “You will be the art on display.” 
 
    Kaleb was excited by the idea of being part of The Spectacle and hoped Avery would be as well. They finished their food and drinks. Jaxson paid and told him he would need an answer ASAP. Kaleb called Avery to come pick him up. 
 
    “How is Jaxson?” she asked as he got into the car.  
 
    “He’s good, and I have something I need to talk to you about.” 
 
    “Oh, is it a good thing?” she asked. 
 
    “I think so, and I really hope you do too,” he said, looking at her and smiling his crooked smile. “It involves The Spectacle.” 
 
    Avery stopped the car suddenly and looked him in the eyes. “You better not be messing with me,” she warned. The car behind them honked. She resumed driving. 
 
    “I’ll tell you all about it at the apartment so you don’t get us hit.” He laughed. 
 
    “I am a perfectly responsible driver,” she retorted, tucking back a stray section of her hair behind her ear. 
 
    Back at the apartment, Kaleb retold everything Jaxson had told him about the project. Avery sat on the sofa, legs under her, leaning back with a sigh. 
 
    “The Spectacle…be the art instead of creating the art…” She put her hands to her mouth as if in prayer. “Ideally, I would want my own work there with my name on it, not just be a model, but it would be a great way to meet the right people career-wise. As far as the bodily fluid thing, it would be hypocritical of me to say no because of that. And we need the money. I would need to look over all the paperwork, but I am leaning towards yes. I assume you are completely on board?” 
 
    Avery turned to Kaleb, and he could see the excitement in her green eyes while the rest of her face revealed no emotion. 
 
    “Do you think they will ask me to shave my face or body for this?” he asked, rubbing his goatee and looking down at his chest.  
 
    “Maybe, but if they do, I can recommend some products and can even help you with it,” she said.  
 
    She had nothing to worry about in that area. The only hair on her body was her long light brown hair, her long lashes, and her perfectly arched eyebrows.  
 
    She looked at Kaleb. Shaving or waxing him would take time. He wasn’t especially hairy, but he did have body hair like most men she knew. She questioned if she liked hairy men; she had never thought about it before, but thinking about her roommate, she decided that she did as long as it wasn’t too much. She really hoped that he wouldn’t have to shave his face. His petite goatee worked well with his squared jaw line. Plus, he had never done body hair removal; it isn’t always a pain-free experience.  
 
    “We can ask Jaxson tomorrow,” she said with a smile creeping at the corners of her mouth. “You should call him and set up a time. Tell him to bring all of the paperwork, too.”  
 
    Kaleb didn’t hide his excitement; he was smiling ear to ear. His body felt like it was filled with static electricity. He called and arranged to meet Jaxson on campus, at what was called The Square, a little area in the middle of BIFA that was basically a park. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jaxson was seated at one of the many picnic tables, a stack of papers in front of him. He kissed Avery on the cheek and patted Kaleb’s back in greeting.  
 
    “I am so glad you guys have agreed to meet with me,” he said. “I think the two of you are the perfect fit for this piece.”  
 
    Avery immediately started reading through the forms. 
 
    “Will I have to shave?” Kaleb asked.  
 
    Jaxson laughed. “Only if you want to. Like I said before, your natural reactions are part of what is needed.” 
 
    “So, am I reading this correctly?” Avery asked. “My ‘paint brush people’ are all male, and his are all female? I’m guessing the bodily fluids correspond accordingly?” 
 
    “Correct,” Jaxson said. 
 
    “What, if anything, will we be wearing?” she asked. “And what’s this about video?”  
 
    “You will have a gag and a thong,” Jaxson replied. “You will be led in and out. It will be a live show, and there will be video as well. You’ll also get a cut of the profits from any viewing of the video. So, what do you think? Are you guys down to do this or no?” 
 
    Avery continued reading.  
 
    “I say we do it,” Kaleb said, looking over at Avery.  
 
    Still not looking up from her reading, she held out her hand. “Got a pen?” 
 
    “Yes! This is amazing. I am so excited!” Jaxson said, jumping up and down. He handed her a pen.  
 
    Avery signed, and Kaleb signed right after. 
 
    “Just out of curiosity, do you still sign your work as Avery Arianna and Kaleb L?” 
 
    “We do,” Kaleb said. 
 
    “Are you still working under the name AX?” she asked. 
 
    “Yep, not that I have much time these days,” Jaxson said with a mischievous glint in his brown eyes. “I will get this all filed, and then we will set a date for the performance.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    They both anxiously awaited the call. Avery continued throwing herself into her current painting. Kaleb found it hard to concentrate, shuffling through projects.  
 
    “I wish he would call,” Kaleb said at one point. “I can’t even focus, I am so excited.” 
 
    “He will call when he has everything set up,” she said. “We have no idea what all he has to get done before we proceed. So, speaking of being excited… I was wondering how do you manage to keep your, umm, excitement down when you do a sitting? I have done a lot of them with you, and I have never seen you get an erection. Just curious. Especially since this project of Jaxson’s will be so sexual in nature.” 
 
    Kaleb laughed. “Oh, you noticed, did you?” he said, raising an eyebrow. “I always take some antihistamine beforehand. It has always had that effect on me.” 
 
    “Will you be doing the same for The Spectacle piece? Also, I just realized neither of us asked what it was called…”  
 
    He shrugged. “Yeah, I probably will. It could be a long show, and that could get uncomfortable.”  
 
    Just then, Kaleb's phone began playing the ring tone for Jaxson. Avery rushed over as he answered. He put it on speaker. 
 
    “We are a go!” Jaxson said. They all screamed. “ You can come by tomorrow evening to look at the setup and be fitted for wardrobe. The show will premiere this weekend. I hope that isn’t too soon for you.” 
 
    It definitely wasn’t. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    They had been to The Spectacle many times, both alone and together. They entered the large ballroom where the performance was being set up. Black drapes were being hung from floor to ceiling, and two circular platforms were in the center of the room. Avery closely inspected the silk that was connected that would be used to bind them. There were rows of chairs on one side of the room set up in a semicircle for the audience. Lighting was also being set up. The costume people took measurements for their thongs and gags; they too would be made of black silk. 
 
    Jaxson showed them the acting green room where they would get ready and be led out and back. It was a starkly white room with a floor-to-ceiling mirror on one wall. The room had little in the way of furnishings, a long table pushed to the opposite wall from the mirror, and a few chairs. 
 
    “The performance starts the minute you are led out,” Jaxson informed them. “That is when filming begins. Also, some great news, we are completely sold out. Even the SRO tickets are gone. I did hold a few back if you have any guests you want to come.” 
 
    “Wow, that is amazing!” Kaleb said. 
 
    “I didn’t even see it promoted anywhere,” Avery said 
 
    “It was a strictly word of mouth promo,” Jaxson said with a huge smile on his face. 
 
    “When will we meet the creator/creators?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, not until the end of the show,” he said. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Avery made sure she was waxed, exfoliated, and moisturized before the big day. That night she didn't want lines on her skin, so she chose a simple slip dress made of green satin (no underwear) that she could also wear to the after-party, and the color brought out her eyes. She wore slip-on gold heels and left her hair down.  
 
    Kaleb wore a simple black suit with a blue shirt that was a few shades darker than his eyes and shiny black shoes. His curly hair was lightly styled.  
 
    Jaxson sent a car to pick them up. They were quiet the whole ride to The Spectacle, but there was a sort of electricity in the air. Once inside, they went immediately to the white (green room), where there was a woman that helped them get into their thongs. They would put the gags on closer to show time. 
 
    Kaleb looked at himself in the mirror. “Does this banana hammock look ridiculous, or is it just me?” he asked, shaking his hips.  
 
    Avery looked up from doing her makeup.  “No, you look fine, and the black looks great in contrast to your pale skin,” she added. “How about me? How do I look?” she asked, spinning around slowly, her long hair fanning out as she did.  
 
    “Your skin is perfect and not a single line,” Kaleb said.  
 
    “It’s time,” said the woman as she grabbed the gags.  
 
    The gags were as comfortable as gags could be. They could hear low murmurs from the audience as they were led out and secured to their assigned platforms. Their arms and legs were bound in the black silk slowly but securely. Two spotlights beamed down, one on each of them. They could feel the heat from the lights and had to turn their heads slightly. They could see the white curtain beside them as groups of people walked out and lined up alongside each platform.  
 
    The men on Avery's side were completely naked except for paint on their bodies. Every man seemed to have a different body type and was painted a different color, most were erect, and a few were stroking themselves. On Kaleb’s side was a similar setup, women of various body types each painted a different color, and a few of them were touching themselves as well. 
 
    A set of smaller spotlights shined down on the first person in each line and followed as they walked to their human canvases.  
 
    Kaleb could see someone approaching from his right. She was a curvy girl with enormous tits and a big booty splattered in various shades of blue paint.  He then felt her hands on his shoulders and could smell the paint. She placed a blue kiss on his cheek, then she pressed herself heavily around his upper thigh. He felt first the cold of the paint and then something warmer and wetter. He watched as she rubbed her pussy against him. She was riding him harder and harder; he was twitching from the strain on his leg. He watched as his whole upper leg was smeared with blue and the juices of this buxom girl.  Then she threw her head back and moaned and steadied herself with a blue hand on his stomach and dismounted him. He could hear grunts from Avery's platform.  
 
    While Blue was riding Kaleb, Green slapped his oversized cock from side to side between Avery’s perky breasts as he straddled her. Smearing green along her ribs under and between her breasts, he began jerking off so roughly she was afraid he would lose his grip and accidentally punch her in the face. He tightened his thighs around her ribs with each tug, and his ass slapped against her skin, splattering green down her belly. He made a hissing sound, and his face contorted. She felt hot cum hit the underside of her chin and her neck and go into her hair. He agilely got off of her to stand back in his place in line, his dick still dripping. She took a deep breath; she could smell him on her. She heard the woman with Kaleb moan; she strained her neck to see him but couldn’t because they were positioned head to head. 
 
    The audience watched intently as a red-painted woman’s dainty mouth sucked on Kaleb’s nipples while she slid her own fingers in and out of her cunt in full view of the front row. Everything was in view since her thin leg was lying across Kaleb's thong, leaving a red line across his pelvis. Her tiny tits jiggled with every plunge into herself. Kaleb felt her rapid breathing hot against his chest. She let out a little squeal as she came. She returned to her spot but stopped to rub her fingers through his chest hair. The smell of her was tangy and musky. 
 
    While Red was putting on her show, Purple, a muscular man who looked like he spent most of his time in the gym, covered Avery with sloppy purple kisses up and down her whole body. She surprised herself by actually enjoying it and closed her eyes. She opened them when she could no longer feel the kisses. She raised her head to see him down by her feet. He started sucking her toes while his hands were between his own legs. The sucking and exertions below intensified. Her toes were all purple now.  
 
    Avery heard what sounded like a squeak or squeal come from Kaleb’s side. Just then, what seemed like a roar came up from Purple’s throat as he jumped onto the platform, startling her and a few audience members, it seemed, from the gasps. He stood over her, smallish cock in hand (this was the first she’d seen of it), and sprayed her feet like a sprinkler with his cum. It tickled, and she wiggled her toes, getting them sticky in between. 
 
    Yellow was the next to paint Kaleb. She was an older woman that had a fit build and teardrop breasts. She rubbed her breasts and full bush against his torso. She humped him until her eyes rolled back. Her silence was somehow more enticing than the ones that had been vocal. He listened closely for any sounds Avery could have been making. Not that either of them could do much with a gag in their mouths. 
 
    Orange laid his whole body on top of Avery in what can only be described as a half bear hug. He was an overweight man, and Avery had a little trouble breathing. He then stood off to the side and slowly stroked his average-sized cock. She watched him, intrigued by the slow technique, and wondered if it would take him long to reach his destination.  
 
    It didn’t. He shot thick streams across her left breast and belly, making little staggered sighs as he came. 
 
    The show continued as Kaleb’s Green, Purple, and Orange took their turns, and Avery’s Blue, Red, and Yellow contributed. Neither of them could deny the excitement of the situation, on many levels. What was surprising to Kaleb was how turned on he was, not physically thanks to the antihistamines, but still very much aroused.  
 
    For Avery, what surprised her most was that she enjoyed relinquishing the tight control she prided herself on. It was actually pleasing to not be in charge of the situation or herself. She could feel her body react with every encounter. The lights were hot, and the combination of sexual fluids, sweat, and paint created interesting colors, textures, and designs on their bodies. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    When the last color finished, they were untied and led to the white room. Avery wondered why there was no applause. From what she could see of the audience, they seemed to be enjoying the performance. Kaleb was oblivious to the audience’s response, or lack thereof. 
 
    Alone together in the white room, Kaleb looked at Avery, and it was like he was seeing her for the first time. She was a colorful, sticky, beautiful mess. He had never noticed how exquisitely her breasts were shaped, how they would fit perfectly in his hands. He couldn’t stop staring at her. She stared back, smiling. 
 
    “That was amazing; we were amazing,” she said.  
 
    “You’re beautiful,” he said, turning her to face the huge mirror. They stood like that for a minute or two, him slightly behind her. “We look good together,” he said, unable to stop himself.  
 
    She turned to face him, their faces inches apart. “We do?” she half asked but agreed wholeheartedly. 
 
    They kissed, a long slow passionate kiss.  
 
    “I want you so bad,” she said, as if realizing something she’d always known. 
 
    He picked her up and sat her on the table, standing between her legs. He rubbed her thighs, knowing full well what she was covered in, and pulled her close to him. She could feel his cock pressing firmly against her through their thongs. She looked down at it. 
 
    “I guess my antihistamine has completely worn off,” he said.  
 
    He continued kissing her and pressing against her. He got down on one knee and pulled her thong off. She raised her hips, eager to help. He tossed it into the corner. He used both hands, spreading her legs open even more, and buried his face in her wet hot pussy. She tasted like dew and ozone. He ran his tongue across her clit back and forth and up and down, causing her to gasp.  
 
    She ran her fingers through his curly hair, and put one leg over his shoulder, and she could see their reflection. It was the sexiest thing she had ever seen. His goatee scratched against her but not in a bad way. As he gently sucked on her inner lips and plunged his tongue inside her now throbbing cunt, she threw her head back and moaned deeply. She could feel herself reaching the point of no return.  
 
    “I’m going to come,” she said, breathing heavily.  
 
    He smiled up at her. “That’s the idea,” he said as he doubled his efforts.  
 
    She held her breath until she hit the crescendo of pleasure, then she cried out, gasping for air.  
 
    He stood and began kissing her again. She could taste herself on him. She slid off the table and led him to one of the chairs.  
 
    He sat, and she went down on her knees, eager to reciprocate what he had done to her. She removed his thong. He was large but not too large. This was the first time she had ever seen him erect.  
 
    She licked slowly from base to tip, glancing up at his face as she did. She took him into her mouth, all of him repeatedly, fighting her gag reflex. She pulled back and gripped the base with her hand, and the head of his cock rubbed the roof of her mouth with every suck. She twirled her tongue around the tip, paying extra attention to the underside. With every swirl of her tongue, Kaleb moaned and tensed his body. She could taste the salty precum. She opened her mouth wide so he could see his dick laying on her tongue so deep inside that he couldn’t see her throat at all. 
 
    Kaleb watched as Avery worked her talented mouth on him. It was easily the best blowjob he had ever had, and he was close, but he didn’t want to come this way. He wanted inside that tasty little pussy of hers. He took her by the shoulders and pushed her off of him. She looked up with confused eyes.  
 
    “Not yet,” he said.  
 
    He led her back to the table, kissing and groping as he did so. She was once again sitting on the edge. He heard her gasp as he took a single finger and slid it across her clit into her drenched opening. He repeated this movement each time with a little more force at the insert. Before long, she was moving her hips in unison. He added two more fingers to the mix, enjoying the resistance as he stretched her. He was imagining how that would feel finally sliding inside her inviting pussy. As if reading his mind, she started stroking his cock, gently massaging the head with her fingertips before pressing it to her lower lips. He removed his fingers and let her rub the head of his throbbing hard cock against her soaked cunt, pushing the tip in just barely.  
 
    “Take me.” Avery sighed. “Take me,” she repeated, her voice full of need. “I’m yours.”  
 
    Her eyes were full of emotion as she dropped her hands from his cock. 
 
    It was at that moment that he realized she was indeed his, and he was hers. He knew without a doubt that she loved him as he loved her. He savored the feeling as he slowly pressed himself into her. She wrapped her legs and arms loosely around him as his thrusts increased in both speed and intensity.  
 
    They were both sweating profusely at this point. Their bodies looked like a rainbow had literally rained down on them, and it was beautiful. She watched them in the mirror from over his shoulder. Seeing his body work her body was almost more than she could take. A single tear of joy slid down her face as her orgasm was building. She felt so out of control but at the same time more herself than she had ever felt in her life.  
 
    She came hard, bucking against Kaleb’s body and the table, her head tilted back in a primal scream.  She held him as he continued to pound into her. She loved the sound of their bodies slapping together. He could feel the aftershocks of her climax spasm around his cock. He knew he wouldn’t last much longer and started to pull out to come on her belly.  
 
    She realized what he was doing and tightened her legs around him. “No,” she said, “I want you to come inside me.”  
 
    His heart skipped a beat. He kissed her deeply and held her tight as he came, breathing heavily and groaning. He collapsed on top of her on the table, his whole body tingling.  
 
    “I love you, you know,” he said. 
 
    “I love you too; I think I always have,” she replied. 
 
    Suddenly, a light came on behind the mirror, revealing that it was a two-way mirror. The audience was behind the glass. They erupted with applause and shouts of bravo. Kaleb and Avery stood stunned, looking at all the people who were clapping and cheering. After a few moments, Jaxson walked into the room. 
 
    “Thank you, thank you,” he said, addressing the audience. “This performing art piece is called Epiphany In Living Color by the artists Avery Arianna, Kaleb L, and AX.”  
 
    Jaxson winked at his friends. “You might want to bow,” he whispered from the side of his mouth.  
 
    They bowed, and more applause rose up from the audience.  
 
    “Please feel free to head over to the after-party room where you can later meet with the artists as well as the color performers,” Jaxson said, gesturing to the audience. 
 
    Then they dispersed, heading to the after-party room. 
 
    “We are the artists, you and us?!” Avery exclaimed, eyes wide.  
 
    It was as if everything she had ever wanted was happening. She was a featured artist at The Spectacle, as was Kaleb. And Jaxson, who had set the whole thing up. Her mind was spinning with excitement and joy.  
 
    Avery hugged Kaleb tight and then moved to hug Jaxson.  
 
    “Nope, you are a mess,” Jaxson said, holding out his arm to stop her approach. “A hot, beautiful mess, sure, but this suit is custom.”  
 
    Avery returned to Kaleb's side smiling. Kaleb pulled her to him. 
 
    “But how did you know?” Kaleb asked 
 
    “What, that you would fuck?” Jaxson asked with a knowing smirk on his face. “Or that you two have been in love since the day you met?” He just shrugged. 
 
    “It couldn’t have been that obvious,” Kaleb said. 
 
    “Yeah,” Avery agreed. “We didn’t even realize it until today.” 
 
    Jaxson rolled his eyes. “The performance would have worked either way, honestly,” he said. “It’s just much more profound the way it happened, so raw, so honest.” 
 
    “I guess we should thank you for helping us see what was already there,” Kaleb said, and Avery nodded. 
 
    Jaxson bowed. “You’re welcome. Oh, your pay rate is scaled to artists now, not just models/performers, so you will get a deeper cut of all viewings of the taped version. Also, don’t do anything with those thongs. We have a collector that wants to purchase them to display in his private gallery. And if you are interested, I have already gotten requests for encore performances, but that is entirely up to you. Your contracts were for a one-time-only show. And I am fine either way.” 
 
    Avery and Kaleb looked at each other and smiled.  
 
    “We would love to do it again,” Kaleb said, kissing Avery tenderly. 
 
    “Go get cleaned up,” Jaxson said. “You two have an after-party to attend. Many people want to meet the guests of honor. There are showers down the left hall.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Once again, Kaleb and Avery found themselves in the shower together, but this time they knew who and what they were to each other, so they were late to their own party.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Thank you for reading this story! If you enjoyed it, here’s another one you may also like: 
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Ever wonder what educators get up to behind closed doors? It's probably more than you think. 
 
      
 
    Things like anti-fraternization policies are mere... suggestions for Principal Harlow Peyton and friends, who find themselves entangled in each other's lives in sometimes complicated and always sexy ways. 
 
      
 
    The arrival of a disruptive new teacher threatens to derail Harlow's happiness. 
 
      
 
    Will she find a way through with the help of the charming and sensual Valen and the sweet, mischievous Poppy? 
 
      
 
    Will her growing feelings for Valen further complicate her life? 
 
      
 
    And will this principal get all the pleasure she deserves? 
 
      
 
    Grab your copy of Storm Wilder’s latest, PLEASURE PRINCIPAL: Romantic Workplace Erotica today! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Have you experienced ARCANA yet? 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    ARCANA is an epic series featuring magic, intrigue, and lots of steamy, kinky sex. Co-written by Storm Wilder and her husband, Sterling, the series is just getting started! 
 
      
 
    Pick up the FREE prequel book, A FOOL’S GAME, now. 
 
      
 
    Then, continue the ARCANA journey with THE MAGICIAN’S SECRETS, THE HIGH PRIESTESS, and A GIFT FROM THE EMPRESS. All available right now and FREE to read in Kindle Unlimited! 
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