
        
            
                
            
        

    
"Are you sure this is allowed?" you ask, your voice trembling slightly as you glance around the dimly lit art studio. The air is thick with the scent of oil paint and charcoal, mingling with something more primal, more electric.

"It's art," one of the girls insists, her voice smooth and confident. She’s perched on a stool, her sketchpad balanced on her knees, her eyes never leaving your body. "And you’re our muse. We’re just… exploring the human form."

Another chimes in, her tone dripping with mischief. "Yeah, and if exploring means watching you… you know… get into character, then isn’t that just part of the creative process?"

You swallow hard, your heart pounding in your chest. The girls—eight of them, all art students—are arranged in a semi-circle around you, their easels and sketchpads angled to capture every detail. You’ve modeled for them before, but never like this. Never with this kind of attention.

---

It had started innocently enough. You’d been modeling for the class for a few weeks now, and the girls had always been professional, focused on their work. But today was different. Today, the usual instructor was out sick, leaving the class in the hands of her TA, a laid-back graduate student who seemed more interested in scrolling through her phone than keeping an eye on the room.

The girls had been unusually chatty from the start, their comments growing bolder with each passing minute.

"God, he’s perfect," one of them had whispered, loud enough for everyone to hear. "Those abs… I could paint them all day."

"Don’t forget the arms," another had added, her gaze raking over your upper body. "And the way he sits there, so still… it’s like he’s sculpted."

You’d tried to ignore them, focusing on holding your pose, but their words had been impossible to tune out. Their voices had grown huskier, their compliments more explicit, and before long, the atmosphere in the room had shifted. The air had grown heavy, charged with an unspoken tension that made your skin tingle.

Then, one of them—a petite brunette with a wicked grin—had spoken up. "Hey, do you think he could… you know… perform for us?"

The others had giggled, their eyes lighting up with excitement. "Yeah," another had chimed in. "Wouldn’t that be artistic? Watching him… express himself?"

You’d blinked, caught off guard by the boldness of the request. "You mean… that kind of performance?" you’d asked, your voice shaky.

"Exactly," the brunette had said, her grin widening. "It’s all about capturing raw emotion, right? And what’s more raw than… that?"

---

Now, here you are, standing in the center of the room, your body exposed in every sense of the word. The girls are watching you with rapt attention, their eyes dark with desire, their brushes and pencils poised and ready.

"Well?" the brunette prompts, her voice a low purr. "Are you going to give us a show, or are we just going to sit here all night?"

You hesitate, your mind racing. This is crossing a line, no question about it. But the way they’re looking at you, the way their breaths are quickening… it’s intoxicating. You’ve never felt this desired, this wanted. And maybe, just maybe, you’re curious to see where this will go.

"Alright," you say finally, your voice rough. "But… no interruptions. This is art, right?"

"Of course," the brunette replies, her grin widening. "We’re just here to… appreciate."

Slowly, you begin to touch yourself, your movements tentative at first. The girls immediately start sketching, their pencils scratching against paper, their eyes glued to your every motion. The sound is almost rhythmic, a steady beat that matches the pounding of your heart.

"God, look at him," one of them whispers, her voice trembling with excitement. "He’s amazing."

"Yeah," another agrees, her breath hitching. "I’ve never seen anything like this before."

Their words spur you on, and soon you’re lost in the sensation, your movements growing more confident, more deliberate. The room is silent except for the sound of your breathing and the scratch of their pencils, and you feel a strange sense of power, knowing that you’re the center of their attention, the subject of their art.

"Don’t stop," the brunette murmurs, her voice barely above a whisper. "We’re not done yet."

You oblige, your pace quickening as you lose yourself in the moment. The girls are completely absorbed in their work, their eyes darting between you and their sketches, their faces flushed with excitement. You can feel their desire, their hunger, and it only drives you further, pushing you closer and closer to the edge.

"Fuck," one of them breathes, her voice trembling. "He’s so… hot."

"Yeah," another agrees, her eyes wide with awe. "This is… incredible."

And just as you feel yourself reaching the peak, the brunette’s voice cuts through the air, sharp and commanding. "Don’t you dare stop now. We’re not done yet.

"We’re just getting started."

The room is thick with the scent of charcoal and desire, the air electric as the girls continue to sketch, their pencils scratching furiously against the paper. You're still seated on the stool, your body taut with the tension of what's just happened, the ache of their collective gaze still lingering on your skin. The brunette’s words echo in your mind, ”We’re just getting started.” And then, one of them steps forward.

It’s the girl with the sharp cheekbones, her eyes locked on yours with an intensity that sends a shiver down your spine. Her lips, painted a deep crimson, curve into a wicked smile. ”I’ll take care of him,” she says, her voice low and sultry, sending a ripple of anticipation through the room. The other girls exchange knowing glances, their pencils pausing for just a moment before they resume their work, their eyes darting between their sketchpads and the scene unfolding before them.

She kneels before you, her movements deliberate and unhurried, her hands grazing your thighs as she settles between them. Her touch is electric, her fingers trailing lightly over your skin, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. ”Relax,” she murmurs, her breath warm against you. ”Let me do the work.”

Her hands move to your hips, her grip firm as she leans in, her lips brushing against you in a soft, teasing kiss. You suck in a sharp breath, your fingers tightening on the edge of the stool as she takes you into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before she sinks down, taking more of you in. The sensation is overwhelming, her warmth and wetness engulfing you as she begins to move, her head bobbing slowly at first, then picking up speed, her lips and tongue working in perfect harmony.

The sound of her sucking fills the room, mingling with the soft rustle of paper and the occasional gasp or moan from the other girls. Their eyes are glued to the scene, their pencils moving frantically now, capturing every detail—the way your muscles tense and relax, the expression on your face, the way her lips stretch around you. ”God, she’s good,” one of them whispers, her voice trembling with awe.

The girl on her knees doesn’t miss a beat, her mouth a relentless force as she takes you deeper, her throat muscles contracting around you. Her hands move to your thighs, her nails digging in lightly, the sting of pain mingling with the pleasure coursing through you. She pulls back slightly, her tongue flicking over the sensitive spot just beneath the head, eliciting a low groan from you. ”You like that?” she murmurs, her voice muffled but teasing, her eyes flicking up to meet yours.

You can only nod, your breath coming in short, ragged gasps as she resumes her rhythm, her mouth working you with a skill that leaves you trembling. The other girls are whispering now, their voices a hushed, frantic buzz of excitement and desire. ”Look at him,” one of them says, her voice trembling. ”He’s so close.”

”Don’t stop,” another urges, her pencil flying across the page, her eyes wide with fascination. ”I want to see him lose control.”

The girl between your thighs seems to hear them, her movements becoming more urgent, her mouth working you with a frantic intensity that has you teetering on the edge. She pulls back slightly, her tongue swirling around the tip, her lips sucking softly before she takes you in again, her throat muscles tightening around you. ”Come for me,” she murmurs, her voice a sultry command, her eyes locking with yours. ”Let them see.”

And you do. With a low, guttural groan, you tip over the edge, your body convulsing as she takes every last drop, her mouth never leaving you, her tongue lapping at you until you’re spent and trembling. The other girls are frozen, their pencils still, their eyes wide with awe as they watch the scene unfold, their sketchpads forgotten for a moment.

The girl pulls back slowly, her lips swollen and glistening, a triumphant smile curving her lips as she looks up at you. ”Did you like that?” she asks, her voice soft but laced with a teasing edge, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

You can only nod, your breath still coming in short, ragged gasps as you try to steady yourself. The other girls are murmuring now, their voices a low, excited hum as they resume their sketching, their eyes darting between you and the girl on her knees, their pencils moving with a renewed frenzy.

”That was…” one of them begins, her voice trailing off as she shakes her head, her eyes wide with disbelief. ”Incredible.”

”Yeah,” another agrees, her voice trembling with awe. ”I’ve never seen anything like that.”

The girl on her knees stands slowly, her movements graceful and deliberate as she wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, her eyes still locked on yours. ”You’re welcome,” she murmurs, her voice low and sultry, a hint of a smile playing on her lips as she steps back, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

The other girls exchange glances, their pencils pausing for just a moment before they resume their work, their eyes darting between their sketchpads and you, their voices a low, excited hum. ”We’re not done yet,” the brunette says, her voice sharp and commanding, her eyes gleaming with a predatory hunger. ”Not even close.”

The room was thick with anticipation, the air heavy with the scent of arousal and the sound of pencils scratching against paper. The brunette’s words hung in the air, lingering like a dare. ”We’re not done yet,” she had said, and the others seemed to agree, their eyes alight with a hunger that mirrored her own. The girl with the sharp cheekbones stepped back, her lips still curved in that faint, knowing smile, but it was clear she wasn’t the only one who wanted more.

The petite blonde was the first to break the silence. She set her sketchpad down with a soft thud and stood, her hands trembling slightly as she smoothed her skirt. Her wide eyes locked onto yours, and though her cheeks were flushed, there was no hesitation in her voice when she spoke. ”My turn,” she said, her tone soft but resolute. The other girls exchanged glances, a murmur of approval rippling through the room.

She stepped forward, her movements tentative at first but growing more confident with each step. When she reached you, she knelt down, her hands resting on your thighs. Her touch was light, almost reverent, but there was a spark of something bolder in her expression. ”I’ve never done this before,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. ”But I want to. I want you.”

Her words sent a shiver through you, and before you could respond, she leaned in, her lips brushing against yours in a kiss that was shy but unmistakably eager. Her hands moved to your chest, fingers tracing the lines of your muscles as she deepened the kiss, her body pressing closer until there was no space between you. The other girls watched intently, their pencils moving furiously as they captured every detail.

The brunette was the first to break the spell. ”Not too fast,” she chided, her voice teasing. ”Let’s make it last.” The blonde pulled back, her breath coming in short, uneven gasps, but she nodded, her eyes still locked on yours. She shifted slightly, her thighs straddling yours as she positioned herself over you. Her hands trembled as she lifted her skirt, and for a moment, she hesitated, her face flushing crimson. But then she bit her lip and lowered herself onto you, her body tightening around yours as she let out a soft, breathless moan.

The room erupted in a chorus of gasps and whispered encouragement, the other girls leaning forward in their seats, their eyes glued to the scene unfolding before them. The blonde moved slowly at first, her hips rocking gently as she adjusted to the sensation, but soon her movements grew more confident, her body moving in rhythm with yours. Her moans grew louder, mingling with the sound of pencils scratching against paper, and the room seemed to pulse with the intensity of the moment.

The athletic girl was the next to step forward. She had been watching silently, her eyes dark with desire, but now she moved with purpose, her strong, lean body gliding across the room. She knelt beside the blonde, her hands resting on her hips as she leaned in, her lips brushing against her ear. ”Let me help,” she murmured, her voice low and husky. The blonde nodded, her breath hitching as the athletic girl’s hands slid up her back, guiding her movements.

The brunette watched with a smirk, her eyes gleaming with mischief. ”Two at once,” she purred, her voice dripping with approval. ”Now that’s art.” The other girls laughed, their voices a mix of excitement and envy, but no one protested. They were too captivated by the scene unfolding before them, their pencils moving furiously as they tried to capture every detail.

The athletic girl’s hands moved to the blonde’s hips, her grip firm as she guided her movements, her own body pressed tightly against hers. The blonde’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as she reached her climax, her fingers digging into your shoulders as she cried out. The athletic girl didn’t stop, her own movements growing more frantic as she chased her own release, her breath coming in short, uneven gasps.

The girl with long hair was the next to step forward. She had been watching silently, her eyes dark with desire, but now she moved with purpose, her long, flowing hair catching the light as she knelt beside you. Her hands rested on your thighs, her fingers tracing the lines of your muscles as she leaned in, her lips brushing against yours in a kiss that was slow and deliberate. ”My turn,” she murmured, her voice low and sultry.

The other girls watched intently, their pencils moving furiously as they captured every detail. The brunette’s eyes gleamed with approval, her voice sharp and commanding as she spoke. ”Don’t stop,” she urged, her tone filled with a predatory hunger. ”Keep going. We’re not done yet.”

The girl with long hair didn’t need to be told twice. She shifted slightly, her thighs straddling yours as she positioned herself over you. Her hands trembled as she lifted her skirt, and for a moment, she hesitated, her face flushing crimson. But then she bit her lip and lowered herself onto you, her body tightening around yours as she let out a soft, breathless moan.

The room erupted in a chorus of gasps and whispered encouragement, the other girls leaning forward in their seats, their eyes glued to the scene unfolding before them. The girl with long hair moved slowly at first, her hips rocking gently as she adjusted to the sensation, but soon her movements grew more confident, her body moving in rhythm with yours. Her moans grew louder, mingling with the sound of pencils scratching against paper, and the room seemed to pulse with the intensity of the moment.

The petite brunette was the next to step forward. She had been watching silently, her eyes dark with desire, but now she moved with purpose, her petite body gliding across the room. She knelt beside the girl with long hair, her hands resting on her hips as she leaned in, her lips brushing against her ear. ”Let me help,” she murmured, her voice low and husky. The girl with long hair nodded, her breath hitching as the petite brunette’s hands slid up her back, guiding her movements.

The athletic girl watched with a smirk, her eyes gleaming with mischief. ”Two at once,” she purred, her voice dripping with approval. ”Now that’s art.” The other girls laughed, their voices a mix of excitement and envy, but no one protested. They were too captivated by the scene unfolding before them, their pencils moving furiously as they tried to capture every detail.

The petite brunette’s hands moved to the girl with long hair’s hips, her grip firm as she guided her movements, her own body pressed tightly against hers. The girl with long hair’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as she reached her climax, her fingers digging into your shoulders as she cried out. The petite brunette didn’t stop, her own movements growing more frantic as she chased her own release, her breath coming in short, uneven gasps.

The room was still heavy with the scent of sweat and arousal, the air thick with the energy of what had just transpired. The girls were scattered around the room, their sketchpads clutched tightly in their hands, their eyes still gleaming with the aftermath of their collective climaxes. You sat back, your body still tingling from the intensity of it all, and glanced around at them. It’s time to see what they’ve created, you thought, a smirk tugging at the corner of your lips.

“Let’s see the drawings,” you said, your voice low and commanding, cutting through the quiet hum of their murmured conversations. The girls exchanged quick glances, a mix of excitement and nervousness flickering across their faces. Slowly, they began to hand over their sketchpads, their movements hesitant but eager.

You took your time, flipping through each one, your eyes tracing the lines and curves of their interpretations of the night’s events. Some were bold and explicit, capturing every detail with an almost clinical precision. Others were more abstract, focusing on the emotions and energy of the moment rather than the physicality. Each one was unique, a reflection of the girl who had drawn it, but one stood out above the rest.

It was the sharp-cheekboned girl’s work. Her sketch was breathtakingly detailed, every line deliberate and purposeful. She had captured not just the physicality of the scene, but the raw, primal energy that had filled the room. The way she had drawn the interplay of light and shadow, the way she had emphasized the tension in your bodies, the way she had captured the expressions on each of their faces—it was art in its purest, most unfiltered form.

You looked up, your eyes locking onto hers. She was standing a few feet away, her arms crossed over her chest, her expression a mix of pride and anticipation. “Yours,” you said, holding up her sketchpad, “is the best.”

Her lips curved into a slow, knowing smile, and she stepped forward, her movements deliberate and confident. The other girls watched, their eyes widening as she approached you, their whispers growing louder.

“What’s my prize?” she asked, her voice low and sultry, her eyes never leaving yours.

You stood, your body already reacting to the challenge in her voice, and closed the distance between you. “Turn around,” you commanded, your voice rough with desire.

She didn’t hesitate, spinning on her heel and bending slightly at the waist, her hands resting on her knees. Her skirt was already hiked up over her hips, and you could see the pink, puckered entrance of her asshole peeking out from between her cheeks. Your cock twitched at the sight, already hardening again.

You stepped closer, your hands gripping her hips, and leaned down, your lips brushing against her ear. “You’re going to take every inch of me,” you whispered, your voice a low growl. “And when I’m done, you’re going to feel me inside you for days.”

She shivered, a soft moan escaping her lips, but she didn’t move, her body trembling with anticipation. You reached down, your fingers tracing the rim of her asshole, feeling the way it clenched instinctively at your touch. You pressed a single finger inside, feeling the tight, hot warmth of her, and she gasped, her back arching slightly.

You pulled your finger out and replaced it with the head of your cock, pressing against her entrance. She was tight, so tight, and you had to force your way in, inch by agonizing inch. She cried out, her body tensing as she fought to adjust to the intrusion, but you didn’t stop, not until you were fully sheathed inside her, your hips pressed against her ass.

You paused for a moment, letting her adjust to the sensation, and then you began to move, your hips rocking against hers. She was impossibly tight, the walls of her asshole clamping down around you with every thrust, and you groaned, your fingers digging into her hips. She moaned, her body writhing beneath you, and you could feel the way her muscles trembled with the effort to take you.

The other girls watched, their sketchpads forgotten, their eyes glued to the scene unfolding before them. The brunette was biting her lip, her hand slipping between her thighs, while the athletic girl was openly touching herself, her fingers moving in slow, deliberate circles. The petite blonde was flushed, her eyes wide with a mix of shock and arousal, and the girl with long hair was leaning forward, her breath coming in short, uneven gasps.

You picked up the pace, your thrusts growing harder, faster, and the sharp-cheekboned girl cried out, her body shuddering with every movement. You could feel your climax building, a tight, coiling heat in the pit of your stomach, and you knew you were close, so close.

“You feel that?” you growled, your voice rough with desire. “You feel how deep I am inside you?”

She moaned, her body trembling as she nodded, and you slammed into her one last time, your release crashing over you like a wave. You came hard, your cock pulsing inside her as you emptied yourself into her asshole, your fingers gripping her hips so tightly it would leave bruises.

She cried out, her body tensing as she reached her own climax, her muscles clamping down around you with an almost painful intensity. You stayed there for a moment, your body pressed against hers, and then you slowly pulled out, watching as your cum trickled out of her asshole and down her thighs.

She straightened up, her legs trembling slightly, and turned to face you, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across her face. “Well,” she said, her voice still breathless, “I guess I’ll be feeling that for a while.”

You chuckled, your hands resting on her hips as you pulled her closer, your lips brushing against hers. “You’re welcome,” you murmured, your voice low and teasing.

The other girls were still watching, their eyes wide with a mix of shock and arousal, and you turned to them, a smirk tugging at the corner of your lips. “See you next session,” you said, your voice filled with promise.

They exchanged quick glances, their bodies still trembling with the aftermath of what they had just witnessed, and then they began to gather their things, their movements slow and deliberate.

The sharp-cheekboned girl lingered for a moment, her eyes locking onto yours, and then she turned and followed the others out the door, her hips swaying with every step.

You watched them go, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across your face. This, you thought, is going to be fun.
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