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Posing for her Artist Friend

Claire returned from the bar with one half of a round of drinks for her assembled college friends. She could just about manage to carry three full pints at once, something she’d struggle with sober, let alone in her current state already three pints and a couple shots deep herself. There was no shame in taking two trips to avoid a spillage.

The standard chorus of appreciation accompanied her settling the glasses on the table. As she began to distribute them, however, an unusual phrase rose above the din of chatter and background music, catching her ear, and causing her to momentarily freeze in place.

“I see London. I see France.”

That was Nicholas’s voice, wasn’t it? Still mid-drink-distribution, she looked back at him, over her shoulder. He was smiling. And suddenly she understood the meaning of his words. She realised, to her instant and intense embarrassment, that in her inebriation-induced laser-focus on not spilling a drop as she handed out the pints, she had lost all awareness of what she was doing with the rest of her body. Her mind’s eye snapped from her own perspective to Nicholas’s. One arm was still outstretched as she leaned across the table, bent at the waist, legs straight, and—crucially—this evening’s choice of floral summer dress not quite long enough to maintain her dignity.

Claire's face flushed crimson as she realised her predicament. She quickly straightened up, tugging at the hem of her dress, but the damage was already done. Nicholas's eyes sparkled with mischief, a knowing smirk playing on his lips.

"I see someone's underpants," he finished the rhyme in a low, teasing voice that only Claire could hear.

Her heart raced as she slid back into her seat, unable to meet Nicholas's gaze. The rest of their friends, oblivious to the exchange, continued their lively conversation. But Claire’s mind raced with feelings of exposure, vulnerability, and strangely, in spite of herself… exhilaration.

She risked a glance at Nicholas. He was still watching her, his expression a mixture of amusement and something else—something that made her pulse quicken. Their eyes locked, and for a moment, the noise of the bar faded away. Claire felt a thrill of excitement course through her body, a sensation both foreign and more intoxicating than all of her previous drinks combined.

Nicholas leaned in close, his breath warm against her ear. "Pink lace…" he whispered. "I can’t say I would have expected that from a shrinking violet like you."

Claire's breath caught in her throat. She should have been mortified, should have told him off for looking. Instead, she found herself fighting back a smile, her skin tingling where his words had caressed her.

"I… I didn't mean to…" she stammered, her voice barely audible. “Sorry. I’ve got to get the rest of the drinks.”

She rose quickly, but carefully, newly conscious of the lie of her dress, and made a beeline through the crowded pub back to the bar. As she went, her mind was bombarded with memories of other such embarrassing incidents. She was always doing things like this, she chided herself. Always giving accidental peeks and then feeling mortified afterwards. She ought to be more careful. And yet, she debated with herself, should she actually? She had nothing to be ashamed of. She dressed for herself. She wore short dresses because they were comfortable, and because she liked the way her legs looked in them. She was proud of her sporty figure. So what if some creep caught an eyeful?

She instantly felt guilty for even thinking the word “creep”. Nicholas wasn’t a creep. He was a good friend. He was just out having a good time like she was, and there was nothing wrong with a little gentle mocking between college buddies. She’d probably have done the same thing had their roles been reversed.

As her mind started to calm, she reflected on that strange new feeling that had accompanied her embarrassment. Why, of all things, had she felt a rush of exhilaration? She never had before. Not when she’d slipped at the ice rink last winter and wished she’d chosen to wear tights under her skirt… Not when a gust of wind had produced a frantic Marilyn Monroe moment at the park this summer… Not when a helpful stranger had rushed up to her in town two weeks ago to let her know her dress was hitched up by her backpack… Christ, she thought, this really does happen to me too often!

So what was different this time? Well, the drink, probably. That could explain a lot. But maybe… She just couldn’t shake the thought that the key difference was the observer. That playful little smirk, that glint in his eye… She’d never thought about Nicholas that way before, but now…

She reached the bar, where the remainder of their drinks were waiting, her mind still swirling with conflicting emotions. As she began to manoeuvre the three glasses into a manageable triangle formation, she felt a presence behind her. A familiar cologne tickled her senses.

"Thought you might need a hand with those," Nicholas's voice rumbled close to her ear.

Claire's breath hitched. She turned, finding herself face-to-face with him, his body noticeably close to hers in the crowded space. His eyes held that same glint of mischief, but there was something else there too—a heat that made her skin prickle with awareness.

"Oh, thanks," she managed, doing her best to pretend that she’d already forgotten the show she’d inadvertently put on for him mere moments ago.

Nicholas leaned in closer, ostensibly to be heard over the noise. Evidently, he hadn’t forgotten. "You know, Claire," he murmured, his lips almost brushing her ear, "I've always thought of you as quite reserved. And yet… maybe I was wrong about that."

Claire felt her face flush anew, but this time it wasn't just from embarrassment. There was a warmth pooling in her belly, a tension coiling within her that she'd never experienced before.

"What do you mean?" she asked, her eyes darting up to meet his.

Nicholas's smile was slow and knowing. "Pink lace under that innocent little dress? It's like you're hiding a secret wild side."

Claire's heart raced as Nicholas's words sank in. She felt exposed again, vulnerable, and yet—somehow—empowered. Her usual shyness battled with a newfound boldness.

"Maybe I am," she joked back reflexively, surprising even herself with her mock-flirtation. Though… was she even sure she was joking?

Nicholas's eyebrows shot up, clearly not expecting such a response from his usually demure friend. He leaned in closer, his muscular frame nearly pressing against her.

"Is that so?" he continued in a playful tone, his breath hot on her neck. "Then what other surprises are you hiding, Claire?"

The tension grew between them. Claire felt dizzy, and not just from the alcohol. She was acutely aware of every inch where their bodies almost touched, of the heat radiating between them.

"Wouldn't you like to know," she whispered back, shocking herself with her own daring. Then, calling an end to their spurious teasing, she added, “Now, come on. Let’s get these back to the rest.”

∞∞∞

Most of the rest of the night went by as countless other nights had gone by before. Criss-crossing, competing conversations were shouted across the table over the background noise. Individuals swapped places between rounds or trips to the bathroom (both growing ever more frequent as the night wore on). Gossip was shared, jokes were told, all the problems of the world were solved. The usual fare. And, mercifully, Nicholas didn’t make mention of her embarrassing slip-up again. Until…

As the night was drawing to its natural conclusion, and the crowd was beginning to quieten down and thin out, Claire noticed that Nicholas was engrossed in his phone and looking annoyed. She sidled up to him, intending to ask if everything was alright. And that’s when she saw what had rendered him so preoccupied.

He was frantically flicking between a messaging app and his gallery—too quickly for her to catch what was being said. But she was able to make out the images he was scrolling through. Photo after photo—dozens, scores maybe—of women in various states of undress, all artistically posed, and most quite erotically too.

Claire's breath caught in her throat as she took in the images. She felt her cheeks flush, but she couldn't bring herself to look away. The women were all beautiful, regardless of shape or size, their bodies arranged in sensual poses that highlighted their curves and angles. Some wore lingerie, others nothing at all. The artistry was undeniable.

"Oh! Hey…" Nicholas exclaimed, noticing her presence, and quickly locking his screen.

"I'm so sorry," Claire stammered, mortified at being caught peeking. "I didn't mean to…"

Nicholas ran a hand through his curly hair, looking flustered for the first time that night. "No, it's okay. No big deal. I just… I forgot you didn't know about my side gig. I’m just dealing with a client cancelling on me last minute. She wants her deposit refunded, even though that’s not how deposits work and I’ve already booked a space." There was clear annoyance in his voice as he rambled through his explanation.

"Oh, that’s pretty shit,” Claire sympathised bluntly. “But… what’s the side gig?"

Nicholas leaned in close, lowering his voice. Evidently Claire wasn’t the only one at the table not in on his secret. "I do portrait art. Pencil or charcoal, mostly. I started doing it a few years ago just for fun, but now it's sort of snowballed and it’s… well it’s become quite lucrative. Those were my reference photos you saw."

Claire's mind reeled. The Nicholas she knew—confident, funny, always ready with a clever quip—suddenly seemed different. More complex. More… intriguing.

"That's… wow," she managed, her voice barely above a whisper. "Those photos looked beautiful. But, they’re pretty risqué, no?"

Nicholas's eyes met hers, that familiar glint returning. "Yeah, I guess they are,” he admitted. “When I started I just did faces, but I guess if you want that kind of portrait you can get a hundred artists doing the same thing on the cheap. Turns out you have to find a niche to make any money as an artist. This is just the niche I happened to fall into.” He unlocked his phone and brought up a new folder in his gallery. “Here. These are the finished pieces.”

Claire leaned in, her eyes widening as she took in one stunning portrait after another. Nicholas's talent was undeniable. Whether pencil or charcoal, his drawings captured not just the physical beauty of the women, but a sense of their personalities, their confidence, their vulnerability. The lights and shadows and the subtle posing accentuated and drew attention to the best features of each subject.

"These are incredible," she breathed, captivated. "You're seriously talented, Nicholas. I had no idea!"

He smiled, a hint of pride in his eyes. "Thanks. It's taken a fair bit of practice."

As she swiped through the images, Claire felt a strange mix of emotions. Admiration for Nicholas's skill, certainly. But also a twinge of… was it jealousy? Not of the women themselves, but of their boldness, their ability to bare themselves so confidently.

"How do you find your models?" she asked, her earlier shock forgotten, replaced now with genuine curiosity.

Nicholas shrugged. "Word of mouth, mostly. I mean, they’re not really my models, they’re my clients. They’re the ones looking for a beautiful rendition of themselves. So, it’s friends of past clients mostly. Sometimes people reach out after seeing my work online. I don’t post it on my personal accounts though. I have a separate presence on socials for this work. I sort of don’t want everyone to know, y’know? It’s not everyone’s cup of tea."

Claire nodded, her mind racing. Before she could stop herself, the words tumbled out: “Have you ever… I mean, would you ever consider… drawing someone you know? Like, um, a friend?”

Nicholas's eyebrows shot up, a slow smile spreading across his face. "Are you offering, Claire?" But he continued before she could answer, making it clear he was asking in jest. “I haven’t, no. I mean, it’d probably be a bit awkward. Closest I’ve ever come to that was drawing my  old Chemistry teacher’s wife. But I didn’t find out the connection until long after. I’m glad I wasn’t aware at the time!”

He was clearly trying to keep the conversation light. But Claire still felt her face grow hot, a mix of embarrassment and excitement coursing through her in response to the intrusive thoughts filling her head. She hadn't actually meant to imply… had she? But now that the idea was out there, she couldn't shake it. The thought of being one of those women, of posing for Nicholas, of being the subject of his intense artistic focus, sent a shiver down her spine.

"Yeah, I get that,” she said, before pressing. “But… hypothetically… what if someone you knew did want you to draw them?"

Nicholas studied her face, his expression unreadable. "Hypothetically?" he repeated, his voice low. "Well, I suppose it would depend on the person. And how comfortable we both felt with the situation."

Claire nodded, her heart racing. She was about to speak when Nicholas continued, his eyes never leaving hers.

"But if it was the right person," he said slowly, "someone I trusted… someone who trusted me… I guess it wouldn’t really be an issue. Just a matter of keeping things professional. It is just a job after all."

"And… what if that person had never done anything like that before?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "What if they were, like, really nervous, but still… willing?"

“Most of my clients are nervous at first,” he responded, matter-of-factly. “I’ve become pretty good at taking things slow and easing them into the process. It’s an unusual experience for anyone.”

Claire's heart pounded as she processed Nicholas's words. The alcohol in her system emboldened her, pushing past her usual reservations.

"And if… if that person was me?" she asked, her voice barely audible.

Nicholas's eyes widened, a mix of surprise and intrigue flashing across his face. He leaned in closer, his voice low and serious.

"Claire, are you saying what I think you're saying?"

She nodded, her cheeks burning. "I… I think so. Yes."

Nicholas studied her face intently, searching for any sign of hesitation. "Are you sure? This isn't just the drink talking?"

Claire took a deep breath, steadying herself. "I mean, it’s probably partially the drink talking. But no, not just the drink. Your drawings are amazing. I can’t imagine how those women must feel when you make them look like a piece of art. I really think I want to try it. Although… I know I probably wouldn’t be the best subject."

A slow smile spread across Nicholas's face. "From what you showed me earlier,” he said mischievously, “You’d be perfect.” Then, snapping an air of professionalism back into his voice, he continued, “Alright! But let's talk about this tomorrow when we're both sober. If you still want to do it then, we'll set something up. I don’t know what your plans are, but I still have a space booked from that bloody cancellation, so you’d actually be doing me a favour if you were free tomorrow night."

Claire nodded, a mixture of relief and excitement flowing through her. "Okay! Tomorrow night works. I’ll let you know for sure in the morning though… or more likely the afternoon. God knows I’ll be in no state to do anything in the morning." She downed the last of her pint as the lights turned on, informing everyone it was well and truly closing time.

∞∞∞

As Claire drunkenly stumbled her way into bed that night, her mind raced. With excitement, with trepidation, with nervousness, embarrassment, expectation, and… something else she couldn’t quite place. She'd never done anything like this before, never even considered it. But something had changed within her tonight. The way Nicholas so confidently reacted to her accidental underwear flash… The way he looked at her afterwards… That had somehow been a catalyst.

It was that earlier interaction that had made her look at him anew. It had lit something inside her. He had teased her for having seen her more intimately than others. It should have just made her straight-forwardly embarrassed, but it had done more than that. It had awakened something in her—a desire to be seen, to be admired, and to step out of her comfort zone. It almost seemed like fate that she should then stumble on this opportunity to explore those desires more fully. How could she turn down such serendipity? How could she say no?

∞∞∞

How could she say no?!

Claire awoke in a hungover panic. What on earth had she suggested last night? She cursed her past, drunk self for getting her present self into this mess. There was no way in hell she could go through with it!

Her head throbbed as she reached for her phone, squinting at the bright screen. It was already past noon. She had several notifications, including a message from Nicholas:

Hey sleepyhead. Hope you're not feeling too rough. Just checking if you're still up for tonight? No pressure if you've changed your mind. Let me know either way.

She groaned, burying her face in her pillow. The memories of last night elbowed their way into her mind all at once, jostling for priority; the accidental flash, the flirtatious banter, her impulsive decision to pose for Nicholas. What had she been thinking?

She typed out a quick response: Hey, just woke up. Pretty rough alright. Can I get back to you in a bit?

Nicholas replied almost immediately: Of course. Take your time. Hydrate!

Claire dragged herself out of bed and into the shower, hoping the hot water would clear her head. As she stood under the spray, she replayed the events and conversations of the previous night. Embarrassment welled up inside her again. But then also the strange thrill that had coursed through her in response to Nicholas’s teasing. Finally she recalled the way she’d felt when she saw his artwork. In the moment, she’d so fervently wanted to be one of those women.

She stepped out of the shower and wrapped herself in a towel. Wiping the steam from the mirror, she studied her reflection. She wasn't unattractive. She wasn’t the most confident person in the world, but she was aware that her looks—her figure—had an effect on people. And yet, the idea of actually posing for Nicholas, of being so exposed... it terrified her.

Still, there was a part of her that was undeniably intrigued. She stood, staring through her reflection, considering. That feeling of excitement deep in her stomach, the one she'd felt last night, hadn't—she had to admit—completely faded, even in the harsh light of day.

She picked up her phone again, her thumbs hovering. After a hesitation that felt like an age, she finally typed: You know what? I'm still in if you are.

Her heart raced as she hit send. Almost immediately, she saw that Nicholas was typing his response.

Great! I'm glad you're still up for it. How about we meet at the studio at 7? I'll drop you a pin. And Claire... It means a lot that you trust me with this. Remember, you’re in charge.

Claire felt a flutter in her stomach as she read his words. There was no going back now.

The rest of the day passed in a blur of nervous anticipation. Claire fretted over what to wear, finally settling on a simple sundress. It didn’t really matter, she thought. The most important factor was that it would be easy to remove. Then there was the matter of underwear. Would she be posing in her own? Would he have more appropriate options? Or would she—like many of the women she’d seen in his “reference photos” last night—be going further than that?

It was in that moment, considering the nuts-and-bolts logistics, that a well opened up in her stomach and suddenly it all felt a lot more real. Once again, she considered pulling out. But it really was too late for that now. She just couldn’t see herself removing her underwear in his studio. She wasn’t that brave. Still… she’d always thought it was better to be safe than sorry. So, just in case… Just on the tiniest off chance that she actually went further than she expected to… Claire hopped into the shower for the second time that day and took more care than she ever had before to ensure that each and every curve of her body was as smooth as it could possibly be.

Just for the benefit of the finished piece of art, she lied to herself.

∞∞∞

Shortly before 7pm, Claire climbed the stairs to Nicholas's studio, her heart pounding with each step. She paused outside the door, taking a deep breath to steady her nerves. Before she could knock, the door swung open.

"Hey," Nicholas greeted her with a warm smile. "Come on in."

Claire stepped inside, taking in the space. It was a small but airy loft, with large windows letting in the last of the evening light. An easel stood in the centre of the room, surrounded by various art supplies. Off to one side was a simple couch draped with a silky fabric.

"Can I get you something to drink?" Nicholas asked. "Water? Wine?"

"Water would be great, thanks," Claire replied, her mouth suddenly dry.

As Nicholas fetched her a glass of water, Claire's eyes were drawn to the drapes of fabric. She recognised the contrast of their folds from his drawings—sometimes as a background, sometimes draped over the subject, always adding subtly to the sensual nature of the compositions.

“So,” Nicholas beamed, handing her a glass, “how are you feeling? Still good to go?"

Claire nodded, though her stomach fluttered with nerves. "Yeah, I think so. Just... nervous, y’know?"

"That's totally normal," Nicholas assured her. "We'll take things slow, okay? And remember, you're in control here. If at any point you feel uncomfortable or want to stop, you just let me know. Seriously!”

Claire took a deep breath, nodding gratefully at Nicholas's reassurance. "Okay," she said softly. "So... how do we start?"

Nicholas smiled encouragingly. "Why don't you have a seat on the couch and we'll just talk through it for a bit first?"

Claire perched on the edge of the couch, her hands fidgeting in her lap. Nicholas pulled up a chair across from her.

"So," he began casually, "have you thought about what kind of pose or style you might like for your portrait?"

"I... I'm not sure," Claire admitted. "I liked all the ones you showed me last night. Maybe something... elegant? But not too revealing?" She could feel her cheeks flush with her utterance of that last word. Reflexively, she averted her gaze.

Nicholas nodded thoughtfully. "We can definitely work with that. How about we start with something simple? Maybe just reclining on the couch? Keep everything on for now. That way you can get comfortable with the process before you decide if you want to reveal more."

Claire felt a wave of relief wash over her. "That sounds good," she said, her voice steadier now.

Nicholas stood and walked over to adjust the lighting. "Try a few different positions and see what feels natural. Let me know if you want any advice."

Claire shifted on the couch, trying to find a pose that felt both elegant and relaxed. She settled on her side, propped up on one elbow, her legs curled slightly beneath her.

"That looks great," Nicholas encouraged. "Now just tilt your chin down a bit... perfect." Then he took his phone out of his pocket. “So, you saw all those reference photos last night, remember?”

Claire nodded silently.

“So, basically my process is that I’ll take some pictures of each pose from a few angles, that way you get to properly see the options, and I can adjust the lighting to suit best as we go. Once you settle on a final pose for the drawing I’ll take some more reference photos so you can pick one you’re one hundred percent happy with—angle, lighting, covering everything you want covered, that sort of thing. I’ll mostly be working from that master reference later on. The sketching I’ll be doing will be just that—sketches. It’s always best to get the form down on paper with the live subject present, but at the same time I don’t want to be keeping you here all night!”

Claire nodded again. “That all sounds… fine,” she said, trying to disguise the hint of trepidation that she could feel creping into her voice at the thought of seemingly quite a lot of photographs being required. Though, she admitted to herself, it did seem like a sensible approach... A sudden burst of introspection caused her to question her conclusion. Am I actually admitting that? Or am I trying to convince myself of it?

Nicholas began snapping photos, moving around Claire to capture different angles. She tried to stay still, feeling oddly exposed despite being fully clothed.

"You're doing great," Nicholas encouraged. "Just try to relax a bit more. Let your body sink into the couch."

Claire took a deep breath, willing her muscles to loosen. She adjusted her position slightly, allowing her curves to settle more naturally against the silky fabric.

"That's perfect," Nicholas encouraged her, his eyes focused intently on his phone. "Now, let's try something a little different. Can you sit up and maybe drape one leg over the side of the couch? With the other up under you?"

Claire complied, her heart racing as she shifted into the new pose. The hem of her sundress rode up slightly, exposing more of her thighs. She consciously resisted the urge to tug it back down. What would be the point, if she would be removing it soon anyway?

"Beautiful," Nicholas said softly. "Now, can you look over your shoulder at me?"

As Claire turned her head, she caught Nicholas's gaze. There was something in his eyes—not just artistic focus—that made her breath catch in her throat. She held his gaze as he continued taking photos.

"Okay," Nicholas said after a few more poses. "These are looking great. Do you want to see?"

Claire nodded, suddenly eager to see herself through Nicholas's lens. He came over and sat beside her, careful to maintain a respectful distance as he showed her the photos on his phone.

She leaned in, her eyes widening as she took in the images. She hardly recognised herself. The lighting and angles Nicholas had captured made her look… stunning. Elegant and alluring, just as she'd hoped. She was amazed he could do that with just his phone and a few—admittedly fancy-looking—lights.

And yet… They weren’t quite like the images she’s seen last night. Yes, they looked great. But, by comparison to those other photos, they looked… tame. Nervous tension once again conjured butterflies in her stomach as she steeled herself to let him know her thoughts.

“I… I don’t know about the dress,” she barely more than whispered.

“What do you mean?” Nicholas asked, seemingly genuinely confused.

“Like, it looks pretty in the lighting and all, but… I dunno… Maybe…” she struggled to get the words out. “Maybe they’d look better without it?”

Nicholas looked momentarily dumbstruck. Then he let out a soft, compassionate laugh. “Of course they’d look better without it,” he pronounced confidently. “We’re just narrowing down the poses at this point. We don’t need you catching a cold while we do that!”

Claire felt her mind pulling in two directions at once. On the one hand, he was in agreement with her. That was… good. But, on the other hand, wasn’t his tone revealing a certain assumption on his part? He’d said this would all be at her pace, only what she was comfortable with. Now it sounded like he was expecting her to get down to her underwear all along!

Then she pictured the photos from last night again, and instantly she felt a pang of guilt. There had been no dresses in those photos. There had been no dresses in any of the finished artworks. Of course he assumed I’d go that far, she thought. It’s the minimum I signed up for.

Claire smiled weakly back at Nicholas. “Okay, so what’s the next step then?”

“Well, you tell me the two or three of these you like best, and we can see how those look without the dress. Same process as before. I’ll take more references for you to review. Sound good?”

Sarah simply nodded. She then asked for his advice on the best poses, and together they narrowed it down to two.

Nicholas stood up, giving Claire some space. "Alright, whenever you're ready, you can slip off the dress." Then he spun around to face away from her, adding “I won’t peek!”

Claire's heart raced as she stood, her fingers trembling slightly as they reached for the zipper at the back of her dress. She hesitated for a moment, staring at the back of Nicholas’s head. She felt reassured to see that he was unmoving, sticking to his word.

She took a deep breath and began to pull the zip down. As she slipped the straps from her shoulders, the fabric fell away in one motion, pooling at her feet. In that single instant, she went from fully clothed to tantalisingly exposed. Earlier, after much fretting, she had finally settled on a neon green lace bra and matching lace thong. Now she wondered if it was all a bit too much. She had bought these with some ill-defined special occasion in mind. Some ill-defined special person in fact. But neither that occasion nor that person had ever materialised. She felt suddenly exposed and vulnerable, realising, as she stood in just that set and her black heels, her dress still encircling her feet, that this would be that occasion. Nicholas would be that person. Her skin prickled in the cool evening air… and in anticipation.

Feeling a heat building in her chest, she managed a single clipped word. “Ready.” She didn’t know what to expect next from Nicholas.

But she needn’t have worried. Turning to face her, Nicholas immediately raised a hand to shield his eyes, palm out. "Woah, you should have warned me!" he said with fake sincerity, "I would have brought my sunglasses! I’ll get a tan just being in the same room as those!"

Claire giggled, appreciating his efforts to put her at ease. His dumb joke did make her feel more relaxed. At the same time, she was quite conscious of the rise and fall of her chest as she laughed. Conscious, but not self-conscious. The undercurrent of nervousness was still there, but now it was mingled with a growing sense of excitement and… empowerment even.

"Seriously, though," Nicholas smiled. "You look great. I hope you’re aware of that."

Claire felt a rush of warmth at Nicholas's compliment. "Thanks," she said softly, a shy smile playing on her lips.

"Alright, let's get back to those poses then," Nicholas said, his tone shifting back to a more professional cadence. "Why don't you try the reclining one first?"

Claire nodded, moving back to the couch. She settled into the pose, hyper-aware of every point where her skin made contact with the silky fabric. She tried to relax, to let her body settle naturally as Nicholas had instructed earlier.

Nicholas began taking photos again, moving around swiftly to capture various angles, occasionally adjusting the lights. "That's perfect," he encouraged. "Now, can you arch your back just a little more? Perfect, just like that."

As Claire adjusted her position, she felt a familiar flutter in her stomach. There was something oddly thrilling about being directed this way, about being the focus of Nicholas's artistic gaze.

"Great," Nicholas murmured. "Now let's try the other pose."

Claire shifted, draping one leg over the side of the couch as she had before. This time, however, she was acutely aware of how much more of her was on show. The lace of her underwear felt suddenly inadequate. As Nicholas moved around with his phone, she began to worry about certain angles in particular. With her right leg beneath her, and her left splayed slightly to dangle, she couldn’t help but feel open and exposed to its lens. She urgently wanted to check the fabric of her thong, to ensure that it covered her as much as it could. But she stopped herself. It would be more embarrassing, she thought, to actually admit to her embarrassment.

"Beautiful," Nicholas said softly, shaking her out of her daze. "Can you look over your shoulder again?"

As Claire turned her head, she caught Nicholas's eye. There was an intensity in his gaze that made her breath catch. Her heart raced. She felt something between them, a tension that hadn't been there before. Again she was reminded of her state of exposure, her vulnerability, but… just like last night… as embarrassing as it was… it was tinged with an excitement. An excitement that, she realised, was becoming more visceral—more genuinely tangible—as her exposure increased.

"These look amazing," Nicholas said, his voice low. "Do you want to see?"

Claire nodded, suddenly eager to see herself through his lens again. Nicholas came over, sitting beside her on the couch. This time, he sat closer, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body.

This time, Claire's breath caught. The images were stunning—sensual and artistic. The lighting accentuated her curves, casting alluring shadows across her skin. She hardly recognised herself.

"Wow," she breathed. "These are good! I can’t believe that’s me."

Nicholas chuckled softly. "It's all you, Claire. You're a natural."

Their eyes met again, and for a moment, the air between them seemed to crackle. Claire felt a warmth spreading through her body, her embarrassment and excitement rising in lockstep.

"So," Nicholas said, clearing his throat. "Are you happy with one of these, or do you want to try something else?"

Claire bit her lip, considering. Being as objective as she could manage, she had to admit that the second pose was the better of the two. But it was also the one that she was less comfortable with. It was the more revealing of the two… Fuck it, she thought, fed up with her own prevarication.

"Let’s go with the second one" she said steadfastly.

“You’re the boss,” said Nicholas. “But, for what it’s worth, great choice! Okay, so the only thing to decide now is whether we leave it at this or…”

He left the suggestion hang in the air. Claire's breath caught. Her pulse raced. The images of the other women flashed through her mind, those in underwear… and those not. Part of her wanted to say that this was enough, to maintain that last bit of modesty. But another part of her, a part that was growing stronger by the minute, wanted to see how far she could push herself, how exhilarating her embarrassment could become.

"I… I preferred the drawings without… I preferred the fully natural ones," she said softly.

“It’s up to you,” Nicholas said. But she noticed that he continued before she could utter a response. “I’d recommend leaving the heels on.” He turned away again, unprompted, implying that it was time for her to make good her decision.

Claire's heart pounded as she reached behind her back to unhook her bra. The lace fabric fell away, exposing her breasts to the cool air of the studio. She hesitated for just a moment before sliding her thong down her legs and carefully untangling it from her heels.

She sat there, completely naked save for her black heels, her skin prickling with goosebumps, her nipples hardening—from the cold or from the undercurrent of arousal, she wasn’t yet sure. She shifted herself back to her preferred pose, but this time she made sure to shield her nipples as best she could with one arm. She placed the opposite hand between her legs.

"Okay," she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. "I'm ready."

Nicholas turned back around, his eyes widening slightly as he took in the sight of her. "You look stunning, Claire," Nicholas said, his voice low and appreciative. "Truly beautiful. This is going to make a great piece. Are you comfortable?"

Claire nodded, not quite trusting her voice. She was acutely aware of how exposed she was, how every curve and line of her body was on display but for her strategically placed arms and hands.

Nicholas got back to work immediately, taking photos as he had before, moving around her with practiced ease. As he circled around her, Claire became increasingly aware of the angles he was capturing. Though she tried to maintain her modest pose, she couldn't help but notice how he seemed to be finding ways to shoot around her shielding arms. A shiver ran through her as she realised some of the shots must be capturing glimpses of her nipples despite her efforts to cover them. The feeling of embarrassment that had ebbed and flowed all evening returned with a fury. The accompanying pleasant trill it sent through her body was undeniable.

Her heart raced as Nicholas moved his lens lower. Was he getting shots between her legs? She thought her hand was covering everything, but… from that angle? She couldn’t be sure. Heat bloomed across her cheeks as she imagined what those photos might reveal—her most intimate parts exposed without her even realising.

"Can you shift your hips forward just a bit?" Nicholas asked, his voice professional but with an undercurrent of something else.

Claire hesitated, but complied, sliding her bottom closer to the edge of the couch. As she did, she felt herself open up slightly. She inhaled sharply as she wondered if she was now giving Nicholas an even clearer view.

"Perfect," he murmured, continuing undaunted.

Then, to her great surprise, Nicholas reached out and gently repositioned her arm, moving it slightly away from her breast. His touch was light and fleeting, but it sent a jolt through her body. He hadn't physically adjusted her pose before—was he taking liberties now that she was fully nude? Now that she was at her most vulnerable?

"Sorry," he said quickly, noticing her startled expression. "I should have asked first. Is it okay if I reposition you a bit? We’re getting close to the final shots, so every detail has to be perfect."

Claire nodded before she had realised what she was agreeing to, and her breath caught in her throat as she assented. "Y-yes, that’s okay." She was out of her comfort zone now. So far out. But something in her wanted to know how far he would take this. Wanted him to take it further.

Nicholas moved around Claire, his eyes scanning her body with an artist's precision. "Let's try a few more adjustments," he said softly. "I want to capture the perfect balance of modesty and allure."

Emboldened by her words of permission, he reached out and placed one hand gently on her hip, just above the curve of her buttock. Claire's breath hitched at the contact, her skin tingling where his fingers rested.

"Lean back just a touch," he instructed, applying the slightest pressure to guide her. She felt herself become even more exposed as she complied, her breasts lifting slightly as she leaned.

Before she had fully processed this escalation, Nicholas’s fingers were wrapping around her upper arm, repositioning it once more. As he did so, the back of his hand grazed the side of her breast. It was light enough to be mistaken for an accident, but Claire maintained no such illusions. She gasped softly, a jolt of electricity shooting through her body at the brief contact.

"Sorry," Nicholas muttered, though he didn't pull away immediately. "Just trying to get the angle right."

Claire nodded mutely, her heart racing. She was acutely aware of how hard her nipples had become. She wondered if Nicholas had noticed, but couldn’t tell whether she desperately wanted the answer to be No or Yes.

Finally, Nicholas turned his attention to the hand between her legs. "We need to adjust this slightly," he said, his voice low. "May I?"

Claire hesitated for a moment before nodding her assent. Nicholas reached down, his fingers closing gently around her wrist. As he began to move her hand, his knuckles brushed against her smooth mound. The contact was fleeting, barely there, but it sent a shockwave through Claire's body. She bit her lip to stifle a gasp, her thighs tensing involuntarily.

Nicholas paused, his hand still on her wrist. "Is this okay?" he asked softly, his eyes meeting hers.

Claire nodded. She felt exposed. She felt vulnerable. She felt impossibly aroused. As Nicholas adjusted her hand, moving it slightly to the side, she realised with that tantalising combination of embarrassment and excitement—a combination that was becoming ever more familiar to her—that she was now fully revealed to his gaze.

"Beautiful," Nicholas murmured, not making it clear whether he was commenting on his composition work or the sight he had just revealed. "Now, let's get those final shots."

As he began taking photos again, Claire felt herself slipping into a dreamlike state. The embarrassment was still there, but it had transformed into something else—a heady mix of vulnerability and arousal that left her feeling lightheaded.

She was transfixed by Nicholas's gaze on her body, by the way his eyes seemed to linger on certain areas. His phone’s shutter clicked rapidly, capturing her from every angle. Claire wondered what he could see through his lens. How much was she revealing? How many of these photos were actually necessary for his work? How many were just for him? The thought sent another quake through her body.

Claire's mind reeled as Nicholas continued to snap photos. Each click of the shutter sent a jolt through her body, reminding her of her complete exposure. She imagined what he must be seeing through his lens—every curve, every shadow, every intimate detail laid bare for his artistic eye. But was it just his artistic eye?

The thought that Nicholas might be openly exploiting his access under the guise of art sent an unexpected tremor through Claire's body. She felt a warmth building between her legs, her arousal growing with each passing moment. Her skin tingled everywhere his gaze fell, as if his eyes left a physical trace on her body.

Claire shifted slightly, acutely aware of the wetness gathering between her thighs. She wondered if Nicholas could tell, if the camera was picking up on her state of arousal. The idea that he might see evidence of her excitement in his photos made her pulse quicken even more.

She fought to maintain her composure, even as she felt herself twitch involuntarily, her body responding to the intensity of the moment. Each small movement seemed to draw Nicholas's attention, his lens capturing every subtle shift. The room felt impossibly warm now, Claire's skin flushed and hypersensitive. Time seemed to stretch and warp, each second feeling like an eternity of exquisite tension.

Just as it seemed she was reaching her limit, Nicholas suddenly announced, “Done.”

“What?” The word escaped her mouth as an exhalation of pent-up tension.

“I’ve got all the shots I need. Let’s get sketching!”

Claire blinked, momentarily disoriented by the abrupt shift. "Oh... okay," she managed, her voice unsteady. She remained frozen in place, unsure of what to do next.

Nicholas settled behind his easel, pencil in hand. "Try to hold that pose as best you can," he instructed. "It shouldn't take too long to get the basic forms down."

Claire nodded, her body still tingling from the intensity of the photoshoot. She focused on staying still, acutely aware of every inch of her exposed skin. The studio seemed to return to its original temperature, and the cool air once again raised goosebumps along her arms and legs.

As Nicholas began to sketch, his eyes flicking between her and the paper, Claire found her mind wandering again. What was he thinking as he looked at her? Was he seeing her purely as an artist, or was there something more? Was he seeing her the way he had seen her last night, when she hadn’t intended him to? Was this an extension of that to him? She was enjoying her embarrassment. Was he?

She watched his face, trying to read his expression. His brow was furrowed in concentration, his eyes intense as they roamed over her body. She felt a fresh wave of heat wash over her as she imagined his gaze lingering on her most intimate areas. Was she just imagining it?

As Nicholas shifted in his seat, Claire's eyes were drawn downward. Her heart seemed to skip a beat as she noticed… something unmistakable. A well-defined bulge was growing in his pants. The realisation sent a jolt of electricity through her body. He was aroused. He was aroused by her.

Claire's heart raced as she processed this new information. Part of her wanted to look away, to pretend she hadn't noticed. But another part, a part that was growing stronger by the moment, couldn't tear her eyes away. She felt a surge of power, knowing the effect she was having on him.

Nicholas looked up from his sketch, catching her gaze. For a moment, they stared at each other, the air between them charged with unspoken tension. Claire saw a flicker of something in his eyes—desire, perhaps? Or embarrassment at being caught? Before she could decide, he quickly looked back down at his work.

"Almost done with the initial sketch," Nicholas said, his voice slightly strained. "Just a few more minutes."

As Nicholas continued to sketch, Claire found herself imagining what might happen next. Would he make a move? Would she? The possibilities sent a shiver down her spine. She shifted slightly, feeling the wetness between her thighs. All she knew for sure was that whatever was to come next, she was game.

"Okay," Nicholas said finally, setting down his pencil. "I think I've got everything I need for now. You can relax."

Claire let out a breath she hadn't realised she'd been holding. “Is that it then?” she asked, failing to disguise her disappointment, “Are we done?”

“Well, there is one other thing we can try,” Nicholas replied, an air of mischief in his voice. “If you’re game”.

She felt like he was reading her mind. Her core tensed and her excitement ramped up once more. “What other thing?”

Nicholas stood and approached her, taking his phone back out of his pocket. “Strictly speaking, what we’ve done so far is boudoir art. I’ve been considering branching out a bit from that. We could take a few more references for one more piece, if that’s okay with you. It would require a prop though.”

Claire's heart pounded in her chest as she considered Nicholas's words. "What do you want to branch out to?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Nicholas met her gaze, his eyes dark with intention. "Erotica," he said simply.

Claire felt a jolt of electricity course through her body at the word. She knew she should feel shocked, scandalised even. But instead, she felt a surge of excitement, of anticipation. Still, she played along with the pretence, knowing it would only heighten the tension she was enjoying so much.

"Oh," she breathed, feigning uncertainty. "I'm not sure... That seems like quite a leap from what we've been doing."

Nicholas nodded, his expression serious. "It is. And if you're not comfortable with it, we don't have to. But I think you'd be perfect for it."

Claire bit her lip, pretending to consider. "What... what would it involve?" she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

Nicholas moved closer, standing over her. "Just a few more poses," he said softly. "A little more... suggestive than what we've done so far."

He reached out, his fingers gently cupping her chin. Claire's breath hitched at the contact. Slowly, deliberately, he tilted her head back, exposing the long line of her throat.

"Like this," he murmured, his thumb brushing across her lower lip. "Now, open your mouth. Just a little."

Nicholas's eyes darkened with desire as he gazed down at Claire. "Perfect," he murmured, raising his phone. "Now, tilt your chin up just a bit more."

Claire complied, her heart racing as she heard the camera shutter click rapidly. There was no reticence now. She loved how suggestive this pose was—her head back, lips parted, completely nude save for her heels. A thrill ran through her as she imagined how the photos must look. How she must look to Nicholas.

He continued to direct her with gentle touches, his fingers trailing along her jaw and down her throat. Her skin tingled everywhere he made contact. She noticed his breathing had grown heavier, matching her own quickened pace.

As Nicholas shifted positions, Claire realised that his own body must now be in the frame of his photos. His muscular forearm, the curve of his hip, the obvious bulge in his pants—all being captured alongside her nude form.

"These shots are incredible," Nicholas said, his voice husky. "But I think we could take them even further. Would you be open to introducing that prop?"

Claire's pulse quickened. She knew exactly what he meant, but chose to play coy. She replied with feigned innocence, "What did you have in mind?"

Nicholas's eyes locked onto hers as he slowly unzipped his pants. "Just something to add a new dynamic to the composition," he said casually, though his intent was clear.

Claire's breath caught in her throat as Nicholas slowly pulled down his zipper. Her eyes were drawn to his hands as he reached into his pants and pulled out his hardened cock. It was larger than she had imagined, thick and veined.

"Is this okay?" Nicholas asked softly, his voice husky with desire.

Claire nodded, unable to form words. Her heart continued to race as Nicholas moved closer, his length now just inches from her face.

"Look up at me," he instructed gently. "Mouth open again."

Trembling slightly with anticipation, Claire obeyed.

"Perfect," he breathed. Then he positioned the head of his cock so close to her that she could feel the heat of it. She heard the rapid clicks of his phone's camera as he captured shot after shot.

"Let's try a few different angles," he said, his voice husky. "Just stay relaxed."

Claire nodded, her heart racing as Nicholas gently guided her head. The warm tip of his cock brushed against her cheek, sending a shiver through her body.

"Beautiful," he murmured, the camera clicking rapidly. "Now, part your lips again."

She complied, feeling the heat of his length near her mouth. Nicholas adjusted his stance, bringing himself even closer.

"Stick your tongue out just a bit," he instructed softly.

Claire's pulse quickened as she followed his direction. He hovered above her tongue for a few more shots, and the she felt the silky smooth head of his cock make contact with her outstretched tongue, sending a rush of heat through her.

Nicholas inhaled sharply. "Perfect," he breathed. "Hold that pose."

The camera continued to click as Claire remained still, hyper-aware of the intimate contact. She could taste the faint saltiness of his skin, feel the heat radiating from him.

Slowly, almost imperceptibly, Nicholas began to push forward. Claire felt him slide further onto her tongue, the weight of him becoming more pronounced. Her arousal built steadily, a warmth pooling between her legs.

"These shots are amazing," Nicholas said, his voice strained. "Let's try one more thing."

He didn't wait for a response before gently pressing forward, sliding his cock fully into Claire's waiting mouth. She let out a muffled gasp of surprise, her eyes widening as she felt him fill her completely.

"God, Claire," Nicholas groaned, his free hand coming to rest on the back of her head. "You look incredible like this."

Claire's mind reeled as she adjusted to the new sensation. The taste of him, the weight on her tongue, the stretch of her lips around his girth—it was overwhelming in the best possible way. She heard the camera continue to click rapidly, capturing every moment of her submission.

Nicholas began to move, slowly sliding in and out of her mouth. Claire instinctively hollowed her cheeks, sucking gently as he withdrew. The low moan that escaped him sent a thrill through her body.

"Perfect," he breathed. "Now look up at me."

Claire obeyed, raising her eyes to meet his gaze. The intensity she saw there made her pulse quicken even more. Nicholas continued to thrust shallowly into her mouth, his breathing growing heavier with each passing moment.

"These shots are unbelievable," he said, his voice strained. "But I think we need to capture one more angle."

With that, he slowly withdrew from her mouth, a thin strand of saliva connecting them for a moment before breaking. Claire took a deep breath, her chest heaving.

Nicholas set his phone down on a nearby table, angling it carefully. "This should work," he murmured, tapping the screen to start recording video.

Claire's heart raced as she realised what was happening. All pretence was gone. The thought of being filmed sent fresh waves of excitement through her body.

"Stand up," Nicholas instructed softly, offering his hand to help her rise from the couch.

On shaky legs, Claire stood. Nicholas guided her to turn around, facing away from him. His hands settled on her hips, fingers pressing into her soft skin.

"Bend over," he whispered, his breath hot against her ear. "Hands on the couch."

Claire complied, her body trembling with anticipation as she leaned forward. She felt incredibly exposed in this position, knowing the camera was capturing every curve and angle of her body.

Nicholas's hands roamed over her back, down to her ass. He squeezed gently, eliciting a soft gasp from Claire.

"You're so beautiful," he murmured. "You’re perfect."

Claire felt the heat of his body as he moved closer, positioning himself behind her. The head of his cock brushed against her wet folds, sending a shudder radiating out from her core.

"You okay with this?" Nicholas asked, his voice strained with desire.

"Yes," Claire breathed, pushing back against him slightly. "Please..."

Claire gasped as Nicholas slowly entered her, stretching her in the most delicious way. She gripped the couch tightly, her body trembling with pleasure and anticipation.

Nicholas let out a low moan as he eased his full length inside her. "Fuck, Claire," he breathed, his hands tightening on her hips. "You feel amazing."

For a moment, they remained still, both adjusting to the intense sensation. Him, completely engulfed. Her, filled entirely. She couldn’t help but glance at the phone still recording, capturing this intimate moment.

Slowly, Nicholas began to move, pulling out almost completely before sliding back in at an even pace. Claire whimpered at the exquisite friction, pushing back to meet his thrusts.

"That's it," Nicholas encouraged, his voice husky. "Just like that."

Their movements grew more urgent, thrust by thrust, until the studio was filled by the sound of their pounding flesh. Claire felt her arousal building rapidly, coiling tighter with each thrust. She was aware that she was moaning loudly now, but she couldn't bring herself to care.

Nicholas's right hand snaked around to her front, his fingers tracing her bald mound and finding her clit. Claire cried out at the added stimulation, her legs trembling.

"Come for me, Claire," Nicholas growled, his movements becoming more erratic. "Let me see you come. Let the camera see you come."

His words pushed her over the edge. Claire's orgasm crashed over her in waves, her body shuddering as she cried out Nicholas's name. Her inner walls clenched around him rhythmically as the pleasure coursed through her.

Nicholas groaned, his grip on her hips tightening as he felt her climax. "Fuck, Claire," he breathed, his thrusts becoming erratic. "I'm close..."

In the haze of her afterglow, Claire managed to gasp out, "Yes… Yes… please…"

“I want to record it,” he panted, pulling out of her and reaching for his phone. He swivelled her deftly to sit on the couch beneath him as he presented his cock to her mouth once more, filming as she accepted it willingly, tasting herself on him.

Nicholas thrust deeply into Claire's mouth a few more times, his movements urgent and erratic. Claire relaxed her throat, taking him as deep as she could. She gazed up at him, her eyes beginning to water.

With a low groan, Nicholas suddenly pulled out. Claire barely had time to react before the first jet of his release splashed forcefully across her cheek. She gasped in surprise and delight as she felt stream after stream of hot cum painting her face.

As the last pulses subsided, Claire tentatively licked her lips, tasting him. Panting heavily in the aftermath, she gazed up at Nicholas as he stopped filming, rotated his phone portrait, and took one final photograph.

Then he spun his screen to Claire, showing her his handiwork. Claire drank in every detail. The way his seed glistened on her flushed skin, how it clung to her long eyelashes, the small droplets that caught on her bottom lip. Claire blinked up at him, stunned by the intensity of the moment and the beauty of the image that captured it.

She was spent. She was exhausted. But it had all been worth it. He had made her more beautiful than she could ever have imagined.

Nicholas stared down at her, a sincerity in his eyes. “Y’know, Claire,” he said soothingly, “I think this just might be my masterpiece.”
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