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Art of Desire

Helena
Harker



When Jenna runs into a former student she used to have a
crush on, she decides to make her lusty fantasies a reality. Justin is studying
Fine Arts in university, and when he asks Jenna to pose nude for a sculpture,
her inner cougar tells her to go for it. But while Jenna can’t wait to teach
him how to pleasure an older woman, Justin turns the tables and decides to
teach her the art of patience.
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Chapter One



His arctic-blue eyes met mine, and shivers of recognition
danced through me.

I hadn’t seen him in a year, but it felt like only days. As
gorgeous as ever, Justin arched his brows in surprise, giving me a shy smile
before pouring red wine into two long-stemmed glasses.

So he worked as a bartender in a hotel restaurant. Maybe I’d
ask him for a Sex on the Beach or better yet, a Screaming Orgasm. I grinned.
Still eyeing his dirty-blond hair, neatly trimmed beard and square jaw—God,
I’d love to trail my fingers along that jaw—I walked to the bar, swept my
short ruffled skirt under me and sat down. Long, black hair fell past my
shoulders. I tucked a few strands behind my ear, glad I’d taken extra time this
morning to apply Bold Bordeaux, my favorite shade of lipstick, and matching eye
shadow.

Hey, scrumptious, I wanted to say, but opted for a
more acceptable, “Hi, Justin, how have you been?” My teeth snagged on my lower
lip, and butterflies came alive in my stomach. Why the hell was I this nervous?

Because he’s half your age, my conscience snapped. And
in case you’ve forgotten, he’s your student.

Former student, my inner cougar growled back. He
graduated last June, remember?

“Hi, Mrs. Fall—”

“Jenna!” I corrected him. No need for formalities,
especially since they reminded me of my age. “I’m not your teacher anymore.”

“Jenna,” he said slowly, savoring every syllable as it
rolled off his tongue. He returned the bottle to its shelf and offered me the
wine list. “Great to see you. I’m going to the University of Montreal now. I
started a massage therapy program last summer, but I quit. Needed something
more intellectually stimulating.”

Oh I could stimulate you in all kinds of ways, the
cougar inside me purred.

In my media class, he’d always made insightful comments
about current events, and he eagerly dissected social issues. University suited
him better than massage school. Although massage school had its perks. I
pictured myself lying on a table, a towel draped over me from the waist down,
Justin’s oiled palms sliding down my back, and then creeping under the towel,
reaching all the way to my ass. In long, firm strokes, his hands glided upward,
along my spine, past my shoulders, his thumbs working at the muscles, melting
the tension at the base of my neck. Another smooth descent, his touch making me
wet, his index finger slipping into my crack, still lower, until it dipped into
my moist folds. My definition of bliss.

The waitress whisked the wineglasses off the bar. Except for
two other women chatting away in cozy armchairs by the window, the place was
empty. Good. We had privacy.

Running my fingers along the gold chain at my neck, I asked,
“What program are you in?”

“Fine Arts.”

“Photography?” In one of his oral presentations, he
discussed depictions of the female form, and showed the class a few photos he’d
taken of a nude model. Tasteful shots, I had to admit. He had talent.

“I’m mostly into lifecasting.”

“What’s that?” I opened the wine list and pretended to look
through it, gliding my red fingernail along a blur of names.

“Casts of live models that are made into sculptures. I’m
completing a series.” His face lit up and he spoke faster, clearly passionate
about his creations. “Would you like to see?”

“Of course.” Pushing the wine list aside, I placed my elbows
on the edge of the bar and leaned forward.

“I set up a website to post pics of my art. Hopefully, I can
sell a few pieces to help cover the cost of materials and tuition.” He reached
into his pocket for his cell phone, punched in a few keys, and showed me a
sculpture of a woman’s torso, including the lower half of her face. Her arms
modestly covered her breasts, and her chin turned shyly to one side.

“Breathtaking. It’s so lifelike.”

“Thanks,” he said, beaming. “It’s my best casting work so
far. There are more.”

As he handed me the phone, our fingertips touched, and a
tingle of electricity raced up my arm. After fifteen years of teaching, Justin
was my first crush. I loved his humor, intelligence, maturity and irreverence.
He’d made quite an impression. The fact that he was forbidden fruit made him
all the more delectable. Every week, I’d looked forward to my media class,
because I knew he’d be sitting in the back row, paying attention to every word
I said.

The way he used to look at me sometimes, I wondered if he
felt the same way. Did he have a thing for me too? Did he fantasize about me
the way I did about him? When I curled up in bed at night and pulled the sheets
over my bare skin, I’d think of Justin. My hand would slide down to my wet
pussy, and then to my clit, making it slippery with my juices. I imagined
kissing his lips, plunging my tongue into his eager mouth. Overcome by lust, he
kissed me back, pressing his body against mine.

Forbidden fantasies. One hundred percent taboo.

Now that he’d graduated from high school, I could make a
move.

No you won’t, my conscience nagged. No sex with
young men who used to be in your classes. It’s unethical. It’s immoral. He’ll
brag to all his friends that he banged the teacher, and your reputation will be
screwed.

I’d love to be screwed, my cougar snarled.

I flipped through more sculptures of women’s bodies.
Sensual. Carnal. Sexy. Flirtatious. He’d captured an amazing range of moods and
poses. “Is it difficult to find women to model for you?”

“Not really.” Justin smiled. “It’s all in the approach. If
you make a woman feel good about herself, and explain that the sculpture is the
expression of her inner goddess, she often agrees.”

“You phrase it so eloquently. It’s that easy?”

“It’s that easy.” He shrugged. “Most of the time. Some need
more convincing than others. And it’s very important to make the model feel
comfortable during the casting process.”

With his lean, wiry build, he’d make a damn fine sculpture
himself. He wore a pair of faded jeans and a pale-gray shirt. The top three
buttons were undone, and he’d rolled up his sleeves. Sunlight streamed through
the window, kissing his smooth, suntanned skin and the fine, golden hairs on
his forearms. He had an artist’s long, slender fingers. I wanted to touch him
so badly. I wanted him to touch me. My pussy ached, and it took all my
self-control to stop from rubbing my thighs together.

“Since you don’t seem interested in the wine list, why don’t
I fix you a cocktail?”

“Sure, I’d love a cocktail.” I bit back the urge to add
extra emphasis to cock. “How about a—”

“Don’t tell me.” He held a finger to his lips. “Let me
guess.”

“You know, I’m very selective when it comes to what I
drink.” No beer, no straight-up hard liquor, no wine except for the occasional
spritzer, maybe champagne every now and then, with a maraschino cherry at the
bottom of the glass. Cocktails, now I was partial to those. Sweet and soothing,
they swept a girl’s cares away and transported her to a world where problems
didn’t exist.

His initial shyness vanished and cool self-assuredness took
over. “Well, if you’re selective, I’ll have to give this extra thought.” A
smile played on his lips. “A good bartender can anticipate the needs of his
patrons.”

Skeptical, I raised my eyebrows. “Can he?” As much as I had
a thing for Justin, I didn’t think he could read my mind to discover that I
wanted a margarita.

“Absolutely.” His voice grew rough and husky, and he rested
both elbows on the bar. “It’s the middle of the afternoon. You’re a woman. In a
bar. Alone. Based on those facts, I can make certain deductions.”

“What are you insinuating, Dr. Freud?”

As if teetering on the edge of a cliff, I waited
breathlessly for him to speak. What did he think of me? At forty, I still
looked good in killer high heels and form-fitting tops. A lot of men told me I
did, anyway. I took cardio kickboxing three times a week and yoga on weekends.
When Justin looked at me, what did he see? A woman old enough to be his mother?
His former teacher? Or a woman he’d like to take to bed?

“My diagnosis?” All of a sudden, he became serious. “You’re
lonely.”

Justin found my weakness, and it hurt. He seemed a little
taken aback by my reaction. The pain must have registered on my face.

“You’re a great teacher. You were strict and fun at the same
time. I learned a lot about critical thinking. I shouldn’t believe everything I
see on the news or read in the paper.” Justin paused, licking his
oh-so-kissable lips. “But sometimes you seemed… wounded. Alone.”

Perfect description. “Bitter breakup,” I said. “I’ve moved
on.” A three-year relationship flushed down the drain. An emotionally abusive
relationship. To make a clean start, I sold the house we lived in and moved
into a condo downtown. In the condo, there were no memories to haunt me, no
taunts or putdowns lurking in the shadows.

“Does that explain your lack of patience?” Justin reached
into the small fridge below the bar and removed a tray of ice cubes. “The
breakup, I mean.”

Lack of patience? “I don’t understand.”

“Sometimes you snapped at the students. Me included.”

“You needed somebody to snap at you. You always showed up
late.” Tardy students were a pet peeve of mine. “Sometimes I wish I taught at a
university and not in high school. Patience is my weakness.” One of them,
anyway.

“Patience can be learned.”

“Do you think so?” His eyes, twin bits of blue ice, drew me
in and sent a chill down my spine. For a moment, I forgot how to breathe.
“Maybe teachers don’t make good students.”

“That remains to be determined,” he said, reaching for a
tall bottle of clear liquid. “As well as my choice of drink for you. What does
a lonely woman want? What works best as a mood enhancer? Something sweet?
Something colorful? Served in a fancy glass?”

I hadn’t been with a man in months. After all this time, I
wanted someone nonjudgmental, someone I could have fun with, who wanted
mind-blowing sex as often as I did. I needed a smart, easygoing guy.

I needed Justin.

“Well, I can’t wait to see what you come up with as my
mystery cocktail,” I said coyly, my breasts pressing against the bar.

“Keep looking at my artwork,” he said. “Your drink is on its
way.”

The next pic showed a—oh my fucking God—a huge penis sitting
in the middle of an empty room. The caption read: “Phallus—Two hundred forty pounds
(medium— concrete).”

Uncontrollable giggles escaped my throat. “Sorry, Justin.
There’s a double entendre. If this is a medium, I’d hate to see a large.”

He looked a little embarrassed and brushed his longish hair
off his forehead. “Leave it to my teacher to spot a problem. I’ll change the
wording.”

Justin had a one-track mind, all right. Every paper he
handed in, every oral presentation he did, related in some way to perceptions
of women’s bodies, whether in men’s magazines, or porn videos or issues of Cosmo.
How could I get him to focus on my body?

“What inspired this two-hundred-and-forty-pound symbol of
virility and manhood?”

“In modern society, men think their penis is the center of
their existence. It defines them. It has a mythology that’s larger than life,”
he explained. “My ex-girlfriend says I’m making up for my shortcomings. My
brother says I’m trying to brag about my assets.”

Which was it? I’d love to find out, to undo the top button
of his jeans, tug on his zipper, slide my hand down his flat stomach until I
reached his cock. I’d straddle him, my pussy swallowing him whole, and—

With a flourish, Justin placed a margarita in front of me. A
margarita! Just the way I liked it, on the rocks, with a wedge of lemon perched
on the side and salt along the rim.

“Mind reader!” I said.

“I don’t read minds. I listen,” he said. “You mentioned once
that a margarita was your favorite drink.”

After all this time, he remembered. My insides turned to
Jell-O. “You were a very attentive student.” My cougar twitched her tail,
inwardly pleased. I sipped the margarita, a perfect blend of sweet and tart.
Delicately, I licked salt off my lips. “You always earned high marks.”

“Except for my last oral. I ran out of time and didn’t
prepare properly.”

Ah yes, his final oral. No argument to defend, just a long
rambling monologue about a book he’d read on the social ramifications of the
porn industry. What a disappointment.

“I gave you a sixty-nine.” The innuendo didn’t register
until after I said it out loud. Oops.

Justin’s eyes crinkled at the corners as he smiled. Was he
picturing us in that position—because I sure as hell was—his face buried
against my mound, his tongue licking my clit while I hungrily sucked his cock.
I might as well go with it and make a not-so-subtle move. “Considering the
sexual content of your presentation, I thought the number was quite
appropriate.”

“Did you?” His voice lowered to a deep, sexy timbre. He
leaned forward, our faces only a few inches apart. “Maybe I should have asked
for a make-up.”

“It’s never too late to ask for a make-up.” Slow fire
kindled inside me, and when I pressed my thighs together, my pussy throbbed. I
had to make him mine, or my fantasies would remain fantasies. I’d lived off
them way too long. Lightly, I traced the length of his index finger. “Do you
have a girlfriend?”

“Well, I started seeing one of my sister’s friends a few
weeks ago.”

Shit. My fantasy plummeted out of the sky as fast as
a kamikaze fighter plane, landing in a fireball.

“Sort of.”

Hope staggered from the ashes. “She hasn’t staked a claim
yet?”

“Not sure I want her to.”

“Why?”

“We went on a few dates. She wants to see me again. But
she’s…immature.”

He likes mature women. Reel him in! Taking another
long, slow sip of the margarita to inflate my courage, I thought about what to
say next. Come on, Jenna, my cougar growled. Corner him and pounce,
baby! As brazenly as I dared, I whispered, “What if I give you the
opportunity to improve on your sixty-nine?”

For about half a second, a stunned look appeared on his face,
followed by an exhilarated this-is-too-good-to-be-true. “I’d say that’s
an opportunity I wouldn’t turn down.” Briefly, his fingers wrapped around mine
and squeezed.

The air between us sizzled. My nipples hardened at the
thought of him running his hands over my breasts. “Do you have plans later?”

“No plans. I get off work in an hour.” His eyes roved over
my hair and to the front of my blouse. “How about if I show you my art first? I
have a small studio in my apartment.”

“Great idea.” Art first. Sex later. He wanted the
anticipation to build.

Although I’d asked a lot of men out in the past, this felt
different. Vaguely taboo. Probably because of Justin’s age. Yes, most
definitely because of his age. How much experience did he have with women? How
much would I be able to teach him? Possibility after possibility churned in my
brain.

When his shift ended, we climbed into my red car. He
adjusted the seat to make room for his long legs. Having him this close, I
thought I’d spontaneously combust. At every red light, he placed his hand on
mine and teased me with long, slow strokes that traveled from my wrist to my
forearm.

“You learned that in massage class?”

“I learned a lot of things in massage class.”

“You’ll have to show me.”

“I plan to.”

Damn, he was hot. As my foot shifted from the gas pedal to
the brake, my already short skirt hiked up, revealing most of my thigh. Justin
slid his fingers down my leg, leaving trails of fire on my bare skin. He did it
again, this time on the inside of my thigh, stopping inches from my pussy. Please
keep going. A little farther. Please.

His hand returned to his lap. Clearly, my attempt at
telepathy didn’t work. Men aren’t psychic, Jenna. Be obvious. Tell him what
you want.

“Touch me again,” I said.

His long fingers rested on my knee and began their journey
toward my mound, kneading the muscles on my inner thigh along the way, making
the breath catch in my throat. I swallowed. Exactly like last time, he stopped
just short of my pussy.

Damn! This foreplay was making me wild. “Don’t be
shy. All the way up.” I shifted in my seat, spreading my legs to give him free
access.

Justin turned slightly, took the hem of my skirt and lifted
it all the way up, exposing my thong. With a deft move of his hand, he slid his
thumb over my throbbing nub, down to my pussy. I bit back a moan.

“Slip your finger inside me,” I said urgently, turning right
at the next intersection and hoping I didn’t slam into a tree. “Now.”

“You’ll drive off the road if I do.” His voice had a
humorous edge to it, as if he knew he was in complete control of the situation.
Justin pulled my skirt back to my knee. “Let’s wait.”

What? Did a twenty-year-old guy just tell me he wanted to
wait? Did he just pull my skirt back to my knee instead of hiking it around my
waist? I wanted him to put a finger inside me right now. Not later. My hormones
raged.

“You always wear the sexiest clothes,” he said.

Clever way to change the topic, Justin. I shouldn’t
be frustrated. Most women would be thrilled to be with a guy who wanted to take
his time instead of jumping her bones in the car. Take it easy, Jenna. There’ll
be plenty of time to enjoy him when you get to his place.

“There was this red dress you had, with a rope belt at the
waist, and a low neckline. You wore a camisole underneath. I used to fantasize
about the bra you might be wearing. Red lace? Leopard skin?” He paused, tracing
a spiral on my knee. Far, far away from my needy clit. “What kind of bra do you
have on now?”

Heat flared inside me, and my heart pounded. “You’ll soon
find out.” My voice trembled in eagerness. My fingers tightened around the
steering wheel, and I stared straight ahead.

Grinning broadly, he caught my eye. “By the way, the light’s
been green for a good five seconds.”

Oh God, he made it so hard to focus on the road. Step on
the gas before it turns red again! “Your wandering hands are distracting
me.”

“I can stop,” he teased.

“Don’t you dare!”

“Left,” he said. “Then take a right at the corner store.
It’s the four-story brick building. Parking is around back.”

I eased my little car into an empty space, grateful I didn’t
rear-end anyone on the way over. Justin reached for the door handle. No way.
Not yet. After shamelessly running his fingers up and down my leg like that?
And denying me when I asked for more? I pressed the automatic door lock button.

Click.

You’re all mine. Hungry for him, I grabbed his shirt
and pulled him toward me. My other hand threaded in his hair—so soft—and traced
the bold line of his jaw, the firm hairs in his beard.

“Kiss me,” I said. “Don’t tell me to wait. Because I won’t.”

Fire burned in his eyes, in his touch. Our lips met in a
long, slow kiss. Soft and yielding, his mouth claimed mine. Passion flamed
inside me. The kiss intensified, and his fingers thrust into my hair. My hold
on his shirt tightened, and I sensed the lean muscle underneath. I won’t let
you pull away. Not until I’m done. Our tongues met, and he tasted of mint
and lemon. Justin’s hand shifted to my waist, moving upward, avoiding my
breasts. When he broke away, I could barely catch my breath. Neither could he.

“Slow down.” He cupped my chin in his palms. “Be patient.”
There was promise in his voice.

We got out of the car and climbed three flights of stairs to
his apartment. Every step made my pussy ache. Wetness soaked through my thong.
I needed release. Fast. I wanted him to fuck me, drive his cock into me. Over
and over and over. How much stamina do you have, Justin? While he
fumbled for his keys, I ran my fingers up his forearm, to his shoulder, up into
his hair. I considered slamming him against the wall, tearing open his shirt,
sending buttons popping and flying down the hall. So what if neighbors opened
their doors and saw us?

“What a sexy ass.” With both hands, I stroked him through
his jeans, hungry for the firm flesh underneath. Did he have boxers? Or a pair
of briefs?

“Not as sexy as yours.” He turned around, grabbed my wrists
and pinned me to the wall.

Exhilaration shot through my veins. My heart thundered.

“Is this what you want?”

“Yes,” I said fiercely.

Holding my arms beside my head, he kissed me long and hard,
fingers tightening over my wrists. Fireworks went off behind my eyelids. No one
ever kissed me this way before, and I wanted the excitement to last. His lips
tore away from mine, and our eyes locked. His gaze felt so hot it singed with
the intensity of a brilliant blue flame. He released me, and my arms fell
limply to my sides.

“First,” he said, his palms sliding over my ass, “I want to
show you my art.”

Breathless, I nodded. Justin turned the key in the lock. Calm
down, Jenna. Art first. Sex later. Be patient. Remembering his words, I
flushed.





Chapter Two



“Welcome to my studio.” He ushered me into his apartment, a
typical university student’s pad, except the living room had been converted
into a makeshift art studio.

Sheets of plastic covered the floor. Five-gallon buckets
lined one wall. In the corner, I spotted the sculpture he showed me in the bar.
I walked over to it, trying to push thoughts of imminent sex out of my head.
And failing miserably.

The tiny picture on the cell phone hadn’t done the sculpture
justice. In white plaster, the details were exquisite: the delicate neck, the
swell of her breasts, the detail in her fingers. Her arm swept over her chest,
giving the impression of a young woman leaving girlhood behind, still
vulnerable and innocent, with a slowly dawning awareness of what womanhood
means.

“It’s as if she’s looking at herself in the mirror,” I
analyzed. “She’s blushing at the sight of her curves.”

“Eloise was very shy, which is why I wanted her to pose.
Emotion is critical, and it’s very difficult to infuse a piece with emotion
without any facial features. That’s the challenge. I like a challenge.” He eyed
me from head to toe. Did he know how horny he was making me? Did he have a
hard-on? Taking long, slow breaths, I struggled to keep my mind on his artwork.

“This sculpture is part one of my final project. The second
piece is here.”

As he pointed in the opposite corner, he placed his palm on
the small of my back. His touch burned. It took all my willpower to focus on
the sculpture.

A scorcher. A woman’s voluptuous torso, her hand cupping a
fleshy breast, as if offering herself to whoever wanted her. The other hand
rested provocatively on her hip. Parted thighs revealed the cleft of her sex.
Hmmm. What did I make of this one? Intense. Carnal.

“The opposite of the first,” I said. “It’s exhibitionist in
nature. It suggests wild abandon, promiscuity. I can almost picture her posing
in a booth in Amsterdam.”

“I like your interpretations. These are my two best pieces,”
he said, clearly proud of his work. “To complete the series, I need a third. My
deadline is next week.”

“Sculpture number one represents innocence. The second
represents raw sexual energy. What’s next?”

Justin cleared his throat. “Umm, until yesterday, I wasn’t
sure. But when you walked into the bar, my creative juices started flowing.”

My juices started flowing too.

“What about a sculpture of a mature woman? Someone
confident, assertive, at ease with herself…” Expectantly, he looked at me.

“Me?” I said in disbelief.

“Why not?”

Yeah, why not? How flattering. Would my body look as good as
the bodies of the younger women who’d modeled for him? Mine had a lot more
mileage.

Yes it would, I decided, because Justin sculpted his art to
perfection. Besides, posing meant getting naked and I wanted nothing more than
to strip off my clothes. And tackle Justin. And ride him cowgirl-style on the
floor. “I’ll do it.”

Calming my lust, I basked in his warm smile.

“You’re beautiful, sophisticated, just what I’m looking
for.” He grinned, showing off his perfect teeth, and he placed a hand on my
upper arm.

In response, I pressed my body against his and locked my
fingers together behind his neck. Try to get away now, Justin, my cougar
purred. You’re going to make such a succulent meal.

“What does modeling involve, exactly?” I asked in a teasing
tone. “When do I get to strip down?” My cheeks grew hot.

“Patience,” Justin whispered. “You’re bursting at the seams.
I can tell.” He wrapped his arms around me, eased his fingertips below my
shoulder blades and applied pressure in small circular motions.

Ohhhh. Heaven. I bit back a moan. At this rate, my
legs wouldn’t hold me up much longer. I sagged against him. “You’ve got skills.
Maybe you should have stayed in massage school.”

“Thanks for the compliment, Jenna, but we have work to do.
Step one. We need to find a suitable pose for a sexy, confident woman.” He
released me, his blue eyes burning into mine. He brushed the hair from my face.
“I want you standing up.”

Heat suffused my body, sending fire through my veins.
“That’s the position you prefer?”

“Among others. But for now, standing.”

“Sounds good.” I kissed him again, a long, passionate
bruising kiss. His tongue flicked into my mouth, probing and exploring, tasting
me. I tasted him back and pushed my hips into his, rubbing my throbbing clit
against his leg. He yielded, his pelvis matching rhythm with mine. His erect
cock pressed against my belly. Before I could touch it, he grasped both my
arms, slowly pushed me away and held me at arm’s length.

“Work, remember?” he whispered. “We’ll play later.”

What? Caught in a haze of lust, I barely heard him. “No, no,
no.”

“Am I going to have to hose you down?”

“How about we make things easy and you just fuck me?” I
insisted. “That way you don’t have to flood your apartment. No water damage. No
insurance claims.”

“This is a lesson in patience, remember?”

A lesson? “Teachers don’t make good students, remember?”

Justin laughed and motioned to a temporary partition in the
middle of the room, draped with a large blanket.

“Stand here,” he said, his tone firm and businesslike. “The
wall will give you support and help you stay still, while the blanket makes
things a little more comfortable. Pose this way.”

I struggled to get my heightened state of arousal under
control. As if I were a mannequin, he positioned my limbs. Every time he
touched me, heat sparked under my skin. He put his palms on my shoulders,
altering my posture, causing my breasts to push against my blouse. My left
buttock and shoulder rested against the wall, and my right foot pointed
straight ahead. Left foot at a forty-five degree angle. Right hand on hip. Left
arm relaxed by my side.

“Perfect,” he murmured, admiring me from head to foot.

Even before the casting process began, I knew what
impression this pose would give the viewer. Confidence. Self-acceptance. A
woman proud of who she is.

“Step two.” Justin reached behind one of the five-gallon
buckets and produced a bottle of clear liquid. “Slather yourself in baby oil.
It will help prevent the alginate from sticking to your skin.”

Algi-what? I took the bottle from him and examined the
label. “Earlier, you mentioned it was important to keep your model content and
relaxed.” Quickly, I planted a featherlight kiss on his neck. Another one a few
inches higher. And another.

He gasped. “Yes, I did.”

“Then you should be the one covering me in baby oil.” I
returned the bottle, pleased by the wild grin that broke out on his face.

I ran my hands up his rock-hard abs, to his pecs, to his broad
shoulders. Then I moved down to the taut, muscular biceps, which flexed at my
touch, and on to his sinewy forearms, tracing the blue veins under his skin.
His flesh was tantalizingly young and firm.

So much younger than mine. Part of me couldn’t believe this
was happening. My conscience put up a final faint protest, but my cougar
silenced her with a throaty roar and razor claws.

Justin shivered at my touch. Slowly, I undid his buttons one
by one. “I don’t want you to mess up your shirt when you rub oil on me.”

“Good thinking,” he said.

I grabbed the baby oil from his hand and tossed it aside so
I could slip off his shirt. Now my turn. Finally, I’d get to shed my clothes.

“Unbutton your blouse,” he said, breathing heavily.

I thoroughly enjoyed stripping down in front of a man.
Watching him watch me, I started with the last button and worked my way up,
slowly, sensuously, my hips swaying. When I revealed my bra, he bit his lip.
And what luscious lips they were. Pushing my white blouse off one shoulder, and
then off the other, I let the filmy fabric flutter to the floor.

He stared open mouthed at my bra. “Lavender. The color of
wisdom and creativity.”

“Is it? It’s my favorite color.”

He nodded as he reached behind me, unzipped my skirt and let
it fall next to my blouse. I kicked off my high heels, standing there in my
lace bra and tiny matching thong. When was the last time a man had seen me
naked? Too damn long. Way too long. I parted my thighs. “Touch me.”

“Not yet.” He twined his fingers through my hair, and I
moaned. “Like I said earlier, I’m going to teach you patience.”

“You’re such a tease.” I nuzzled his neck.

“I’m not teasing. I mean it. Good things come to those who
wait.” He placed extra emphasis on the word come.

How much more denial could I take? My body felt as if it
would catch fire. He was turning it into a game and enjoying it. Now he was the
teacher and I was the student. Talk about unexpected.

And thrilling.

Go along with it, Jenna. Enjoy it. With the deft
fingers of one hand, he unhooked my bra, and then removed it one strap at a
time, as if unwrapping a precious gift.

“You’re flawless,” he said, drinking in my breasts.

The raspberry tips begged to be touched. I arched my back,
pressing myself against his bare chest. Justin picked up the bottle of baby
oil, dribbling some into his palm.

“Turn around.”

I did as he said, facing the partition, enjoying the long
bold strokes of his fingers against my shoulder blades and neck. My muscles
sang. My knees threatened to buckle. I wanted to touch myself, slip my fingers
into my wet pussy and rub my clit until I came. In this position, it would be
so easy for him to push his cock inside me. I’d come in seconds.

“Face me.”

Giddy with pleasure, I turned again. I hungered for him,
desperate for him to cup my breasts and suckle my nipples. Rubbing more oil
between his palms, Justin stared into my eyes. As if reading my mind, he
squeezed my breast, and swirled his tongue around the pointed tip. Eagerly, he
sucked, and I moaned in ecstasy.

“Pinch them,” I said. “Lightly.”

His index fingers and thumbs poised over my nipples.
Quickly, he pinched them. The sensation traveled downward and exploded in my
clit. I stifled a cry.

With the wall at my back, I felt deliciously trapped. Using
both hands, Justin applied oil to my neck. His palms slid to my breasts, to my
flat belly, stopping at my thong. He repeated the movement, but this time his
fingers dipped an inch into my thong, remaining there for several seconds.

“Oh yes.” I bit my lip.

A third time, his hands followed the same path, stopping at
my cleft, where my clit ached for him.

“Touch me.” I wanted him inside me so badly. His teasing
drove me mad. “Please touch me.”

“No.”

No? Christ, he had me begging and still said no? If he
didn’t touch me soon, I’d break apart like shattered glass. I better take over
for a while. Placing both hands on his shoulders, I pressed downward. “Kneel.
Take off my thong before you get oil all over it.” Having a man at my feet
turned me on like nothing else.

Justin succumbed to the pressure, momentarily taken off
guard by the fact that he no longer had the upper hand. Down on his knees, he
looked at me as if worshipping a goddess. My fingertips brushed his cheek.
Hooking his thumbs into the sides of my thong, he slipped it off, and I stepped
out of it. He held the material to his nose and breathed in.

“Kiss my pussy.”

“You’re getting ahead of yourself.”

Damn. He kept taking charge. “Kiss it.”

The fine hairs in his beard prickled as he nuzzled my neatly
trimmed mound. I resisted the urge to grab his hair and shove his face into my
pussy.

“Patience, Jenna.” He gazed at me in adoration. “We’re only
at step three.”

“We can skip step three.”

“Afraid not,” he said in mock disappointment, standing up.
“Now you have to stand very still while I pour alginate over you.”

Oh God, he really knew how to make a girl sweat it out,
didn’t he? I might as well give up. “What’s alginate?”

“A powder made from seaweed. It’s hypoallergenic. I mix it
with water, and once it reaches the consistency of pancake batter…” He paused
to lick his lips. “I pour it over your beautiful breasts. The sculpture will
only be of your torso, so I’m covering you from chin to hips.”

“You won’t reconsider skipping step three so I can pin you
to the floor, will you?” I suggested. “How about if I offer you a spectacular
blowjob?”

“Not yet.” He kissed me below the ear, his hot breath
driving me wild. “I’m crazy about you, Jenna. When you were my teacher, I
fantasized about you over and over and over. You have no idea how many hard-ons
you gave me. I saw you almost every day, but I could never touch you. I want
this time with you to last.”

Barely in control of my senses, I nodded. Justin walked over
to his five-gallon buckets, looking sinfully hot in his jeans and nothing else.
Patience, I said to myself, forcing the flaming desire in my flesh to cool
down. He’s worth the wait.

While he spent a few minutes measuring powder and water, I
removed my gold chain, tidied up our clothes and folded them neatly into a pile
on the only chair in the entire room. Justin picked up a power drill, added an
extension and submerged the tip in the bucket, stirring the white goo to a
creamy texture. Muscles rippled under his skin. Sunlight danced on his hair,
dappling it in shades of honey-gold and caramel. How did he stay so focused
when I could barely keep from unzipping him with my teeth?

“Done.” He wiped his arm against his forehead.

Sweat sheened his chest. I imagined running my tongue down
his abs, tasting the saltiness of his skin. “Time for me to pose?”

“Yes.”

I got into position against the partition, making sure I was
comfortable.

“Exquisite. Don’t move. This will feel cold. You have to
remain motionless for twenty to thirty minutes.”

“No problem.” Yeah right. “If I have to wait much longer,
I’ll go up in flames. You know that, right?” Damn, he was counting on it.

“No worries.” He readjusted my arm. “I have a fire
extinguisher in the kitchen.”

Justin used a small pail to scoop some of the putty-colored
alginate. Instead of applying it with a brush like I thought he would, he used
his bare hands, taking a handful of the goop from the pail and slapping it on
my skin.

I inhaled sharply. My nipples hardened. “Cold.”

“So I noticed.” He stared at my breasts while he spread the
substance evenly, smoothing it all over me. “I need to pat it down a bit to
coax the air bubbles out.”

“Get that wicked grin off your face,” I said. “Why didn’t
you use warm water?” For obvious reasons, I guessed.

He only grinned wider. “Cold water slows down the setting
process. It gives me more time to work.”

And it also had the added benefit of cooling me down. A
little. Sort of. Maybe not that much. The alginate dribbled down to my stomach.
Working quickly and efficiently, Justin covered me from the bottom of my chin
to my hips. Every time he touched me, my skin—as if made of dry tinder—ignited.

“You’re not doing my back?”

“No.”

“But you oiled it.”

“For fun.” His blue eyes sparkled.

I flushed, desperate to touch him, but I couldn’t. Justin
was so tantalizingly, achingly close, and yet so far away.

“Step four. Before the alginate dries, I apply strips of
fabric over it. This will make a hard plaster shell that holds the more
flexible alginate in position.”

He showed me the strips, four inches wide and about a foot
long. He dipped them in another bucket filled with water and applied them
rapidly over the rubbery alginate. Concentrating on his task, Justin furrowed
his brows. He applied layer after layer until the shell felt bulky,
uncomfortable. I loved watching his flexing muscles, the set of his jaw, his
attention to detail. His passion for art consumed him.

“Step five. Now you wait.” His wintry blue eyes froze me in
place.

I was his prisoner, trapped in a rigid straitjacket that
only he could remove. “It seems that’s all I’ve been doing.”

“Really? Cuz I thought we’d been doing some of this.” His
teeth nibbled my earlobe. Gently, he kissed me, his tongue meeting mine. “In
your current condition, I’m afraid a kiss is all I can give.”

I stifled a needy whimper. Impossible to lean forward, turn
my head, or move my arms. Standing statue still, my heart raced, and I gazed at
Justin’s confident expression. He had me exactly where he wanted me.

“You tease!” The torture! Oh the exquisite agony of wanting
something and having it so close but at the same time hopelessly beyond reach.
Imprisoned—mummified—I couldn’t move an inch.

Justin dragged a floor lamp close to me, aiming the light at
my torso. “Heat lamp. It cuts down on drying time. Fifteen more minutes should
do it.” He checked a clock on the wall.

The second hand seemed to be moving backward.

“I need to wash up. Be right back.” He disappeared into the
kitchen. I heard water pouring from the faucet. The fridge door opened. China
clinked. Justin returned with green grapes on a platter.

“Want some?” he asked.

Helpless, I looked at the plate. “You’re mocking me.”

“Only a little.” He popped a grape into his mouth. “I’ll
feed them to you.”

“Sure.” His cockiness infuriated me. At the same time, I
adored this side of him. Playful. Seductive. In control. And from what I could
tell by his earlier massage, he knew his way around a woman’s body.

“Here.” He fed me a grape.

The sweet-sour juices burst in my mouth. “Another one.”

Justin gave me two more. When a drop slid down my chin, he
licked it, sending shivers of delight through my body. How much longer until
the cast came off? The lamp’s heat seeped through the plaster shell, warming my
breasts, my hips and especially my pussy.

The cast imprisoned me. The tip of my nose itched. Badly.
And my pussy, well, I didn’t have words to describe how it cried out for a
scratch.

“Can you scratch my nose?” I asked, a little embarrassed by
the request.

Justin put down the plate of grapes, rubbed my nose and
kissed it.

“My pussy’s itching like mad. Why don’t you scratch it too?”
I said hopefully.

He crossed his arms and the left side of his mouth quirked
up. “I don’t know,” he said, cupping his chin, pretending to be deep in
thought.

The agony! “Please, Justin.” Even though I tried not to
sound desperate, I was painfully aware of the whining tone in my voice.

“Well, since you’re asking me so nicely…” He went down on
his knees.

Finally, I’d get what I needed. I couldn’t look down at him.
Dammit! He blew on my pussy, and his cool breath felt heavenly. His
strong hands grasped both my legs, right above the knees. Slowly, his fingers
trailed up my thighs, all the way up, stopping an inch from my clit.

“Keep going,” I urged.

“Patience.” Justin planted a delicate kiss on the inside of
my right thigh.

Then on the left. Next, he nipped my skin in a series of
bites that grew harder and harder, until I gasped. Leaving me as needy as ever,
he stood up, the same adorable grin stamped on his face.

“You have a talent for letting a girl down, you know that?”

“Do I?” His mouth closed over mine in a lingering kiss.
“When you taught my class, did you have feelings for me?”

“God yes. Did you feel the same way? I wasn’t sure.” As the
cast dried against my skin, it seemed to shrink and tighten, hampering my
ability to breathe. “I was too busy trying to make my own feelings go away.”

He placed his hands on the partition on either side of my
head, completely trapping me. His lips were inches away from mine. “I was in
lust with you from day one. You wore a green dress. It showed off your calves,
your slim waist and set off your hair.” He took a strand in his fingers and
kissed it. “When did you first start to like me?”

“The second week. You gave me a brilliant answer when we
were discussing women in music videos. Intelligence is a turn-on. The fantasies
started that night.”

His brows arched. “Care to share some of them?”

“I’d much rather act them out.”

His features brightened. “Tell me one. What kind of dirty
thoughts were going through your head?”

Let’s see. There were so many. In one fantasy, I
called him to the office to discuss his behavior and ended up fucking him on
the principal’s desk. “After class, I had a load of books to carry back to my
office on the ground floor. You volunteered to help. We got into the elevator.
Once inside, I pressed the emergency stop button. You were trapped. You
were my prisoner.”

“I bet you stripped me naked in under ten seconds.”

“More like five.”

“And?”

“You fucked me up against the wall,” I said, and my clit
swelled. “Twice.”

“There are quite a few fantasies that I’d like to act out as
well.”

“Tell me.”

“About the lap dance or the one involving pole dancing?”

I giggled. “Typical male.” How much longer did I have to
wait? “I never had feelings for a student before, and it was incredibly hard to
treat you like everybody else.”

“That’s why I came in late all the time. I wanted you to
notice me.” He nuzzled my ear. “I needed a reaction from you. Negative
attention is better than no attention. Sometimes it worked. Sometimes not.”

“I knew it was an attention-getting strategy. Sometimes I
snapped at you. Other times I thought it was best not to react.”

“Kind of like the way you want attention right now,” he
whispered, “and I’m not giving it to you?”

“Umm. Yeah. Kinda like that,” I said with a sarcastic edge.
The cast constricted me, and I didn’t know how much longer I’d be able to stand
still.

“Even during my last oral, when I bombed completely, I found
it hard to focus because you were looking at me so intently. When you bent over
to make notes, I got a peek at your cleavage. Drove me crazy.”

I know the feeling.

Justin glanced at the clock. “Time’s up.”





Chapter Three



“Finally.” I sighed in relief. Time to act out those
fantasies. “Think the cast will turn out well?”

“A beautiful model equals a beautiful sculpture. Alginate is
a remarkable medium. It captures every detail, right down to your fingerprints
if you do a hand cast.”

“And my flaws?”

“I took a pretty good look at you, Jenna, and I didn’t see
anything I’d call a flaw,” he said. “Step six, removing the mold. It’ll pull a
bit, okay?” Sliding his fingers along the edges of the cast, he tugged and
tugged until it peeled off my body. There I stood, totally naked, my upper body
glistening with oil. Free! Free! I stretched and flexed, blood rushing
to my stiffened muscles.

Justin carefully laid the cast on a piece of foam on the
floor. I crouched next to him to examine the details, resisting the urge to
throw him down and tear off his jeans. The alginate captured every feature,
including the little mole on my left breast.

“Perfection. I’ll do the plaster mold tomorrow.” Longingly,
he looked at me, his gaze traveling from my legs to my breasts. “Shower?”

“Sex.” Finally, I was free to do as I pleased. You’re
mine, and you’re going to do exactly what I tell you to. “Strip.”

His baby blues told me my take-charge attitude turned him
on. Perfect. Because he wouldn’t make me wait a second longer. Justin reached
for the button on his jeans.

“Faster.” I inserted my fingers into the front of his pants,
pulling him toward me, and tugged at his zipper. In one rough gesture, I yanked
his jeans down to his knees, revealing a pair of sporty briefs. I took a peek
behind him to see how the stretchy fabric hugged the curve of his tight ass.
Hot and sexy. Slipping my hands inside, I cupped his butt cheeks and squeezed
his firm flesh. Then I flattened myself against his muscular chest, running a
finger down the crack of his ass until I reached his balls.

The package in his briefs—which prodded insistently at my
belly—interested me a whole lot more than his ass. His cock, hard and ready for
action, bulged against the fabric, impatient to be set free. Hungry for him, I
pushed down the briefs and his erection sprang into my hand. Oh yes! Hot and
thick, it felt good to hold, and I ran my fingers along its length, examining
the bluish veins on its surface and the translucent droplets emerging from the
narrow slit. Rubbing my thumb against the slit, I used his natural lube to
moisten the head of his cock, teasing his frenulum until he moaned.

I whispered in his ear, “More?”

“Yes.” He gripped me by the waist.

“Me first,” I said. “It’s your turn to wait.” Payback. How
sweet.

Justin grinned, sliding his palms over my oil-slicked
breasts. His thumbs swirled over my nipples, over and over, driving me mad with
pleasure. Without warning, he pinched them. A sharp cry escaped my throat, and
the sensation echoed in my clit, almost bringing me to orgasm.

“Get out of those,” I instructed, cocking my head at the
clothing puddled around his knees.

Justin kicked his pants to the side. The briefs too. Damn,
he was gorgeous, all sinewy muscle, ripped abs and firm skin. Compared to his
tall, tanned frame, my skin appeared milky white.

“I’m going to teach you all about pleasuring an older
woman.” A sharp, burning need built up inside me, intensifying with every
passing second.

Justin’s index finger rested on my swollen nub. “Like this?”
He flicked his finger, triggering a burst of pleasure.

Jesus yes! “You’re a quick study. Show me what else
you can do,” I challenged. “After everything you put me through, you better not
disappoint.” I slid my hand into his hair, made a fist and gave his gold-tinted
locks a long, slow pull.

As his head tilted back, I nipped his neck sharply with my
teeth. When he uttered a strangled moan, I bit him again—hard enough to leave
marks—and a third time on his shoulder. Tomorrow morning, when he looked in the
mirror, he’d remember the intensity of my passion.

I smothered him in a long, fiery kiss, flicking my tongue
into his mouth. His tongue met mine, ran along the edges of my teeth, probing
deeper in a suggestive in-and-out movement that set my blood aflame. Spreading
my legs to give him access to my throbbing pussy, I guided his hand down my
stomach. He flattened his palm against my skin, running it over my thatch of
hair and then over my clit, making me gasp and throw back my head. As he
slipped his fingers into my wet slit, he rubbed his cock against my hip, and I
took hold of it, letting him thrust it into my palm in steady back-and-forth
movements.

“Come on, Justin. Fuck me with those fingers.” I ached for
him to go deeper, harder, and pictured his slender fingers thrusting inside me.
He started in a rapid, pumping motion, but it wasn’t enough. I needed it
harder. Much harder. “Try this position instead.” I spun away from him. Putting
my hands on the makeshift wall, I arched my back, offering him a tempting view
of my ass and gleaming wet pussy.

“You’re so hot, Jenna.” His voice sounded rough and sexy.

“Enough talk. More action. Faster rhythm this time. And deeper.
Push those fingers in deep.”

“Let me fuck you, Jenna. I want to shove my cock—”

“Not yet. You can fuck me when I tell you to. Not a second
earlier.”

Glancing back at the grim expression of need on his face, I
realized I was testing every ounce of his self-control. He cupped my ass and
coaxed my thighs farther apart with his knee before plunging his fingers into
my moist slit. As he went deep, establishing an intoxicating rhythm, moans
spilled from my throat. Every thrust drove me mad with desire. As if reading my
mind, he knew exactly how fast and hard to drive his fingers into me.

“Yes, yes, yes.” I had to give Justin credit for following
instructions to the letter.

While he plunged deep, my fingers rushed to my clit. So
swollen. So ready to come, a small ripe fruit begging to be plucked from the
vine. My fingers delicately played my clit, keeping pace with Justin, until I
felt the first tingles of orgasm. Oh yes. At long last, I experienced
the release I craved. The quickening rhythm of our fingers pushed me over the
edge, and tidal waves of pleasure crashed over me. The sensation intensified,
rocking me to the core. Wave after powerful wave crested over my body,
releasing my pent-in lust. I cried out, my back arching, muscles tensing.
Justin never stopped. He kept up the pace, sending me floating on the waves,
adrift in a sea of bliss. After endless moments of ecstasy, the spasms ebbed,
and I returned to my senses. Panting in deep, satisfied breaths, I turned to
face him.

“Enough?” He put his hand to his face and inhaled my scent.

Barely able to speak, I said, “We’re only getting started.”
I guided his hand to his mouth. “Lick me off you. All of me.”

My juices coated his index and middle fingers. “I love your
smell,” he said, staring into my eyes. Justin sucked my juices off his hands
with enthusiasm, a small smile playing on his lips. He gave his middle finger a
final lick. “And your taste.”

His bearded cheek rubbed against my soft one, tickling me,
and his love bite—sharp and unexpected on the curve of my neck—sent a shiver
all the way down my spine.

“My turn?” he said eagerly, and nibbled my earlobe.

“Almost.”

He stared at me in disbelief. “You’re so intense, Jenna.
It’s hard to think.”

“Don’t think,” I said. “Act. Taste me again. Get on your
knees and show me what you can do with your tongue.” My nub awakened, tingling
in anticipation.

Justin seemed mesmerized by my assertiveness. “You like
being in charge, don’t you?”

“I think you controlled the pace long enough. Telling me to
wait. Teaching me patience.”

He obeyed, going down on his knees, staring at me in
complete surrender. My breath caught in my throat, and it was hard to swallow.
What an incredible turn-on. What a heart-stopping, gorgeous stud.

On his knees.

In front of me.

Ready to send me to the heights of rapture.

I grabbed a handful of his gold-flecked hair and pulled
until his lips rested against my mound. “Tease it. Suck on it. Drive me wild.”

While his hands parted my lips, his tongue worked magic on
my clit. With rapid flicking motions, he licked the tip of my nub. Again, he
seemed to be reading my mind, knowing exactly how much pressure to exert,
maintaining the perfect rhythm. After a while he switched to tender sucking
that sent me into a trance and made my eyes roll back in my head. Soft whimpers
escaped me. His palms nudged my thighs apart, and something inside me broke.

I couldn’t take it anymore. “Stand up.” I wanted him to fuck
me. Now. Not later. Now, now, now. “Fuck me, Justin. Hard and fast. Fuck me.
Right here.”

Justin’s eyes darted to my face, his beard wet with my
juices. In a second he sprang up, wrapping me in his arms. We kissed, our teeth
mashing against our lips, our breathing frenzied.

“I want you so bad,” he said.

Tightening my hold around his neck, I flattened myself against
him, raising one leg and hooking the curve of my knee against his hip. But I
pushed too hard, and Justin stumbled back into the makeshift wall. The flimsy
structure wobbled and swayed. For one breathless second, we kept our balance.

Then the wall toppled and we tumbled after it in a tangle of
arms and legs. I landed on top of Justin, hearing the breath whoosh from his
lungs, my oiled breasts sliding over his chest. My thigh struck the edge of the
wall, right on the wood paneling, and a yelp burst from my throat. Justin
rolled me onto my side and examined me.

“You okay?” He smothered my thigh in kisses.

Hmmm, I examined our current position, his cock inches from
my mouth and his mouth so close to my pussy. “Never better.” Perfect. “We still
have a sixty-nine to improve on.”

“I won’t let you out of here unless you do,” he said in his
sexy growl.

“Get on your back,” I said urgently.

He flipped over, lying on the wall’s blanketed covering, and
I straddled his face. My lips hovered over his thick shaft as I inhaled his
musky, manly odor. Gripping him in one hand, I massaged his balls with the
other, the skin growing tight as my strokes quickened. My tongue circled his
cock’s salty tip, traveling down his length, lapping at his balls.

He slid his palms up the backs of my thighs and squeezed my
ass. “Fingers or tongue?”

Greedily, I answered, “Both.”

Fingers slipped inside my wet folds, immediately settling
into a steady, plunging pace, and his tongue lapped at my clit.

“Oh yes, baby,” I purred. “Keep it up.”

I might not be able to deep throat the way a porn star did,
but I planned to send Justin to heaven and back. Leaning forward, covering my
teeth with my lips, I took his cock in my mouth, swirling my tongue against the
tip. Focusing on his length—and there was a lot to focus on—I took as much of
him as I could, until the head of his erection touched the back of my throat.
At that point, I pulled back, extending my tongue, and plunged forward again
until I established a comfortable rhythm. I curled one hand around the base of
his cock, keeping it against my lips so it acted as an extension of my mouth.
My free hand massaged his balls, and I heard Justin’s primal grunt of
satisfaction.

His delicious fingers shattered my concentration. And when
he started dipping his tongue into my pussy, it drove me mad. I loved being top
to tail, but sometimes—like right now—it proved very distracting. Too
distracting. The downside of a sixty-nine. Hmmm. I briefly came up for air.

“Your tongue is magic,” he said.

I flushed at the compliment. “So’s yours.”

A bead of fluid emerged from his narrow slit. I gently
lapped at it, and then took him in my mouth as deep as I could go. Performing
oral on a partner was the most intimate sexual act of them all. There was
something deeply erotic about running my tongue over the network of blue veins,
around the head of his cock, and then swallowing him whole.

Enough. Change of plans. I wanted to see his face and feel
him inside me. I rolled off him. Urgency built up inside, reaching a fever
pitch. “Condom?”

He got up and reached for his jeans, pulling a condom out of
his wallet. I snatched it from him. “Kneel.”

I wasted no time tearing open the foil packet. My body
longed for another orgasm. Justin watched as I pinched the tip of the rubber
and rolled it down his length. His expression told me no one had ever done this
for him in the past.

“Get on top,” I told him. In spite of all the other
positions I’d tried, there was something to be said for the good old-fashioned
missionary position. Basic, yet stimulating. It let me stare into my lover’s
eyes, see every emotion flash across his face.

Justin eased himself between my legs and drove his cock
inside me with a powerful thrust. I gasped in ecstasy. My thighs locked around
his waist. I admired his glistening chest, the sculpted biceps. His blue eyes
sparkled as a smile twitched at his lips. He knew the effect he had on me.

“Deeper,” I instructed.

He buried himself in my pussy, balls deep, and picked up a
passionate tempo. Come on, Justin, make me scream your name. Stroke
after stroke plunged deep into my flesh. With each thrust, his pelvis pressed
against my swollen clit, bringing me closer and closer to climax. The euphoric
expression on his face told me he was close too.

“Slow down,” I told him. “Make it last.”

He plunged deep and stayed there, panting, his eyes staring
into mine. Butterflies fluttered madly in my chest. His gaze sent tingles all
the way down to my toes. I was alive with sensation. Justin leaned forward,
resting his head in the crook of my neck, his beard tickling my skin, his teeth
delivering one gasp-inducing bite after another until he reached my earlobe,
and then his lips closed over mine. Still kissing me, his tongue pressing
against mine, he resumed a slow, pumping motion, every thrust making me
whimper.

Breaking the kiss, I arched my back, meeting every thrust,
my fingernails digging into his shoulder blades. Fuck, he was good. So
unbelievably good.

“Just like that! Keep going!” I whispered fiercely.

“Like this?” He used the same technique over and over until
I uttered moan after moan.

I twined my fingers in his soft hair. It wouldn’t take long
now. For either of us. He pushed his cock into me—slap, slap, slap—my
pleasure intensifying. Loud moans continued to escape my throat. I sensed the
first heat of my approaching release and teetered on the brink of orgasm.
Justin’s features grew intense. He wouldn’t last much longer either. A violent
rush of sensation consumed me. Waves of pleasure intensified until I could no
longer breathe.

“Oh Justin!” I screamed, convulsing with pleasure.

With one final thrust, he pounded into me, his face
contorting as he orgasmed. He grunted, and his body shuddered. Spent, we clung
to each other in a tight embrace, his head resting in the curve of my neck. Wow,
the intensity of it all. I ruffled his damp hair and sensed the rapid beat of
his heart against my chest. He looked straight at me, appearing both dazed and
very, very happy.

“You’re living up to all my fantasies,” he said.

“Am I?” My voice rose an octave in surprise. “I thought I
had to do a lap dance to live up to your fantasies. Since you’re obsessed with
the female form, I’ll take that as a huge compliment. You don’t mind being with
a woman who knows what she wants?”

His eyes traveled from my breasts to my face. “You’re
different from the girls I’ve dated.”

“How?”

“Free. Uninhibited. Other girls wait for me to take the
lead.”

Normally, I wasn’t quite this bold in bed, but with Justin
it felt natural to take control. It liberated me.

He pushed himself off me and lay on his back, pulling me
against him. I clung to him, my arm over his chest, my leg over his hip.
Lovingly, he ran his fingers down my cheek and through my damp hair. “And
something tells me you’re no drama queen, like most girls my age.”

My laughter rang out. “Me? Not my style. I’m quite drama
free, believe me.”

“I love your smile.” His index finger traced my lips. “It’s
good to see you happy.”

“It’s all because of you.” I raised my head, kissing the
hollow at the base of his throat.

“So?” His skin glowed with perspiration. “Did I score a
better mark?”

I felt his eyes on me, a physical caress. “Oh honey, you
definitely scored!” I laughed. “You’re a lot more experienced than I expected
for someone so young. You’re very skilled.”

“Well, I have to say that when your artistic passions
include convincing women to pose naked, you tend to, uh, accumulate experience
fairly quickly.”

So he’d been around the block a few times. Made sense.
“Women find you charming and irresistible, don’t they?”

“I’ve been told that, yes.” He seemed a little embarrassed,
not boastful at all.

It felt so good to be with him, so easy. No demands. No
complications. Just the pure exhilaration of being together and having amazing
sex. “How about if I give you an A?”

“What, no A plus?” he said in disbelief. “What does a guy
have to do to earn an A plus?”

“Mmmm, let’s see.” A tableau of sexual acts flashed through
my head. “I rarely give full marks. It’s part of my strategy as a teacher. If
you give a student an A plus, he thinks he’s achieved perfection, and he stops
trying to improve. But with an A, he’ll always work extra hard and produce
better work.”

“I see.” Twisting a finger in my long locks, he pretended to
think it over. “Now that I understand your strategy, I have to agree with it.”

“If you’re skeptical, we can test it out and see if you
perform better the second time,” I offered.

A sexy grin appeared on his face, and he turned over on his
side. “The second time?” he said eagerly. “There’s going to be a second time?”

“Damn right there is.” I playfully smacked his ass. “And a
third.”

We smiled at each other, worn out and content. My fantasy
had finally become a reality. I kissed him, happy I hadn’t listened to my
conscience.

Deep inside me, the cougar lay her head down and purred,
fully sated and dreaming of her next encounter.
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