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Coaxed out of her Clothes for the College Charity Calendar

The beer tasted bitter on Ciara’s tongue, but not quite as bitter as the sudden twist of anxiety that gripped her stomach when Jordan mentioned the calendar. If she were being honest with herself, she already knew, deep down, why he was bringing it up.

"So, I'm officially the photographer for the charity calendar this year," Jordan announced, leaning back in his chair with that casual confidence Ciara had always envied. The low light of the campus bar caught the angles of his jaw, making him look like something from a fashion magazine rather than the fellow veterinary student that he actually was.

"That's great," Ciara said, tucking a strand of wavy brown hair behind her ear. She hoped the conversation would veer in another direction, but—to her dismay—the rest of their friends around the table perked up immediately.

"The naked one?" Melissa asked, her eyes widening with interest. "That's a big deal, Jordan!"

He shrugged, but Ciara could tell he was pleased with the attention. "Yeah, but to be honest it's turning into a bit of a nightmare. We're seriously short on participants this year." His eyes swept across their table. "The animal shelter needs the funds more than ever, too."

Ciara stared down at her half-empty glass, tracing a finger through the condensation. She could feel Jordan's gaze land on her.

"What about you guys?" he asked the group, but his eyes lingered on Ciara.

A chorus of laughs and firm refusals erupted around the table. Ciara felt a flush creeping up her neck just at the thought.

"I could never do something like that," she said, so quietly it was almost to herself, but somehow Jordan heard her over the din.

"Why not?" he asked, leaning forward. "It's tasteful, you know. Nothing explicit."

Ciara's cheeks burned. "I just… I mean, I'd die of embarrassment. Having people see me… like that." The very idea made her heart race uncomfortably.

"But it's for charity," Jordan pressed. "Last year we raised enough to renovate the entire small animal ward at the shelter."

"I just mean I understand why people wouldn't want to," Ciara countered, surprising herself with her persistence. "It's a lot, you know? To ask someone to get naked in front of a camera."

"In front of me, you mean," Jordan said with a teasing smile that made something flutter in her chest.

"Well, yes," she admitted. "That too."

"I'd make you comfortable," he said, his voice dropping slightly. "I'm a professional."

Someone at the table snorted. "Since when?"

Jordan ignored them, his dark eyes still fixed on Ciara. "It's such a shame," he sighed dramatically. "The animals will suffer without our brave, naked bodies."

The table erupted in laughter, but Ciara couldn't join in. Something about the way Jordan was looking at her—about the way he often looked at her—made her skin prickle with a strange heat that she could only partially attribute to embarrassment.

"Think about it," he said softly, just to her, as the others launched into a debate about the ethics of the calendar. "I mean, no pressure. But I do think you'd be great."

Ciara took another sip of her beer, using the glass to hide her face. The very thought of it was terrifying, mortifying… and yet, there was something else there too, something she wasn't ready to examine too closely just yet.

∞∞∞

As the night wore on, the others gradually drifted away—Melissa to meet her boyfriend, the twins heading home to study for tomorrow's anatomy exam, and Tyler mumbling something about an early clinical rotation. Ciara found herself alone with Jordan at the bar, waiting for one last round before calling it a night herself.

"Two more, please," Jordan told the bartender, sliding his card across the sticky wooden surface. He turned to Ciara, his expression suddenly more serious than it had been all evening. "You know,” he said, “I wasn't just saying that earlier to recruit anyone. I really do think you'd be perfect for the calendar."

Ciara felt her chest tighten. "Me? I'm probably the least perfect person for something like that."

"And that's exactly why you're perfect," Jordan said, leaning against the bar. The sleeves of his dark blue shirt were rolled up to his elbows, his tanned forearms catching Ciara’s eye as he played with his beermat. "You've got this… innocence about you. A reluctance."

"That sounds like a terrible qualification," Ciara muttered, though something warm unfurled in her chest at his words.

Jordan shook his head. "You don't get it. I mean, who wants to see the confident jock flexing in front of a camera? Or some bimbo who's already got half her Instagram devoted to bikini shots?" He leaned closer, and Ciara caught a hint of his cologne—something subtle but earthy. "The appeal of these calendars is seeing people like you—smart, reserved people—stepping outside their comfort zone for something they believe in."

The bartender returned with their beers, and Ciara took a long sip, using the moment to gather her thoughts.

"I don't know, Jordan." She traced the rim of her glass with her fingertip. "The idea of standing there while you—while anyone—took pictures of me… like that…" The unspoken word—naked—played heavy on her mind and made her skin prickle with heat.

"It isn't actually full frontal, you know," he said, his voice gentler now. "We use strategic poses, props. It's about suggestion, vulnerability. That's what makes these calendars sell so well—it's not pornography. It's just regular people doing something brave and a little crazy for a good cause."

Ciara bit her lower lip, considering. The animal shelter the calendar supported did need the money desperately. She knew that. She'd volunteered there last summer and had seen firsthand how overcrowded it was, how they struggled to provide even basic care.

"Would I… would I get to approve the photos before they go in?" she asked, surprising herself with the question.

Jordan's eyes lit up. "Absolutely. You'd have final say. We wouldn't use anything you weren't comfortable with."

He shifted his barstool closer to hers, their knees almost touching. "Look, I know it's scary. But I also know you care about the shelter. And honestly?" His voice dropped to a confidential murmur. "You've got to know you've got a banging body, Ciara. Nothing to be ashamed of there."

The compliment sent a jolt through her that was equal parts embarrassment and something else—a thrill she wasn't ready to name. She took another large gulp of beer, feeling the alcohol's warm courage spreading through her veins.

"What would I even… I mean, how do people pose for these things?" she asked, staring intently at her glass.

"Well, since it’s all vet students, we usually incorporate animals somehow. Not real ones, obviously—stuffed toys, figurines. All strategically placed." He grinned. "But the point is, it’s all very tasteful."

An hour later, and two more beers between them, Ciara found herself nodding. The bar had emptied considerably, the music had quieted, and Jordan's knee was definitely touching hers now.

"Okay," she said finally, her voice barely audible. "I'll do it. But I have conditions."

Jordan's smile was triumphant. "Name them."

"I want to see the photos immediately. And if I hate them all, you delete them, no questions asked."

"Done."

"And…" She hesitated. "I don’t want to be in any solo shots. Don’t feature me as ‘Miss July’ or whatever. I know it’s mostly group photos. Hide me away in one of those."

Jordan nodded solemnly, though his eyes danced with excitement. "Absolutely. We'll schedule you for the end of the month for the group session. I promise you won’t be the centre of attention. And Ciara?" He reached out and squeezed her hand briefly. "Thank you."

As they left the bar together, stepping into the cool night air, Ciara felt a curious mixture of terror and exhilaration. What had she just agreed to? The thought of standing naked before Jordan's camera—before Jordan himself—made her stomach flip in ways that weren't entirely unpleasant. But had she just made it worse by insisting on hiding away in a group? Sure, it meant less focus on her… but it also meant more witnesses on the day.

"I'm probably going to regret this," she murmured as they walked toward the campus apartments.

"Maybe," Jordan said, bumping his shoulder playfully against hers. "Or maybe you're actually going to discover something about yourself."

Ciara didn't ask what he meant by that. Part of her was afraid she already knew.

∞∞∞

Two weeks passed in a blur of classes, study sessions, and moments of sudden, gripping panic whenever Ciara remembered what she'd agreed to do. The calendar shoot loomed like an approaching storm. And then it was the final night before the photo session, and she found herself alone in her apartment, unable to focus on anything else.

"It's for charity," she whispered to her reflection in the bathroom mirror. Her wide brown eyes stared back, pupils dilated with anxiety. "Just a few quick photos. Nobody will even be looking at you specifically."

But the thought of Jordan looking at her—seeing parts of her body that no one had seen in broad daylight—made her heart race with trepidation and… was it really excitement too?

Ciara turned on the shower, letting steam fill the small bathroom as she peeled off her oversized t-shirt and cotton shorts. As the hot water cascaded over her shoulders, she tried to imagine what tomorrow would be like. Would there be somewhere private to undress? Or would she be expected to just… strip down in front of everyone?

The thought made her stomach clench with a mixture of dread and… well, something that made her cheeks flush well beyond what could be explained by the heat of the shower.

She reached for her razor and began carefully shaving her legs with meticulous attention. Every stroke of the blade was deliberate, her hands trembling slightly as she prepared herself to be on display. When she finished with her legs, she hesitated, razor still in hand.

They won't even see that part, she told herself, but her hand drifted to her centre nonetheless. Ciara painstakingly tidied and shaped, wondering with each careful movement why she was putting in so much effort for something that she knew would be hidden behind strategic props.

The truth whispered at the edges of her consciousness. She wasn't doing this for the calendar. She was doing it for Jordan.

"You’re being ridiculous," she muttered to herself as she rinsed off and stepped out of the shower. "He's a professional. He's not going to be looking at you like… that."

But the memory of his knee pressed against hers at the bar flashed through her mind as she towelled herself dry. As did the intensity of his gaze when he'd so nonchalantly complimented her body. It all still sent a flutter through her. It all still suggested that he just might have other priorities beyond the noble cause of charity.

Ciara walked back into her bedroom wrapped in her towel. But standing before her full-length mirror, she let the fabric fall away and examined herself critically. Her body was athletic from years of swimming, but with soft curves at her hips and breasts. She wondered whether Jordan would find her attractive. Whether he would compare her to the other students who had posed for him.

"Stop it," she scolded herself out loud, quickly pulling on her pyjamas. "This isn't about that."

But as she slipped between her cool sheets, her mind wouldn't quiet. Images of Jordan behind his camera, directing her, looking at her body through his lens—they played on repeat, making her shift restlessly beneath her blankets.

What if he asked her to move a prop? What if something slipped, revealing more than she’d intended? The thought should have mortified her, but instead, it sent a warm, liquid feeling pooling low in her belly.

"This is insane," Ciara whispered into the darkness of her bedroom. "He's just a friend. This is just a stupid calendar."

But as sleep finally began to claim her, her last conscious thought was of Jordan's dark eyes, watching her from behind his camera, seeing all of her—not just her naked body, but something deeper, something she hadn't yet fully identified herself.

∞∞∞

Morning arrived with harsh, unforgiving sunlight streaming through her blinds. Ciara had slept fitfully, plagued by dreams where she showed up to the photoshoot only to discover she was the only one expected to pose, with dozens of observers watching from the shadows.

Her phone buzzed by her head on the bedside table. Ciara reached for it, squinting at the screen.

It was a message from Jordan: "Farm location confirmed for 10am. Dropped you a pin. Bring yourself, nothing else needed. Can't wait to see you there x"

That casual "x" at the end made her heart stutter. Was that new? Had he signed off with kisses before? In her early-morning haze, she couldn't quite remember.

The directions showed a farm about twenty minutes outside of town. Somewhere rural, private. That was good, at least—less of a chance of random passers-by stumbling across their naked photo shoot. But the reminder of what she was about to do sent a fresh wave of nausea through her.

"Nothing else needed," she read again, her mouth dry. Of course. They'd provide the robes. All she needed to bring was her courage, which admittedly felt in desperately short supply this morning.

She forced herself out of bed and into clothes—simple jeans and a loose sweater that would be easy to remove. The thought made her stomach clench again.

It's just a body, she thought to herself as she brushed her teeth. Everyone has one.

But it wasn't just a body. It was her body. And it wasn't just anyone who would see it—it was Jordan. Her friend. The guy whose smile always managed to make her feel just a bit dizzy. The guy she'd been pretending not to have feelings for since their second week of veterinary school together.

By the time she pulled into the farm's gravel driveway, Ciara had cycled through panic, resolve, and back to panic at least a dozen times. The location was beautiful—rolling fields, an old stone barn with character, hay bales artfully stacked in patterns. Perfect for rustic, tasteful photos. In any other circumstance, she might have actually appreciated such scenery.

She parked next to a row of cars, a couple of which she recognised as belonging to fellow students. This really was happening. Ciara took three deep breaths before stepping out of her car, her legs trembling slightly beneath her.

Jordan emerged from the barn, camera already hanging around his neck. His face lit up when he saw her, and he jogged over.

"You came!" he said, as if he'd half-expected her to bail. "I'm so glad."

"I said I would," Ciara replied, trying to sound more confident than she felt.

"Come on, I'll show you where everyone's getting ready."

He led her toward the barn, his hand hovering near the small of her back but not quite touching her. Ciara was acutely aware of the space between them, of the electricity that seemed to crackle in that small gap.

Inside, the barn had been transformed. Lighting equipment loomed all around them. A makeshift changing area had been set up with portable screens. And there, gathered in a small group, were her fellow students—two women and five men, all wrapped in identical white terry cloth robes. All wearing Wellington boots in various colours, the rubber footwear looking absurdly out of place against their otherwise bare legs.

Ciara froze. Seven pairs of eyes turned to her. She recognised them all—classmates, acquaintances, people she passed in the hallways. And now they would all see her naked. Or… mostly naked. Depending on whatever "tasteful nudity" actually entailed.

But what struck her most forcefully, she realised, was the gender imbalance. Just two other women, and five men—six if she counted Jason. She had somehow expected… what? An even split? All women? She wasn't sure, but the reality of being so outnumbered sent a fresh wave of anxiety through her.

"Here," Jordan said, handing her a folded white robe identical to the others. "You can change behind those screens. We're almost ready to start with the first group shot in the hay loft."

Ciara clutched the robe to her chest. "The hay loft?" she repeated faintly.

"Don't worry, we've laid down blankets. No one's going to be getting hay in uncomfortable places." He grinned, but Ciara couldn't return his smile.

She glanced again at the group. One of the men—was it Ryan from their pathology class?—winked at her. The gesture made her feel suddenly exposed, even though she was still fully clothed.

"I can't do this," she whispered, turning back to Jordan. "I thought—I don't know what I thought, but not this. There are so many guys, and—"

"Hey," Jordan said softly, taking her elbow and leading her slightly away from the others. "Talk to me. What's going on?"

"I just…" Ciara struggled to articulate her sudden panic. "I didn't expect to be so… outnumbered. And they're all looking at me like they know what I'm about to do, and—"

"They're looking at you because you just walked in," Jordan said reasonably. "And they're all about to do exactly the same thing as you. We're all in this together, Ciara."

"But there are only three of us. Three women, I mean." She lowered her voice. "It feels different for us. You must know that."

Jordan's expression softened. "I do know that. And I promise you, this is a safe space. Everyone signed the same code of conduct. No phones allowed during the shoot. No comments about anyone's body. Professional behaviour only."

Ciara bit her lip, still unconvinced.

"Look," Jordan continued, his voice dropping even lower. "If you really want to leave, I understand. No hard feelings. But…" He hesitated, something vulnerable flickering across his face. "I was really hoping you'd stay. I was looking forward to working with you. To… seeing you."

There was something in the way he said it—a rawness, an honesty that cut through her panic. He wasn't just talking as the photographer now, the guy who’d organised all this and whose neck would be on the line if it went tits up. This was Jordan, her friend who'd been flirting with her for months in that plausibly-deniable way that had driven her half-mad with uncertainty.

"Do it for me?" he asked, his dark eyes holding hers. "Please?"

The request hung between them, weighted with something that felt dangerously close to intimacy. Ciara felt her resistance wavering.

"For you?" she repeated, testing the words.

"Yes." His gaze didn't waver. "I've been wanting to… I mean, I've always thought you were beautiful. And yes, this is for charity, but I'd be lying if I said I wasn't personally invested in having you here."

Ciara's breath caught. Was he actually admitting what she thought he was? That he simply wanted to see her naked? That this wasn't just about the calendar for him?

"That's… inappropriate," she said weakly, but her heart was racing.

Jordan smiled, a slow, confident curve of his lips. "Probably,” he said. “But it's honest. And if it helps convince you to stay, then I'm willing to be inappropriately honest."

Ciara looked at him—really looked at him. At the way his curly hair fell across his forehead, at the strong line of his jaw, at the intensity in his eyes that had never been directed at her quite this openly before. Something shifted between them in that moment, a door opening that had previously been firmly shut.

"Okay," she heard herself say. "I'll stay. But you have to promise to make me look good."

Jordan's smile widened. "That," he said, "will be the easiest part of my job today."

As she made her way to the changing area, Ciara felt a curious mixture of terror and exhilaration. She was about to get naked in front of Jordan and seven other classmates. But the way Jordan had looked at her just now, the way he'd asked her to stay for him—it changed things.

This wasn't just about facing her fears in the name of charity anymore. It was about the two of them, and whatever had just sparked to life between them.

Behind the screen, Ciara slowly removed her clothes, folding each item neatly as if the ritual might calm her racing heart. The robe was soft against her bare skin as she slipped it on, belting it tightly at her waist. She pulled on the Wellington boots that had been left for her—bright yellow, a size too big.

The absurdity of the situation suddenly struck her. Here she was, naked but for a bathrobe and rain boots, about to pose for photos with people she normally only saw in lecture halls. And all because Jordan—her Jordan, as she was beginning to think of him—had asked her to.

She steeled herself for whatever was about to come, and stepped out from the safety of the changing area… and into a space where the only certainty that existed was the inevitability of her imminent exposure.

∞∞∞

"Alright everyone, let's head up to the hay loft for our first shot," Jordan called out, gesturing toward a wooden ladder that led to the upper level of the barn. His voice carried an authority that Ciara hadn't heard from him before—this was professional Jordan, photographer Jordan. Not the guy who had just confessed to wanting to see her naked.

The group began to move, and Ciara instinctively hung back, letting the others go first. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she watched her classmates ascend the ladder one by one. It looked steep. It looked exposed.

"Ladies first," one of the guys joked, and the two other female students—Ciara now recognised them as Anna from her anatomy lab and Priya from biochemistry—rolled their eyes but obliged, climbing carefully in their robes and ridiculous Wellington boots.

Ciara watched as Anna climbed, her gaze inadvertently drawn upward as the girl reached for the next rung. The angle caused Anna's robe to fall open slightly at the front, offering Ciara an accidental glimpse of a pale, freckled thigh and the curve of a breast. She quickly averted her eyes, her face burning. If she could see up Anna's robe from down here, then when it was her turn…

The men followed, and Ciara's anxiety mounted with each person who disappeared into the loft. Soon, only she and Jordan remained on the ground floor.

"Your turn," Jordan said softly, gesturing to the ladder.

Ciara approached it as if it were a gallows. "I didn't realise there’d be climbing involved," she murmured, staring up at the wooden rungs.

"It'll be worth it. The light up there is amazing," Jordan said, his camera already raised as if he might capture her ascent.

The thought made Ciara's stomach lurch. "Don't you dare," she warned, clutching her robe tighter around herself.

Jordan lowered the camera, raising his free hand in surrender. "Wouldn't dream of it. Not yet, anyway."

There was no more delaying the inevitable. Ciara placed one yellow boot on the bottom rung and began to climb, hyperaware of Jordan's presence below her. She tried to hold the hem of her robe together with one hand while climbing with the other, making her ascent awkward and precarious. Each movement felt like a potential disaster—one wrong shift and she might give Jordan a preview of what was to come.

"Careful," Jordan called from below, and Ciara could hear the smile in his voice. "Need a hand?"

"No!" The word came out sharper than she intended. "I'm fine. Just… don't look up."

"I'm being a gentleman," he replied, though she wasn't entirely convinced.

By the time she reached the top, Ciara was flustered and slightly out of breath. The hay loft was larger than she had expected, with golden light streaming in through high windows, illuminating dust motes that danced in the air. True to Jordan's word, blankets had been laid out over the hay bales that were lined up in the centre of the loft.

Jordan climbed up after her, his movements fluid and confident. He surveyed the space with a professional eye, then began directing everyone into position.

"Alright, for this first shot, I want the three women seated on these hay bales here," he indicated the blanket-covered bales arranged in a row. "And you five," he nodded to the men, "will be positioned behind them."

Ciara moved reluctantly toward the centre hay bale as Jordan continued his instructions.

"When we shoot, the ladies will have their legs crossed and use their arms to cover their breasts. Very tasteful, very classic. The guys behind will be showing full upper body. You three in the middle, kneel on the bales and the ladies in front will be blocking your lower halves. The two on the edges should stand behind the bales. And we’re going for a casual look from the guys, okay?" He demonstrated the pose himself, crossing his arms over his chest. "Like this, see? Natural, not awkward."

Nothing about this felt natural to Ciara, but she sat down on the middle hay bale as instructed, crossing her legs tightly. Anna took the position to her left, Priya to her right. Behind each of them knelt one of the male students, while the remaining two stood at either end of their row.

As Ciara felt someone settle behind her, she glanced over her shoulder. It was Ryan—the one who had winked at her earlier. He smiled at her now, his eyes crinkling at the corners.

"Fancy seeing you here, Ciara," he said. "Didn't expect you to be the type for this sort of thing."

"I'm not," she replied stiffly, facing forward again.

Jordan was setting up a tripod now, checking angles and adjusting lighting reflectors. "Everyone comfortable?" he asked, though he didn't wait for an answer. "Let's do some test shots with the robes on, just to check the composition and lighting."

Ciara sat rigid on her hay bale, acutely aware of Ryan's presence behind her. In a few minutes, her bare back would be revealed to him. Her body would be the only thing concealing his… lower half from the camera. The thought sent a wave of heat from her cheeks all the way down to her collarbone.

She tried to focus on Jordan instead, watching as he peered through his viewfinder, adjusted something, then stepped back to check his work. But her mind kept returning to the impending reality. Soon, she would be naked, surrounded by naked classmates, with Ryan's… She couldn’t bring herself to give words to her thoughts, but Ryan would be just inches from her bare skin.

Ciara swallowed hard. What had she gotten herself into? This wasn't just about her own exposure anymore. It was about being physically close to others in their vulnerability too. The intimacy of it all felt overwhelming.

"Perfect," Jordan called, snapping her out of her spiralling thoughts. "The lighting’s just right. Now, when I count to three, I want everyone to assume their final positions. Robes off as quickly as possible, just chuck them out of shot. The wellies stay on." His eyes met Ciara's briefly, and she saw something there—reassurance, maybe, or anticipation. Perhaps both. "Ready?"

Ciara's hands moved to the belt of her robe, trembling slightly. Around her, the others were doing the same, their expressions ranging from nervous to excited. There was no turning back now. In just moments, she would be more exposed than she had ever been in her life, with Jordan's lens capturing it all.

"One…" Jordan began, his finger hovering over the shutter release.

"Two.."

Ciara's fingers tightened on her belt, her heart hammering so loudly she was certain everyone could hear it now.

"Three!"

In an instant, the air filled with the rustling of terrycloth as robes flew in all directions. Ciara yanked hers off in one fluid motion, immediately slapping one arm across her chest while the other hand darted between her legs. She dropped back onto the hay bale, trapping her hand between her thighs as she crossed her legs tightly. Once she was in place, she allowed that hand to join the other, carefully reaching up to grasp herself. She then—equally carefully—snaked her arm across her chest until her other breast was similarly cupped, her mind all the while laser-focused on remaining covered throughout every movement.

Her eyes locked onto Jordan, watching his face for any reaction. Did his gaze linger on her for a fraction too long? Did that slight widening of his eyes mean he'd seen something she’d meant to hide? His expression remained professionally neutral as he scanned the group, but Ciara couldn't shake the feeling that he'd caught a glimpse of her—all of her—in that brief moment of transition.

The yellow rubber of her Wellington boots suddenly felt absurd against her bare skin. The contrast of being completely naked except for rain boots made her nakedness all the more pronounced, all the more deliberate. This wasn't like being naked in the shower or changing quickly in a locker room. This was purposeful exposure.

Ciara allowed herself a quick glance to either side. Anna and Priya wore expressions that Ciara imagined must have mirrored her own face—a mixture of embarrassment and forced bravery. Anna's cheeks blazed red as she cupped her breasts, her knuckles white with tension. Priya stared straight ahead, her jaw clenched, shoulders hunched forward slightly as if trying to make herself smaller.

Seeing their discomfort only heightened Ciara's own. What had she been thinking? This wasn't brave or charitable—it was mortifying. She was sitting naked on a hay bale in a draughty barn while the guy she'd been secretly crushing on for months directed her like a prop in some bizarre pastoral tableau.

"Perfect," Jordan called, his voice steady and assured. "Ryan, could you move forward a bit? We need to make sure you're fully covered from the camera's perspective."

Ciara felt the hay bale dip and shift as Ryan adjusted his position behind her. He moved closer, the heat from his bare skin radiating against her back through the thin sliver of air that separated them. She stiffened, hyperaware now of the minimal distance between them, hyperaware of the fact that he was now as naked as she was. The thought sent another wave of heat rushing to her face.

Jordan began snapping photos, the mechanical click of the shutter marking each moment of Ciara's prolonged humiliation. Time seemed to stretch endlessly. How long had they been posing now? A minute? Five? It felt like hours.

"Hold that position," Jordan directed. "Anna, chin up a bit. Ciara, relax your shoulders—you look terrified."

I am terrified, she wanted to shout. Instead, she tried to force her shoulders down from where they'd crept up toward her ears, taking a deep breath that did nothing to calm her racing heart.

The shutter clicked again and again. Ciara fixed her gaze on a point just above Jordan's head, too afraid to meet his eyes directly. Would he look at these photos later, alone? Would he study her body, the parts she was trying so desperately to conceal? The thought should have horrified her completely, but there was something else mixed in with the undeniable embarrassment—something warm and electric that coiled low in her belly.

And then, suddenly, she felt it—the unmistakable press of something against her lower back. Ryan had shifted again, and now there was no space between them at all. Something had made contact—something that made Ciara's breath catch in her throat.

Her first instinct was to jerk forward, away from the intrusion, but that would draw attention. Everyone would look. Everyone would know. So she remained frozen, her muscles rigid with shock as the pressure against her back became more pronounced.

This couldn't be happening. Not here, not now, not with everyone watching and Jordan's camera capturing every moment. But it was. Ryan was naked behind her, and there was no mistaking the not-quite-entirely-soft length now pressing against her bare skin.

"Can you lean back just a little, Ciara?" Jordan called, seemingly completely unaware of her predicament. "We're losing the composition with you hunched forward like that."

Ciara swallowed hard, panic rising in her throat. Lean back? Against that? She couldn't possibly. But Jordan was looking at her expectantly, his camera poised, waiting.

"I—" she began, her voice a strangled whisper.

"Just a bit," Jordan encouraged. "Trust me, it'll look better."

Trust him? When she was sitting here naked with a classmate's slowly hardening cock pressing into her back? When each tiny movement threatened to expose parts of her she desperately wanted to keep hidden? When the camera's leering eye was recording every second of her humiliation?

But there was something in Jordan's gaze—something warm and reassuring that cut through Ciara’s panic. He had asked her to do this for him, and despite everything, she still wanted to please him.

Slowly, reluctantly, Ciara leaned back, feeling Ryan's hardness more firmly against her spine. A small sound escaped her—not quite a gasp, but close enough that she saw Jordan's eyebrows lift slightly behind the camera.

"That's it," he said softly. "Perfect."

The shutter clicked again, capturing the moment—her wide eyes, her flushed cheeks, the tension in every line of her body. And behind her, invisible to the camera but overwhelmingly present to Ciara, Ryan's arousal pressed insistently against her naked back.

Her world narrowed to that single point of contact, the increasingly hard length pressed against her bare skin. Everything else—the camera, the other students, even her own nakedness—receded into a distant blur. All that existed was that insistent pressure.

Ryan can't possibly be oblivious to it, can he? she thought desperately. He had to know what was happening, what his body was doing against hers.

As if in answer to her silent question, she felt him shift again, pressing more firmly against her. Then, with subtle movements that surely no one else could detect, he began to move his hardness from side to side against her lower back, the friction sending unwelcome tingles up her spine.

Ciara's breath caught in her throat. This was beyond inappropriate—wasn't it? She knew she should say something, should move away, should call him out. But doing so would draw everyone's attention. And then they would all know. Jordan would know. The thought paralysed her.

But worse—far worse—was the realisation now dawning with horrifying clarity. Her body was responding.

A liquid heat pooled between her thighs, a sensation she recognised with mounting dismay. The same feeling she'd experienced when imagining Jordan seeing her naked, when he'd looked at her with those dark eyes and asked her to do this “for him”.

Oh god! There was no denying it. She was getting aroused. Here, exposed, surrounded by classmates, with Jordan's camera lens trained on her, she was getting turned on by Ryan's unwanted advances. Her nipples hardened against her palms, which she pressed more firmly against herself, desperate to hide any visible evidence of her body's betrayal.

Shame burned hotter than her arousal. What was wrong with her? She didn't even like Ryan that way. It was Jordan she'd been fantasising about, Jordan whose approval she craved. Yet her traitorous body responded to this crude, unwanted contact as if it had been starved for touch.

The shutter continued to click, each sound like a judgment, preserving her humiliation for posterity. How many more photos could Jordan possibly need? Her arms were beginning to ache from holding the position, her thighs trembling with the strain of keeping herself covered while Ryan continued his subtle movements behind her.

"I think that's a wrap on this shot," Jordan finally announced, lowering his camera. "Everyone hold position until I get your robes."

Relief flooded through Ciara so intensely she nearly gasped. It was ending. This mortifying moment that had stretched to infinity would soon be over.




Jordan retrieved the discarded robes from where they'd been tossed and began distributing them one by one. He handed them to the standing models first, then to Anna and Priya, before finally approaching Ciara.

As he extended the robe toward her, their eyes met. Did he know? Could he see the conflicted emotions raging within her? His expression revealed nothing—just the same professional demeanour he'd maintained throughout.

"Thank you," Ciara whispered, accepting the robe with one hand while desperately trying to keep herself covered with the other.

Everyone began the awkward process of putting their robes back on while still trying to maintain some semblance of modesty. Ciara fumbled with hers, finally managing to drape it across her front before standing to properly secure it around herself.

Only when she was fully covered again did she turn to face Ryan, who was casually tying his belt as if nothing unusual had happened. The accusation in her eyes must have been clear because he met her gaze with an infuriating smirk.

"Thanks for keeping me covered," he said, his voice low enough that only she could hear. "Appreciate it."

Indignation flared hot in Ciara's chest. He was thanking her? As if she'd been a willing participant in whatever game he'd been playing?

"You—" she began, but the words died in her throat as Jordan called out to the group.

"Great job, everyone! We'll take a short break before the next setup. Water and snacks downstairs."

The others began moving toward the ladder, their voices a blur of relieved chatter and nervous laughter. Ciara remained frozen, her hands clutching her robe closed at her throat as she watched Ryan saunter away, joining the others as if he hadn't just violated her personal space in the most intimate way imaginable.

"You okay?" Jordan appeared at her side, his camera now hanging loosely around his neck. "You look a bit… flushed."

Ciara couldn't meet his eyes. How could she possibly explain what had just happened? That another student had gotten aroused against her back during the shoot? That, worse still, her own body had responded? That in her confusion she'd found herself thinking of him—Jordan—the whole time?

"I'm fine," she lied, her voice tight. "Just… hot up here."

Jordan studied her face, concern evident in his expression. "If you want to sit the next shot out, that's completely fine. No pressure."

The kindness in his voice nearly undid her. If only he knew the storm of confusion raging inside her—embarrassment at her exposure, anger at Ryan's behaviour, and beneath it all, a persistent, unwanted arousal that hadn't fully subsided.

"No," she heard herself say. "I'll do it. I said I would."

Something flickered across Jordan's face—surprise, perhaps, or admiration. "You're braver than you give yourself credit for, Ciara."

As they made their way toward the ladder, Ciara wondered if she actually was brave or simply… masochistic. Because despite everything that had just happened, despite her mortification and confusion, there was a part of her—a part she barely recognised—that was curious about what would come next. About what other vulnerabilities she might discover within herself under Jordan's watchful gaze.

And it was that insistent curiosity that terrified her more than anything else she might be about to face.

∞∞∞

The break passed quickly, a daze of awkward small talk and averted gazes. Ciara stayed close to Jordan, using him as a buffer against Ryan, who seemed completely unbothered by what had transpired. He chatted easily with the other students, occasionally glancing in Ciara's direction with that same infuriating smirk.

"Next setup is outside," Jordan announced after about ten minutes. "We're going to use the paddock fence for a more rustic shot."

Outside. The word sent a fresh wave of anxiety through Ciara. At least the barn had walls, a ceiling, some semblance of privacy. Outside meant exposure on a whole new level.

"Don't worry," Jordan added, as if in response to the concern on her face. "The farm is private property. No unexpected visitors."

They all followed Jordan across the grassy expanse toward a weathered paddock fence. The wooden structure stretched across the field, its slats worn smooth by years of exposure to the elements. Exposure to the elements… Ciara hugged her robe tighter around herself at the thought, her rubber boots squeaking with each step across the dewy grass.

"This will be perfect," Jordan said, gesturing to the fence. "The horizontals are at exactly the right height for what we need."

He positioned himself in front of the fence and demonstrated the pose, showing how one slat would hit at chest height for the women, another at waist level for everyone. "You'll all stand in a line along the fence, facing the camera. The slats will do all the work of providing coverage."

Ciara examined the fence with trepidation. It did seem like it would work—the wooden planks were just wide enough to conceal what needed concealing. But… standing in a line did mean being on full display from the back.

"Let's get you all in position," Jordan continued.

He began arranging them, and Ciara found herself directed to stand between two of the male students—Tyler and Jason. She knew them from her clinical rotations. Not Ryan, thank god. She glanced around and saw him being positioned at the far end of the line.

"Everyone comfortable with the setup?" Jordan asked, stepping back to assess the arrangement.

Comfortable wasn't exactly the word Ciara would have chosen, but she nodded along with the others. At least the fence would hide the most private parts of her body from the camera.

"Great. On my count, robes off, and assume the position against the fence. Remember, face forward, big smiles. The fence does all the work."

Ciara's heart hammered against her ribs. This time they would be disrobing outside, under the open sky. What if someone drove past on the distant road? What if a farmhand appeared? Jordan had promised privacy, but still…

"One… two… three!"

The now-familiar rustling of terrycloth filled the air. Ciara untied her belt with trembling fingers and slipped the robe from her shoulders. The cool morning air immediately enveloped her naked body, raising goosebumps across her skin. She stepped forward quickly, pressing herself against the fence, grateful for the solid wood against her breasts and lower abdomen.

As she settled into position, she became acutely aware of a presence shifting beside her. Tyler had stepped slightly back from the fence, his head turned toward her. Though she kept her gaze firmly forward, she could feel his eyes on her, trailing down her exposed back to her bare buttocks. The knowledge that he was looking—really looking—made her skin prickle with renewed heat.

"Tyler, face forward please," Jordan called out, his tone suddenly sharper. "Everyone needs to be looking at the camera."

Tyler quickly corrected his position, but the damage was done. Ciara knew he had seen her—all of her. The thought sent conflicting waves of embarrassment and something far more primal, coursing through her.

"Perfect, hold that," Jordan instructed, capturing different angles.

The minutes dragged on. Ciara tried to focus on anything but her nakedness—the distant hills, the clouds drifting overhead, the birds calling from a nearby copse of trees. But her body wouldn't let her forget. The breeze played across her bare skin. It swirled around her exposed backside, a constant reminder of her vulnerability.

Her hair lifted in the wind, strands dancing around her face. The contrast of sensations was disorienting—the solid, unyielding fence against her front, the open, caressing air against her back. She had never been so aware of her own skin before, of every square inch that was now exposed to the elements and, from the front, to Jordan's lens.

"Hold it just a bit longer," Jordan called, moving to capture the group from yet another angle.

Ciara's muscles began to ache from maintaining the position. The wooden slat pressed uncomfortably against her breasts now, and her legs trembled slightly with the effort of standing perfectly still. Just when she thought she couldn't bear it a moment longer, Jordan lowered his camera.

"That's a wrap on this one. Great job, everyone!"

The relief was immediate. Ciara remained frozen in place as Jordan retrieved their robes, distributing them one by one as he had before. When he reached her, there was a moment—just a brief second—when their eyes met, and she thought she saw something beyond professional interest in his gaze.

"You're doing amazingly," he murmured, just for her, as he handed over her robe.

Ciara slipped it on gratefully, securing the belt with a tight knot. Her skin still tingled from the exposure, from the knowledge that Jordan had seen her—had photographed her—once more. But also from the knowledge that Tyler had now seen her too, not as she had wanted to be seen, but in a glimpse that had been stolen from her. The indignity of it joined the swell of other emotions still raging within her.

"Let's move to our next location," Jordan announced to the group. "There's a small hill just beyond that oak tree. It'll give us a beautiful natural backdrop."

They all trudged across the field, the absurdity of their situation—fully clothed from neck to shin in white cloth, but with bright rubber boots poking out beneath—striking Ciara anew. In any other context, it would have been comical.

The hill Jordan had chosen was gentle and grassy, offering a panoramic view of the surrounding countryside. There were no props visible, nothing to hide behind.

"For this shot," Jordan explained, "we'll create a formation with alternating men and women. It'll be a simple standing pose—guy-girl-guy-girl-guy-girl-guy." He paused, counting the group. "That means one of the guys will have to sit this one out."

Before Jordan could decide who would be excluded, Ryan stepped forward. "I'll volunteer," he said, his voice carrying across the hillside. "Honestly, I think I'll have a better view from behind the camera anyway." He winked broadly, and several of the others chuckled.

Ciara felt her stomach tighten. The way he said it, the implications behind his words—it made her skin crawl. He wasn't just offering to step out; he was making it clear he wanted to watch.

Most of the group had laughed at his comment. Ciara couldn't bring herself to join in. She stared at the ground, her fingers digging into the soft fabric of her robe. When she finally looked up, she found Jordan watching her with an unreadable expression.

"Actually," Jordan said slowly, "I think we'll have Jason sit this one out. Ryan, we’ll put you on the right of the formation."

Ryan's smile faltered slightly, but he shrugged and moved into position as directed. Ciara felt a rush of gratitude toward Jordan, though she couldn't be sure if he had made the change for her benefit or for some other reason entirely.

As Jordan began arranging them for the next shot, Ciara steeled herself once more. The day was only half over, and already she had experienced more exposure, more vulnerability, than she'd ever thought possible. Yet beneath the anxiety and embarrassment, something else was taking shape—a strange, unexpected power in her willingness to be seen, to be vulnerable on her own terms.

And as Jordan positioned her in the lineup, his hand briefly brushing against her arm, she realised that this power—this choice to reveal herself—might be more intoxicating than she'd ever imagined.

"For this shot," Jordan called out, positioning them on the hillside, "I want to try something a bit different."

Ciara found herself standing second from the left in their new arrangement. At least she was positioned far from Ryan, a small mercy after everything that had transpired. Instead, she stood between two other male students—one who she barely knew, but had seen around campus, and another she recognised from several of her tutorials, though his name escaped her.

"You'll be facing away from the camera this time," he explained. "I want to capture a more… artistic angle."

The way he hesitated before "artistic" made Ciara's stomach flutter with renewed anxiety. What exactly did he have in mind?

"And," Jordan continued, a mischievous glint in his eye, "I want you each to rest your hands on your neighbours' behinds." He paused, grinning. "This one's a bit cheeky, if you'll pardon the pun."

Ciara's breath caught in her throat. Physical contact? Actual, deliberate touching? Her mind raced with the implications. She didn’t just have to worry about being seen now—she had to worry about being touched, and touching others. She hadn't been warned about this aspect of the shoot.

"Jordan, I don't—" she began, her voice barely above a whisper, but he was already moving on.

"Let's have a quick practice before we remove the robes," Jordan called out. "Everyone in position, please."

Ciara's pulse quickened, her throat constricting with panic as she turned zombie-like along with the others. Before she even registered that she was now in position, she felt it—the unmistakable pressure of hands coming to rest ever so gently on the terry cloth covering her bottom. Both men, one on either side of her, had placed their palms against her as instructed.

The touch was light, respectful even, but it sent a jolt through her entire body. She stood frozen, unable to reciprocate, her arms hanging uselessly at her sides.

"Everyone participating, please," Jordan called out. His eyes met hers when she glanced over her shoulder, a gentle encouragement in his gaze that somehow cut through her panic.

Ciara swallowed hard and forced herself to move. She reached out to her sides, her trembling hands finding the robed backsides of the men flanking her. The fabric felt rough beneath her fingers, the firm muscles of their buttocks evident even through the thick terry cloth.

Her face burned so intensely she was certain everyone could feel the heat radiating from her. Mortification was once again winning the battle of her emotional turmoil. This was beyond exposure, beyond vulnerability—this was active participation in something that felt dangerously close to intimate.

"Perfect," Jordan said, his voice carrying across the hillside. "Hold that position. When I count down, robes off, same pose immediately."

Ciara's heart hammered against her ribs. In moments, the thin barrier of cloth between her hands and the men's bare skin would be gone. And worse, their hands would be directly on her naked flesh too—her most private areas exposed not just to sight now, but to touch.

And then, as inevitable as death or taxes, the countdown came again.

"Three…"

She could feel the man on her right shift slightly, his fingers tensing against her.

"Two…"

Her own hands trembled where they rested, her palms suddenly damp with nervous sweat.

"One!"

Ciara discarded her robe in unison with the others, her movements mechanical, driven by some force beyond conscious thought. The cool air hit her bare skin like a physical blow, but she barely registered it against the overwhelming sensation of male hands coming to rest directly on her exposed buttocks.

Both men had replaced their hands exactly where they had been, but now nothing separated their palms from her flesh. She felt their warmth seeping into her, felt the slight hesitation in their touch, as if they too were processing the sudden intimacy of the contact.

Ciara's own hands found their targets similarly, her fingers now splayed across bare male buttocks. The skin beneath her palms was warm, firm, completely different textures—one smooth, the other slightly rougher with what she realised must be hair.

"Hold that position," Jordan called, the camera's shutter clicking rapidly. "Perfect. Just like that."

Ciara stared straight ahead at the rolling hills beyond, unable to look at anyone. Her only thoughts were of her hands on them, their hands on her. Every tiny movement, every slight adjustment of fingers, sent new waves of sensation through her.

The man from her tutorials—she suddenly remembered his name was Alex—leaned slightly towards her. "Alright there?" he whispered, his breath warm against her neck.

She managed a tight nod, not trusting herself to speak. His hand shifted slightly on her bottom, his thumb tracing the smallest of circles against her skin. The gesture was subtle enough that it could have been unintentional, but something in Ciara knew it wasn't. This was deliberate—a small, testing caress.

And to her horror, her body responded as it had before, heat pooling between her thighs, her nipples hardening in the open air. The dual sensations—embarrassment and arousal—warred within her, each feeding the other in a dizzying spiral.

"Just a few more," Jordan called out from behind them.

Alex's thumb continued its subtle movement, drawing small, deliberate circles that seemed to send ripples of sensation throughout Ciara's body. She should have stopped him. She should have at least said something. But her voice remained trapped in her throat, and her body remained frozen in place—except for her own hand, which she realised with a start had begun to mirror his movement, her thumb tracing similar patterns against his skin.

What the hell was she doing? This wasn't like her at all. She didn't do things like this—didn't touch strangers, didn't allow them to touch her. Especially not outside, in broad daylight, surrounded by classmates, while being photographed. Yet here she was, participating in this strange, silent exchange of touch, her body responding in ways that both terrified and thrilled her.

Then two things seemed to happen at once. Alex's hand began to squeeze, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her bottom with deliberate pressure… and Ciara suddenly realised something that should have been obvious from the start.

With all her focus on the men's hands, on what she was revealing to the camera behind her, she had completely forgotten what she looked like from the front. What she must look like to the men standing beside her if they so much as glanced in her direction.

It hit her with stunning force. She wasn't just exposed from behind—she was completely, utterly naked from every angle. Her breasts, her stomach, the carefully trimmed patch of hair between her legs—everything was on full display now to the men standing right next to her.

Panic seized her chest, constricting her lungs even as Alex's grip on her buttock grew more confident, more possessive. Her heart hammered wildly against her ribs as she forced herself to look, to confirm what she already knew to be true.

She cast her eyes from side to side, and her worst fears were instantly confirmed. Both men were looking at her, at her body—her breasts with their painfully hard nipples standing to attention in the cool air, and lower, to where she taken such care just last night to prepare herself to be seen—but not like this.

The acquaintance's eyes darted quickly away when he realised she'd caught him looking, but Alex held her gaze for a moment before his eyes deliberately travelled back down her body, unashamed in his appreciation.

Ciara felt herself nearly hyperventilating, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she struggled to process the full extent of her exposure. She wasn't just being seen by a camera now—that, she could treat as somewhat abstract. No, she was being seen by two very real men. Men whom she would meet again on campus. Men who were standing right beside her, who were touching her, whose skin was pressed against hers, whose eyes were drinking in every inch of her nakedness.

And then Ciara did something that shocked even herself. Instead of pulling away, instead of covering herself or calling for her robe… she tightened her own grip on both men's buttocks, her fingers digging in harder, claiming their flesh as they claimed hers.

The acquaintance stiffened slightly, pretending not to notice the sudden increased pressure of her fingers, but Alex responded immediately, squeezing her ass in return, a silent acknowledgment of this strange, unexpected exchange.

The mutual tightening of their grips sent a jolt of electricity up Ciara's spine. Her mouth went dry as she realised what she was doing—what she was allowing to happen, what she was actively participating in.

And then, unable to stop herself, she let her own eyes wander. Her gaze drifted downward, past Alex's flat stomach to where his manhood hung between his legs. It was larger than she'd expected, thick even in its relaxed state. As she watched, it twitched visibly, beginning to stir under her gaze.

The sight sent another flood of heat to her core, a liquid warmth that made her knees weaken slightly. This was madness—complete insanity—yet she couldn't tear her eyes away from the evidence of his arousal, couldn't stop her body from responding to it.

"Perfect," Jordan called from behind them, his voice seeming to come from miles away. "Just a few more shots."

The camera clicked rapidly, capturing what Ciara knew must be the most obscene image of herself that had ever existed—her backside bared to the lens, her hands gripping male flesh, her skin flushed with a complicated mixture of embarrassment and unmistakable arousal.

Alex shifted his stance slightly, moving imperceptibly closer to her. His manhood twitched again, more obviously this time, beginning to thicken before her very eyes, beginning to fight against gravity. Ciara swallowed hard, knowing she should look away but finding herself unable to do so.

"Almost there," Jordan called out.

If he only knew.

Ciara's entire body felt like it was on fire, her skin hypersensitive to every sensation—the cool air against her exposed flesh, Alex's strong hand gripping her ass, the subtle shift of muscles beneath her own palms as both men adjusted their stances.

Alex leaned toward her again, his lips close to her ear. "You're full of surprises," he murmured, his voice low enough that only she could hear.

The feeling of his breath against her neck sent a shiver through her that had nothing to do with the temperature. She should have been offended by his presumption, should have been appalled by this entire situation. Instead, she found herself wondering what other surprises she might be capable of—what other boundaries she might be willing to cross.

"That's a wrap!" Jordan's voice cut through her thoughts. "Everyone can grab their robes."

The spell broke. Ciara released her grip on both men, her hands falling away as they similarly removed their touch from her body. The sudden absence of contact left her feeling strangely bereft, her skin tingling where their hands had been.

She turned quickly, folding in on herself and avoiding eye contact with anyone as she reached for her discarded robe. As she wrapped it around herself, securing the belt with trembling fingers, she risked a glance at Jordan.

He was looking at her with an expression she couldn't quite read—something that seemed to hover between professional satisfaction and something far more personal, more heated. Had he seen the exchange between her and Alex? Had he noticed the way they'd touched each other, the way she'd looked at him?

Before Ciara could make sense of the heated look in Jordan's eyes, he cleared his throat and addressed the group.

"Great work, everyone. Now we'll move on to smaller group shots and individuals," he announced. "Not every month will feature the whole team—we need variety for the calendar."

He began explaining the logistics, but Ciara barely heard him through the rushing in her ears. Her skin still tingled where Alex's hands had been, and the memory of his growing arousal beneath her gaze made her face burn all over again.

"…so that means Melissa, Ryan, and Jason, you're up next," Jordan was saying. "The rest of you can take a break. There's tea and snacks set up in the barn."

Relief flooded through Ciara. She'd been granted a temporary reprieve. She needed time to collect herself, to process everything that had happened—everything she had allowed to happen.

"We'll come find you when it's your turn," Jordan added, his eyes briefly meeting Ciara's before he turned to lead the first small group away.

Ciara made her way back to the barn on unsteady legs, her Wellington boots still squeaking beneath her with each step. Inside, a folding table had been set up with a thermos of tea, cups, and an assortment of packaged biscuits and fruit. She poured herself a cup with trembling hands, the hot liquid sloshing dangerously close to the rim.

Finding a quiet corner atop a hay bale, she sat and wrapped both hands around the warm mug, using it as an anchor to steady herself. Her body felt like it belonged to someone else—someone reckless and uninhibited, someone she barely recognised. Every nerve ending seemed alive, hypersensitive to the brush of the robe against her skin, to the lingering sensation of male hands on her flesh.

The barn gradually filled with other students on break, their chatter a welcome distraction from her racing thoughts. Anna approached, sitting beside Ciara with her own cup of tea.

"You holding up okay?" she asked, her voice low.

"Fine," Ciara replied, the word coming out more clipped than she'd intended. "Just… taking it all in."

Anna nodded, seeming to understand Ciara's need for space. "It's a lot, isn't it? The exposure."

"Yeah." Ciara took a careful sip of her tea, avoiding further conversation.

The minutes stretched into half an hour as Ciara maintained her position of solitude, offering only minimal responses when someone directed a question her way. She couldn't bring herself to join in the casual banter, the jokes about how cold it had been outside or how they'd never look at each other the same way again in class. How could they all be so relaxed about this?

But even as she questioned their nonchalance, Ciara couldn't ignore the persistent thrumming beneath her skin. Whatever her next shoot would entail, she knew it would push her further, test boundaries she hadn't even known existed within herself. The thought terrified her—and yet, beneath the terror lurked a dangerous curiosity, a desire to discover just how far she might be willing to go.

The barn door swung open, and Jordan entered with the group he'd been photographing. They were all smiles and laughter, flushed with what looked suspiciously like exhilaration. Melissa caught Ciara's eye and gave her a thumbs-up, her grin suggesting she'd thoroughly enjoyed whatever pose they'd just completed.

"Ciara," Jordan called, scanning the barn until he spotted her. "You're up. Along with Alex and Tyler."

Her heart lurched at the mention of Alex—the man whose hands had so deliberately caressed her, whose arousal she had witnessed firsthand. And Tyler, who had stolen that glance at her earlier, whose eyes had travelled down her exposed back when he thought she wouldn't notice. But at least, she thought, it wasn’t Ryan… the liberty he had taken had been too much, or at least… too early.

As she rose from the hay bale, setting aside her now-empty cup, Jordan crossed to her side.

"Just one more pose," he said in a low voice, meant only for her. "I thought you wouldn't want to do a solo shoot. Figured you might be more comfortable in a group."

A group. The words echoed in her mind as they walked toward the barn exit. Maybe a group of girls would have been less intimidating, she thought fleetingly. But even as the idea formed, she knew it wasn't true. Not anymore. Not after what had already transpired between her and Alex. Not after the way her body had responded to Tyler's gaze.

The prospect of posing again with these two men sent a fresh wave of heat through her core—a reaction that both alarmed and intrigued her. What was happening to her? How had this day transformed her from someone who could barely stand the thought of nudity to someone who now anticipated it with a strange, nervous excitement?

"Where are we shooting?" she managed to ask as they stepped outside, Alex and Tyler falling into step behind them.

"The old oak," Jordan replied, pointing toward a massive tree at the edge of the property. Its sprawling branches created a natural canopy, dappling the ground beneath with shifting patterns of sunlight and shadow. "It's a bit of a comical shoot, actually. A milking scene." His eyes lit up with amusement. "We've got a large toy cow as a prop."

"A cow?" Ciara asked, her eyebrows lifting in surprise.

"Trust me, it'll be fun. People love the humorous months in these calendars—breaks up all the serious, artsy shots."

As they approached the tree, Ciara spotted it—a large, plastic cow sitting in the dappled shade. It wasn't a full-sized model, more the size of a calf, but it was anatomically adult, complete with a pink udder hanging beneath its spotted belly. Someone had taken care to position it carefully on a patch of particularly lush grass.

"That's… interesting," she managed, studying the ridiculous prop. At least it was substantial—large enough to hide behind.

Jordan set his camera on its tripod and turned to the three of them. "So here's what I'm thinking. Ciara, you'll be on your knees behind the cow, milking it." He demonstrated the position, crouching down by the cow’s head and reaching to the udder, making squeezing motions with his hands. "Your chest will be covered by the cow's head from my angle. And you two," he nodded at Alex and Tyler, "will each take a knee behind the body, surveying her efforts like proper farmers."

He reached into his bag and produced two flat caps, proffering them to the men. "These are for you!”

Alex took one of the caps, turning it over in his hands with an amused smile. "So we're going full comedy for this one, huh?"

"Exactly," Jordan replied, grinning. "We need a bit of variety. Can't all be artistic nudes gazing wistfully into the distance."

"It actually will make for a pretty comical image," Ciara admitted, studying the setup. The absurdity of it was undeniable—three naked veterinary students posing with a plastic cow while wearing nothing but Wellington boots and farmer's caps. Perhaps the humour of it would make this exposure easier to bear.

"Let's test the positions with robes on first," Jordan said, motioning them toward the cow.

Ciara knelt behind the plastic animal, positioning herself so that the cow's head would shield her chest from the camera. Alex took his position on her immediate left, one knee on the ground, the other raised, the flat cap perched jauntily on his head. Tyler posed similarly beside, angling his body until Jordan nodded approval.

"Perfect," Jordan said, peering through his viewfinder. "You’ve got it exactly how I wanted. The cow should cover all the essential bits from this angle." He lowered his camera and looked at them. "Ready for the real thing?"

Ciara's stomach tightened with familiar anxiety, but it was different now—not quite as paralysing as before. Three shoots in, and somehow the prospect of disrobing had become… not normal, certainly, but at least not as terrifying.

Even in just this smaller group, Jordan counted down dramatically. "Three… two… one!"

Ciara slipped off her robe and quickly resumed her position behind the cow, her hands reaching across the men for the pink plastic udder. The material felt smooth and cool beneath her fingers, a strange contrast to the warm, living flesh she'd been touching earlier. She positioned herself carefully, making sure the cow's head obscured her breasts from Jordan's perspective.

Both men had also discarded their robes. They were each balanced on one knee, wearing nothing but their Wellington boots and flat caps, the cow's body strategically blocking their lower halves from the camera. But from her position behind the cow, Ciara had an unobstructed view of both of them… as they both had of her.

She expected to feel that familiar rush of embarrassment, that urgent need to avert her eyes. But something had shifted within her. The exposure that had seemed so mortifying earlier now felt almost… exhilarating. Her breasts, hidden from the camera, were fully visible to both men, and neither made any attempt to look away.

Alex's eyes moved deliberately from her face to her chest, his appreciation evident in the slight curve of his lips. Tyler was less obvious but equally attentive, his gaze flickering between her face and her exposed body.

And Ciara found, to her surprise, that she didn't care anymore. More than that—she welcomed their gaze, even as she pretended to focus on the absurd task of milking the plastic cow. There was power in being seen, in being desired. Power that she had never fully understood until this moment.

Her eyes travelled downward, taking in the sight before her with a new, bold curiosity. Each man was on one knee, their positions causing their cocks to hang unencumbered between their legs. Tyler's was smaller but thicker, nestled in dark hair, while Alex's was longer, already showing signs of the arousal she had witnessed earlier.

Ciara felt her pulse quicken, her breath catching slightly as she continued her pantomime of milking, squeezing the plastic udder with methodical movements that she barely had to think about. Her body responded to the visual stimulus with a now-familiar heat, a tightening low in her belly that made her suddenly grateful for the stability the cow provided.

"That’s great," Jordan called from behind his camera. "Ciara, can you look like you're really concentrating on your milking technique? And guys, maybe look a bit more impressed with her skills."

Ciara bit her lip, focusing intently on the udder as instructed, aware that the expression might be interpreted as concentration on her task rather than reaction to the sight before her. Both men adjusted their expressions, nodding approvingly at her efforts, playing their parts as impressed onlookers.

"That's it," Jordan encouraged, the camera clicking rapidly. "Great chemistry between you all."

If only he knew, Ciara thought, her fingers working the plastic udder with increasing confidence. The chemistry was indeed undeniable, but it had little to do with their acting abilities and everything to do with the electric current that seemed to flow between their naked bodies, hidden from Jordan's view but palpable in the air between them.

As Ciara continued her mock-milking motions, she heard something she hadn't expected—a note of dismay in Jordan's voice.

"Oh shit! Um, guys, we've got a problem…"

Ciara looked up, startled by the change in his tone. Jordan was peering through his viewfinder with a grimace, looking almost embarrassed himself.

"I've only just noticed, but…" He cleared his throat. "You're both actually… peeking out… below the cow's belly. Could you maybe straighten up a bit? Kneel a bit higher?"

Ciara's eyes widened as understanding dawned. The strategic positioning they'd thought was working perfectly had failed. Both men were exposed to the camera. She bit her lip to suppress a smile as she watched Alex and Tyler react with sudden panic.

Tyler jerked upright, his face flushing crimson. Alex shifted quickly, trying to adjust his posture without drawing attention to the area in question.

"Sorry about that," Tyler muttered, rising higher on his knee.

"Better?" Alex asked, straightening his back.

Jordan squinted through the viewfinder again, then shook his head. "No, still not working. You need to go higher."

"Not sure I can," Tyler said.

"Can't you just take it from a different angle?" Alex suggested, his confident demeanour finally showing cracks of embarrassment.

Something shifted inside Ciara then—a strange, mischievous impulse that felt entirely foreign, entirely at odds with the shy, cautious person she'd always thought herself to be. Perhaps it was the absurdity of their situation, or the power she'd discovered in her own vulnerability, but suddenly she felt bold. Suddenly she felt reckless.

"Oh, come on, guys," she said, her voice uncharacteristically steady. "This is easily solved."

Without allowing herself time to reconsider, Ciara removed her left hand from the plastic udder, leaving only her right arm stretched across to maintain the milking pose. Then, with a confidence she'd never known she possessed, she reached for them.

One by one, she grasped their cocks, lifting each with deliberate care before resting it on her right forearm. The cow's body shielded her actions completely from Jordan's view, but the sensation of warm male flesh against her skin sent electric currents racing up her arm.

The look on Alex's and Tyler's faces was priceless—shock mingled with disbelief, followed almost immediately by unmistakable arousal. Tyler's mouth fell open slightly, his eyes widening as he stared at her in stunned silence. Alex's initial surprise transformed more quickly into a heated gaze that burned into her, his pupils dilating visibly.

"Is that better?" Ciara called to Jordan, maintaining her innocent expression while feeling anything but innocent. The weight of both men, just resting there on her forearm, was unlike anything she'd ever experienced—intimate, forbidden, thrilling.

Jordan checked his viewfinder again. "Perfect! Whatever you did worked. Hold that exactly."

Ciara felt a rush of power unlike anything she'd experienced before. Here she was, publicly naked, ostensibly exposed and vulnerable, yet secretly in complete control of the situation. The men's expressions told her everything—they were at her mercy now, not the other way around.

"Don't move," she whispered to them, her voice barely audible. "This is for charity, remember?"

She felt Alex's cock twitch against her arm, beginning to harden at her touch and her words. Tyler wasn't far behind, his body responding similarly to the unexpected contact. The sensation of them both gradually stiffening against her skin should have been more than she could bear, but right now it was exactly what she wanted.

"Just a few more shots," Jordan called, completely oblivious to what was happening behind the plastic cow.

Ciara maintained her innocent expression, working the udder with both hands while her right arm bore the increasingly difficult burden of the men's growing arousals. She could feel every pulse, every twitch, as their bodies responded to her forearm shifting beneath them.

"That's it," Jordan encouraged. "Perfect expressions, everyone."

Alex leaned slightly toward her, his voice a strained whisper. "You're full of surprises today."

"You have no idea," she murmured back, adjusting her arm slightly to accommodate his increasing size. The movement caused both men to inhale sharply.

Tyler's eyes were now fixed on her face, his expression a mixture of disbelief and undisguised desire. "Ciara, I—"

"Shh," she silenced him with a slight raising of her arm, an added pressure against his now fully erect cock. "Just stay still. We're almost done."

But he didn't stay still. And neither did Alex. Instead of maintaining the pose as she'd instructed, they both began to subtly rock their hips, their now fully erect lengths dragging back and forth against Ciara's arm. Not for the first time that day, she bit her lip to maintain her composure.

"That's it, hold that expression," Jordan called, still—mercifully—completely oblivious to what was happening behind the plastic cow.

Ciara felt a smile spreading across her face—not the innocent one she'd been forcing for the camera, but something more knowing, more wicked. She was smiling at them, at their undisguised need, at their forwardness. At how quickly they'd abandoned all pretence of professional behaviour once she'd touched them.

"Just a couple more shots," Jordan said, adjusting something on his camera.

The men continued their subtle movements, their breathing growing more ragged with each pass against her skin. Ciara maintained her position, the plastic udder almost forgotten in her hands as she focused on the sensation of warm, hard flesh sliding against her forearm. Power surged through her—she was the one in control here, despite her apparent vulnerability.

"And… that's a wrap!" Jordan finally called, lowering his camera. "Great job, everyone."

But Ciara wasn't satisfied yet. As they all prepared to drop the pose, as Jordan turned to place his camera back in its bag, she made her decision.

Still shielded by the plastic cow, Ciara quickly released the toy cow from grasp and dropped her forearm. The men’s members remained aloft. In one swift movement, she wrapped one hand around each cock. Their breaths hitched in unison, a synchronised gasp of shock and pleasure that sent a thrill racing through her veins. She squeezed gently, feeling their heat and hardness against her palms.

Her eyes never left Jordan as he approached with their robes draped over his arm. With quick, deliberate movements, she gave both lengths a few rapid pumps, her fingers gliding over their sensitive skin with surprising confidence for someone who had never done anything remotely like this before.

The men remained frozen, trapped between ecstasy and panic as Jordan drew closer. Just before he reached them, Ciara released her grip and adopted an expression as impassive as if nothing at all had happened.

"Here you go," Jordan said, handing them each their robes. "That was perfect. Exactly what I was hoping for."

Ciara wondered if it had been exactly what Tyler and Alex had been hoping for. They were speechless, their eyes wide with what looked like disbelief as they accepted their robes with trembling hands. They shared a look over Ciara's head, a silent exchange that seemed to ask, "Did that really just happen?"

Ciara accepted her own robe from Jordan with a serene smile. As she slipped the soft cloth back over her shoulders, she felt transformed—no longer the shy, cautious Ciara who had arrived at the farm that morning, but someone altogether different. Someone bold. And reckless. And powerful.

"So," Jordan said, gathering his equipment, "that's it for the group shots. I think we've got everything we need for the calendar." His eyes met Ciara's, and for a moment, she thought she saw something there—a question, perhaps, or a challenge. "Unless anyone wants to volunteer for some solo shots? We can always use extras."

Before she could stop herself, Ciara heard her own voice. "I will."

The words hung in the air, shocking even herself. Tyler and Alex, still struggling to regain their composure, stared at her with renewed disbelief. Jordan's expression shifted from surprise to something darker, something more intense.

"Are you sure?" he asked, his voice dropping to a register she hadn't heard from him before. "You were pretty adamant about not doing solos."

"Well, I've changed my mind," Ciara replied simply. "If it's for charity, I might as well go all in."

A slow smile spread across Jordan's face. "All right then. You two," he nodded at Tyler and Alex, "can head back to the barn. Ciara and I will do one last shoot."

The men hesitated, clearly reluctant to leave, but Jordan's tone left no room for argument. With final, lingering glances at Ciara, they trudged away, their robes clutched tightly around them, the squeak of their Wellington boots receding into the distance.

When they were out of earshot, Jordan turned to Ciara, his expression unreadable. "What was that about?"

"What do you mean?" she asked, feigning innocence though her heart raced beneath her robe.

"Don't play dumb, Ciara. I saw what happened behind that cow."

Heat flooded her face. He had seen? But how? She was sure the cow had blocked everything from his angle, but… could she have misjudged it?

"I—I don't know what you're talking about," she stammered, her newfound confidence suddenly deserting her.

Jordan stepped closer, close enough that she could smell his cologne again, that same earthy scent that had drawn her in at the bar. "I think you do," he said softly. "I think you know exactly what I'm talking about."

Ciara swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. "But… the cow," she whispered. "You couldn't have seen."

"I didn't need to see," Jordan replied, his eyes never leaving hers. "Their faces told me everything I needed to know. And yours… well…" He smiled, a predatory curve of his lips that made her stomach flip. "I've never seen you look quite like that before."

"Like what?" she managed, her voice barely audible.

"Powerful," he said matter-of-factly. "Like you’ve finally realised what you're capable of."

The word resonated through her, giving voice to the feeling she’d been dancing around identifying in her own mind. Yes, she had felt powerful. And she still did, in spite of this momentary lapse into her old, timid self.

"So," Jordan continued, his voice light but his eyes intense, "about that solo shoot…"

Ciara felt herself standing at a crossroads—one path leading back to the safety of her old self, the other venturing into uncharted territory with this new, reckless version of Ciara who had emerged today. The choice seemed both terrifying and inevitable.

"Yes," she said, meeting his gaze steadily. "About that solo shoot. Where did you have in mind?"

∞∞∞

"Follow me," Jordan said, gathering his equipment with an efficiency that bordered on eagerness. He led Ciara away from the oak tree, his steps purposeful as they traversed the grassy expanse.

Ciara's heart pounded against her ribs as she walked beside him, the soft cloth of her robe brushing against her sensitised skin with each step. The ever-present squeak of her boots offered an absurd counterpoint to the tension crackling between them.

They approached a small structure tucked away at the edge of the property—little more than a shed, its weathered wood suggesting years of exposure to the elements. It was the kind of building that might normally house garden tools or farm equipment, but something in Jordan's confident stride told Ciara it had been repurposed for today's shoot.

"We did one of the group shots out the back of this," Jordan explained, gesturing toward the rear of the structure. "But I think inside would be better for your solo. The lighting is… dramatic."

He pushed open the door, which creaked on rusty hinges. Ciara hesitated for just a moment before stepping inside after him. The interior was surprisingly spacious, though still modest—just a few square metres. What struck her immediately though was the quality of light pouring in through high windows and several skylights cut into the sloped ceiling. Dust motes danced in the golden beams, creating an almost ethereal atmosphere.

"This is beautiful," she murmured, turning slowly to take in the space. The floor was rough-hewn wood, swept clean but still bearing the marks and character of age. One wall featured a weathered wooden bench; another held hooks where various tools might once have hung.

Jordan set his camera bag on the bench and began adjusting settings on his equipment. "It's perfect for what I had in mind," he agreed, his voice carrying a new undertone that made Ciara's skin prickle with anticipation.

"And what did you have in mind?" she asked, her voice steadier than she felt. “I mean, what sort of poses?”

Jordan looked up from his camera, his dark eyes meeting hers with an intensity that made her breath catch. "That's entirely up to you now," he said softly. "This is your shoot. Your choice."

Ciara let the words sink in. Her choice. After a day of following directions, of being arranged and positioned by others, she now had the freedom to decide how much she wanted to conceal—and how much she wanted to reveal.

"I want to be as risqué as I can," she heard herself say, the words tumbling from her mouth before she had truly considered them. But they were true. This new Ciara—the bold, powerful version of herself that had emerged only today—wanted to push boundaries now. Wanted to see just how far she could go.

A slow smile spread across Jordan's face. "I have an idea," he said, reaching into his camera bag. When his hand emerged, he was holding a stethoscope—the kind they used in their veterinary labs, its metal and rubber surfaces gleaming in the golden light streaming through the skylights.

"This is the only prop I have on me," he explained, holding it up between them. "But maybe it's just enough to provide coverage."

Ciara reached out, her fingers brushing against his as she took the stethoscope from him. The brief contact sent a jolt of electricity up her arm. "It's perfect," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

She ran her fingers along the cool metal of the chest piece, the rubber tubing. Such a familiar object from her studies, now transformed into something entirely different—a prop ostensibly for coverage, but in reality a tool for her exposure, her revelation.

They moved to the centre of the shed where the light was strongest, both of them suddenly nervous in a way they hadn't been during the group shoots. This was different. And they both knew it. This wasn't really about the calendar anymore.

This was about Ciara revealing herself to Jordan. About allowing him to direct her, to push her limits. About the two of them alone in this intimate space, with nothing but a camera and a stethoscope between them.

"Maybe try standing here," Jordan suggested, positioning her where the light fell most dramatically. "And if you drape the stethoscope around your neck, it could cover… just enough."

Ciara nodded, her mouth suddenly dry. She untied her robe with trembling fingers but didn't remove it yet. "Like this?" she asked, demonstrating by placing the stethoscope around her neck, either end settling over her breasts.

"Yes," Jordan said, his voice husky. "But twist your body slightly, so your bottom half is angled away from the camera. Your hands on your hips."

Ciara nodded again, taking a deep breath to steady herself. This was it—the moment of truth. The culmination of everything that had happened today.

In one fluid motion, she removed her robe and let it fall to the floor.

The cool air of the shed caressed her naked skin, raising goosebumps along her arms and legs. She positioned herself as Jordan had directed—body twisted slightly away from him, the stethoscope draped around her neck with the ends just about covering her nipples, her hands resting on her hips in a pose that projected a confidence she didn't entirely feel.

"Perfect," Jordan murmured, raising his camera to his eye. "Just like that."

The click of the shutter seemed impossibly loud in the quiet shed. Ciara held her pose, hyperaware of Jordan's gaze on her body—not just through the camera lens, but directly, his eyes drinking in the sight of her.

As he continued to photograph her, Ciara felt a subtle shift within herself. The nervousness began to fade, replaced by that same intoxicating sense of power she'd experienced behind the plastic cow. Here she was, naked before Jordan's camera, before Jordan himself, and she wasn't cowering or hiding. She was posing. Presenting herself. Choosing to be seen.

The stethoscope shifted slightly against her chest as she adjusted her stance. The metal chest piece slipped, revealing one nipple to his gaze. She saw Jordan's eyes widen slightly, his finger pausing on the shutter release for just a fraction of a second.

Instead of quickly adjusting the stethoscope, Ciara took her time. She let it hang there, exposing herself to his gaze, watching the effect it had on him. His breathing had changed, becoming slightly more rapid. A flush had crept up his neck.

"Sorry," she murmured, though they both knew she wasn't sorry at all. With deliberate slowness, she reached up and adjusted the stethoscope, covering herself once more.

Jordan cleared his throat. "No problem," he said, his voice rougher than before. "These things happen."

The tension between them was palpable now, a living thing that seemed to pulse in the air of the small shed. Ciara could feel her heart racing, could feel heat pooling between her thighs. This was beyond exposure, beyond vulnerability—this was desire, raw and unmistakable.

Between shots, she allowed her hips to relax, twisting them toward him rather than away. The movement revealed her neatly trimmed centre to his gaze, no longer hidden by the angle of her body. She heard his sharp intake of breath, saw his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed hard.

"That's… that's beautiful," Jordan said, his professional demeanour slipping. "You're beautiful, Ciara."

She smiled, feeling the heat rise to her cheeks even as confidence surged through her. "Thank you," she replied, her voice low and inviting in a way she'd never heard from herself before. "I'm glad you think so."

His camera continued to click, capturing her from various angles, but his commentary had become more personal, more intimate. "The way the light catches your skin… it's incredible," he murmured. "Turn just a bit more—yes, like that. Perfect."

Ciara followed his directions, but added her own flourishes now—a slight arch of her back, a tilt of her chin, small adjustments that transformed the poses from clinical to sensual. The stethoscope slipped again, and again she took her time readjusting it, allowing him longer glimpses of her exposed breasts.

He continued to snap photos even when she wasn't covered. She knew they would be unusable for the calendar. These were just for him. And the thought of that delighted her, pushed her even further.

"You know," she said finally, her voice cutting through the tension that had built between them, "it would only be fair if I got to see you the same way."

The words hung in the air between them, bold and unmistakable in their meaning. Jordan lowered his camera slowly, his dark eyes meeting hers with an intensity that made her breath catch in her throat.

"Would it now?" he asked, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth.

"Absolutely." Ciara's newfound confidence surged. "I've been on display all day. What’s sauce for the goose, and all that… Don't you think?"

Jordan's expression shifted, a sudden hesitation crossing his features. He ran a hand through his dark curls, his confidence seemingly wavering for the first time all day.

"Are you sure about this?" he asked, his voice low. "I mean, this wasn't… I didn't bring you here to pressure you into anything."

Ciara felt a smile spread across her face. She still stood before him completely naked except for those ridiculous yellow Wellington boots, the stethoscope dangling forgotten around her neck. The power she'd discovered today coursed through her veins.

"Jordan," she said, taking a step closer to him, "I've never been more sure of anything. I've done all this for you today. Now you do this for me."

Something in her voice—the unwavering certainty, perhaps—seemed to settle things for him. His eyes darkened with desire, and without breaking eye contact, he reached for his belt. His fingers worked the leather strap, sliding it through the buckle with deliberate slowness.

Ciara watched, transfixed, as he unbuttoned his jeans and lowered the zipper. He kicked off his boots first, then peeled off his socks. His t-shirt followed, pulled over his head in one fluid motion that revealed the toned muscles of his abdomen, the broad expanse of his chest. Carrying around all that photography equipment clearly kept him in shape.

He stood before her now in just his boxers, his chest rising and falling with quickened breaths. Ciara let her eyes roam over him, appreciating the strong lines of his body, the dark trail of hair that disappeared beneath the waistband of his underwear, the unmistakable bulge that it led to. He was beautiful—more beautiful than she'd allowed herself to imagine during all those lectures where she'd stolen glances at him.

He hooked his thumbs into the elastic of his boxers, hesitating one final time.

"You're absolutely sure?" he asked again, his voice husky with desire but still tinged with concern.

Ciara met his gaze steadily. "You know I am."

With one smooth movement, he pushed his boxers down and stepped out of them. Ciara’s eyes widened. He was fully erect, his arousal unmistakable and impressive. The sight of him—naked, vulnerable, yet powerfully masculine—sent a fresh wave of heat through her core.

"Have you been hiding that all day?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "Is that how you've been reacting to seeing me?"

Jordan's lips curved into a smile, his earlier hesitation replaced by the confidence she'd always associated with him. "Of course it is," he admitted. "How could I not?"

Something about his confession, about the raw honesty in his voice, emboldened Ciara further. She stepped forward, closing the distance between them until she could feel the heat radiating from his skin. She was fully in control now. And they both knew it.

Reaching down between them, she wrapped her fingers around his hardness, feeling the velvet-smooth skin stretched taut over rigid firmness. She squeezed gently, watching his face for his reaction.

Jordan's eyes fluttered closed momentarily, a low sound escaping from the back of his throat. When he opened them again, the desire in his gaze was almost palpable.

"God, Ciara," he breathed, his hands coming to rest on her hips. "Do you have any idea how long I've wanted this? How long I've wanted you?"

His admission—his confession—sent a thrill through her. She continued to stroke him, her movements growing more confident with each pass of her hand. "Tell me," she urged, wanting to hear the words.

"Since that first day in anatomy lab," he confessed, his voice strained as she continued her ministrations. "You were so focused, so serious. I couldn't stop looking at you."

His hands tightened on her hips, pulling her closer until her naked body pressed against his. The stethoscope was crushed between them, its metal cool against their heated skin. Jordan lowered his head, his lips finding the sensitive spot just below her ear.

"That's why I wanted you for the calendar so badly," he murmured against her skin. "I knew it was selfish, but I couldn't help myself."

Ciara tilted her head, giving him better access to her neck as she continued to stroke him. "And was it everything you hoped it would be?" she asked, her voice breathy as his lips travelled down to her collarbone.

"Better," he assured her, his hands sliding around to cup her bottom. "So much better."

He walked her backward until she felt the rough wood of the wall against her shoulders. The contrast of textures—the smooth heat of his skin against her front, the weathered wood against her back—heightened every sensation. And then Jordan's hands were everywhere, exploring her body with a reverence that made her feel both powerful and cherished.

When his fingers finally found the heat between her thighs, Ciara gasped, her head falling back against the wall. He stroked her gently at first, then with growing confidence as he discovered what made her breath hitch, what made her muscles tense with pleasure.

"Jordan," she breathed, her hand still wrapped around his hardness. "I want—"

"What do you want?" he asked, his voice low and urgent against her ear. "Tell me what you want, Ciara."

The question was so direct, so unambiguous, that it cut through any remaining hesitation. This new Ciara—the one who had emerged today through exposure and vulnerability—knew exactly what she wanted. And now she wasn't afraid to ask for it.

"I want you," she said simply. "Now. Here."

Jordan's eyes seemed to darken further, if that were even possible. "Are you protected?" he asked, his practical question at odds with the raw desire in his voice.

Ciara nodded. "The bar," she confirmed. "We're good."

The relief in his expression was transparent. Without another word, he lifted her, his hands strong beneath her thighs as he pressed her more firmly against the wall. Ciara wrapped her legs around his waist, the yellow Wellington boots she still wore bumping against his back in an absurd reminder of the day's events.

"These ridiculous boots," she laughed breathlessly.

Jordan grinned against her neck. "Keep them on," he suggested, his voice playful despite the tension thrumming between them. "It's kind of hot… in a weird way."

Ciara laughed despite herself, her body thrumming with anticipation. "Whatever you want," she agreed, tightening her legs around his waist, the rubber squeaking against his skin.

And then there was no more talking. He held her with one hand as he positioned himself with the other. And Ciara felt him there, hot and hard against her most sensitive flesh. Their eyes met, a final moment of connection before he pushed forward, entering her with exquisite slowness.

The sensation was overwhelming—the fullness, the stretch, the perfect friction as he began to move within her. Ciara clung to his shoulders, her nails digging into his skin as pleasure built within her, wave upon relentless wave.

"God, Ciara," Jordan groaned, his movements growing more urgent. "You feel amazing."

The wooden wall behind her was rough against her back, but Ciara barely noticed the discomfort. All that existed was Jordan—his scent, his taste as he captured her mouth in a deep kiss, the feel of him moving inside her with increasingly desperate thrusts.

He shifted slightly, changing the angle, and suddenly stars exploded behind Ciara's eyelids. She cried out, unable to contain the sound as pleasure surged through her, white-hot and all-consuming.

Her spine arched, her hips grinding hard against him as she flooded with sensation—an unstoppable, animal surge that swept up from her core, through her belly, her throat, burning out across her face in a sound that would haunt her later. She cried out, not caring if the others on the farm heard. Not caring if the world burned to ashes around her. The walls of the shed blurred, the light from the high windows blinding her, her body a single wild note in the air.

She clung to him, fingertips raking at his skin, the cool stethoscope trapped between them, the metal bell digging in as if to remind her: this is real. And this was her choice, this was all of her making. Jordan groaned, his arms trembling under her as he pressed her against the wall, his breath ragged in her ear. For a moment, she thought she might disappear—explode into particles of sensation, dissolve into the golden dust beams, become nothing but heat and pressure and wild pleasure.

He kept moving, driving her hard against the rough boards, his face buried in her neck, his teeth grazing her collarbone. “Ciara—fuck—” His voice cracked, frayed at the edges. She wanted to swallow the sound, make it her own. And she did make her own. Her pleasure spilled forth from her lips, primal, animal, pure.

"That's it," Jordan encouraged, his voice strained. "Let go for me, Ciara. Let me see you."

And she did.

The tension that had been building all day—through every exposure, every moment of vulnerability, every new discovery about herself—finally crested. Ciara shattered in his arms, her body clenching around him as waves of pleasure washed over her.

"You can come too," she panted against his ear, her body still quivering with aftershocks. "Come inside me. Please!"

"Oh, I will," Jordan murmured, his lips brushing against her throat. "But not just yet." His eyes met hers, dark with desire. "I've seen you from so many angles today. I want to explore you from those angles too."

Ciara felt a fresh surge of heat at his words. She found his candour incredibly erotic—the straightforward admission of what he wanted from her, with her. This was Jordan stripped not just of his clothes but of pretence, of the careful dance they'd been performing for months.

He lowered her carefully, her boots squeaking against the wooden floor as he set her down. The loss of him inside her left her feeling strangely bereft, empty. But the hunger in his eyes promised that emptiness wouldn't last long.

"Turn around," he whispered, his hands already guiding her shoulders.

Ciara complied, her heart racing as she faced the rough wooden wall. She felt exposed again, but in an entirely different way than during the photoshoot. This wasn't for charity or for art. This was just for them—for the pleasure they were discovering in each other's bodies.

Jordan's hands traced the curve of her spine, following the path down to the small of her back, then lower still. His touch was reverent, exploring, as if committing every inch of her to memory. When his fingers dipped between her thighs from behind, Ciara gasped, her forehead dropping to rest against the cool wood of the wall.

"Is this okay?" he asked, his voice a low rumble against her ear as he pressed himself against her back.

"Yes," she breathed, pushing back against his touch. "More than okay."

His free hand came around to cup her breast, fingers teasing her nipple to a hard peak as his other hand continued its intimate exploration. Ciara felt herself building toward another peak already, her body impossibly responsive to his touch.

"Do you have any idea," Jordan murmured against her neck, "how beautiful you looked today? How brave you were?"

The praise washed over her like a physical caress, heightening every sensation. She had been brave, hadn't she? The Ciara who had arrived this morning would never have recognised the woman she was becoming—this bold creature who demanded pleasure, who took what she wanted.

"I want you again," she said, her voice steadier than she expected. "Now. Like this."

She felt Jordan's smile against her skin. "As you wish."

He positioned himself behind her, one hand steadying her hip as the other guided him to her entrance. The first push was gentler this time, a slow, deliberate claiming that made Ciara's breath catch in her throat. The angle was different, deeper somehow, reaching places inside her that made her knees threaten to buckle.

Jordan's arm wrapped around her waist, holding her steady as he began to move. Each thrust drove her slightly forward, the rough texture of the wall scraping deliciously against her sensitive breasts. The dual stimulation—Jordan inside her, the wall against her hardened nipples—was almost too much to bear.

"You're incredible," he murmured, his rhythm increasing as his control began to slip. "So perfect. So brave."

Ciara reached back, her fingers tangling in his hair as she turned her head, seeking his mouth. Their kiss was awkward at this angle, all teeth and tongue and desperation, but perfect in its messiness. It matched the raw, primal nature of what they were doing—what they had been building toward all day.

His hand slipped between her body and the wall, finding the sensitive bundle of nerves at her centre. The first touch nearly undid her completely. Ciara cried out, her body tensing as pleasure surged through her once more.

"That's it," Jordan encouraged, his voice ragged with his own approaching release. "One more time. Come for me again, Ciara."

She was powerless to resist. The tension built and built until it could no longer be contained. With a cry that seemed torn from the depths of her soul, Ciara came apart in his arms for the second time. Her inner muscles clenched around him in rhythmic pulses that finally pushed Jordan past his own limits.

With a groan that seemed to start somewhere deep in his chest, he buried himself fully inside her one last time. Ciara felt the hot pulse of his release, felt the slight trembling of his body as he held her tightly against him, as if afraid she might disappear if he let go.

For long moments, they remained joined, their ragged breathing the only sound in the small shed. The golden afternoon light continued to stream through the skylights, painting their sweat-slicked bodies in warm hues. Eventually, reluctantly, Jordan eased himself from her body, turning her gently to face him.

The look in his eyes made Ciara's breath catch all over again. There was satisfaction there, yes, but also something deeper, something that made her heart flutter in her chest.

"That was…" she began, then laughed softly, unable to find words adequate to describe what had just transpired between them.

"Yeah," Jordan agreed, pressing his forehead against hers. "It was."

His hands cradled her face as if she were something precious, something to be treasured. The tenderness of the gesture, coming after such raw passion, made Ciara's throat tight with emotion.

"I should probably confess something," Jordan said, his thumbs tracing the curve of her cheekbones. "I didn't really need you for the calendar. I mean, we do need participants, but I… wanted you."

Ciara smiled, a warmth spreading through her chest that had nothing to do with physical pleasure. "I figured that out somewhere between the plastic cow and you getting naked with me."

Jordan laughed, the sound vibrating through his chest and into hers where their bodies pressed together. "Was I that obvious?"

"Maybe," Ciara admitted. "Or maybe I just wanted to see it that way."

He kissed her then, a soft, sweet contact that somehow felt more intimate than everything that had come before. When he pulled back, his expression had turned serious.

"I meant what I said earlier. About wanting you since that first day in anatomy lab." His eyes searched hers. "This wasn't just about the calendar for me. It never was."

Ciara felt a smile spreading across her face. "Good," she said simply. "Because it's not just about the calendar for me either. Not anymore."

Jordan's answering smile was like the sun breaking through clouds. He pressed another kiss to her lips, then reluctantly stepped back, reaching for his discarded clothes.

"We should probably get back," he said, though his tone suggested he'd much rather stay exactly where they were. "The others will be wondering where we disappeared to."

Ciara nodded, suddenly remembering the world beyond the four walls of this perfect, private sanctuary. The thought of facing the others—especially Alex and Tyler after what had transpired behind the plastic cow—sent a fresh wave of heat to her cheeks.

"Do you think they'll know?" she asked, reaching for her robe. "About… this?"

Jordan considered the question as he pulled on his jeans. "Probably," he admitted. "But does it matter?"

Ciara thought about it as she belted her robe, the soft cloth a poor substitute for the warmth of Jordan's skin against hers. Did it matter if the others guessed what had happened between them? After everything she'd done today—after all the exposure, the vulnerability, the discovery of her own power—did she really care what anyone else thought?

"No," she decided, meeting his gaze with newfound confidence. "It doesn't matter at all."

Jordan's smile was worth every moment of embarrassment she'd endured today. He held out his hand to her, and she took it without hesitation, lacing her fingers through his.

As they stepped out of the shed into the late afternoon sunlight, Ciara realised that she was not the same person who had arrived at the farm that morning. That Ciara had been afraid—of exposure, of judgment, of her own desires. This Ciara, the one whose hand was now firmly clasped in Jordan's, had discovered something far more valuable than modesty.

She had discovered herself.
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